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Bloperton  Cottage,  tlic  residence  of  Thomas  Mo:^re, 


LIFE  OF  THO^^FAS  MOOEE. 


(Abridged  from  W.  Hewitt's  "  Homes  and  Haunts  of  the  English  Poets.") 

The  author  of  Lalla  Roolch,  like  most  of  the  race  of  Genius, 
was  one  Avhom  Ids  o^ni  genius  ennobled.  The  man  who 
has  not  to  thanli  his  ancestors  for  what  he  enjoys  of  wealtli, 
station,  or  reputation,  has  all  the  more  to  tliank  himself  for. 
The  heralds,  says  Savage  Landor,  will  give  you  a  gi-and- 
father  if  j'ou  want  one,  but  a  genuine  poet  has  no  need  of  a 
grandfather ;  he  is  his  own  grandfather,  liis  own  shield- 
bearer,  and  stands  forth  to  tlie  world  in  tlie  proud  attitude 
of  debtor  to  none  but  God  and  himself,  tlie  shield-bearer 
and  the  grandfatlier  of  others.  Thomas  Moore  was  born 
in  a  humble  house  in  DubUn,  the  son  of  humble  but  respect- 
able parents.  He  made  liis  own  way  in  the  world,  and 
gave  tc  tliose  pai-ents  the  honour  of  having  produced  a  dis- 
tuiguished  son.  That  is  as  it  should  be.  People  should 
honour  their  parents ;  it  is  rarely  that  parents  can  honour 
their  childi-en.  Thcv  cannot  beaueatli  theu'  uenius  to  them  : 
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it  is  not  alwa3's  that  they  caii  succeed  in  engrafting  on  them 
tlieir  virtues  :  and  ii"  parents  be  glorious  in  reputation  and 
in  goodness,  if  the  children  do  not  walk  wortliy  of  that 
glory,  the  glory  itself  is  only  a  blaze  tliat  exposes  thera 
to  the  world  ;  hghts  up  and  aggi-avates  every  blemish  to  the 
general  eye.  How  ti'uly  is  honour,  true  lionoiu',  in  nine 
cases  out  of  ten,  a  self-acquisition.  "WTio  cares  a  button 
for  the  ancestors  of  BjTon,  of  Milton,  of  Shakspearc,  of 
Goethe,  or  of  Schiller?  These  men  start  out  to  our  eyes 
in  the  blaze  of  their  o^vn  genius,  wliich  darkens  all 
ai-ound  them.  They  are  creations  of  God,  and  not  of  man. 
They  ai-e  sent  forth  into  the  world,  and  not  bom  into  it. 
Their  ancestors  ai'c  not  the  ancestors  of  their  genius.  They 
are  the  progenitors  of  the  eai'thy  catei-pUlar — the  butterfly, 
the  Psyche  of  genius,  is  born  of  itself. 

These  are  great  truths  that  every  man  of  genius  should 
see,  aclaiowledge,  and  act  upon.  Nobles  can  confer  no  no- 
bility on  him :  he  bears  his  patent  of  honour  in  his  own 
bosom;  the  escutcheon  of  genius  is  his  in  the  broad  and 
exalted  brow.  He  should  remember  this;  and  the  world 
will  not  tlien  forget  it.  "With  this  idea  witliin  him  and  be- 
fore him,  his  work  will  be  done  the  more  nobly;  and  the 
)ubhc  which  is  made  what  it  is  by  liim, — cffcmmate  tlirough 
lis  efieminacy,  corrupt  through  his  corruption,  -wise  through 
lis  wisdom, — will  soon  place  him  in  his  true  rank,  above 
all  heaps  of  metal  and  spadefuls  of  earth,  and  honour  him 
as  the  only  true  noble,  the  only  man  who  has  no  need  of 
heraldic  lies  and  fictitious  gi-andfuthers.  These  are  gi-eat 
truths  that  the  chilcben  of  men  of  genius  too  should  bear 
in  mind.  They  should  feel  that  they  cannot  inherit  genius, 
but  they  may  possess  it  in  some  new  shape,  an  equal  gift 
of  Heaven.  Tliis  -nill  keep  alive  in  thorn  the  spirit  of 
honouiable  action ;  and  they  may  come  to  live,  not  in  the 
moonshine  of  theu-  ancestral  hghts,  but  in  a  genuine  wami 
sunsliino  of  their  o\^ti.  Tlie  honour  of  a  chstinguished 
parent  is  not  our  honour  but  our  foil,  if  we  do  not  seek  to 
estabhsh  an  alUance  mth  it  by  our  own  exertion,  and  above 
all  by  goodness. 

Amongst  the  most  fortunate  men  of  genius, — amongst 
those  who  by  sti-ength  of  pinion,  and  by  various  resources 
of  prose,  poetry,  and  music,  have  soared  above  the  poet's 
ordinary  path  beset  with  ropes,  poison,  thi-oat-cutting  razors, 
pistols,  and  di-owning  holes,— is  the  gay  and  genial  Thomas 
IMoore.  Moore  was  born,  as  I  have  said,  in  Dublin.  His 
father  kept  a  shop  m  Aimgier  Street,  and  was  a  respectable 
grocer  and  spmt- dealer.  The  shop  continues  exactly  as  it 
was  to  tlie  present  day,  is  employed  for  the  same  U-ade,  and 
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over  it  is  tlie  little  drawdng-room  iii  v/liich  Mr.  Moove  liim- 
Belf  tells  us  tliat  he  usee!  to  compose  liis  songs,  and  with 
his  sister  and  some  j'oung  Mends  acted  a  masque  of  liis 
own  comi^osing. 

Moore  was  not  ashamed  of  Us  humble  birthplace.  '  Be 
sui-e,"  he  said  to  me,  "when  you  go  to  Dublin,  to  visit  the 
old  shop  in  Aungier  Street."  I  did  visit  it,  and  the  landlord 
insisted  that  I  should  drink  a  glass  of  whisky  m.  honoiu"  of 
Tom  Moore's  beiug  born  there. 

Moore  declared  that  he  know  very  htllo  of  his  ancestiy. 
On  his  father's  side,  liis  uncle,  Garret  Moore,  was  the  only 
one  whom  he  Imew.  lie  \^'as  a  Kerry  man.  His  mother 
was  an  Anastatia  Codd,  tlie  daughter  of  "  my  gouly  old 
grandfather,  Tom  Codd,"  as  Moore  famiharly  names  him, 
"who  lived  in  the  corn-market,  Wexford,"  and  wlio  was  in 
the  pro^dsion  trade,  and,  as  ^loore  believed,  from  his  recol- 
lection of  machinery,  had  been  a  weaver.  Moore  was 
born  on  the  28th  of  May,  1779.  He  was  first  sent  to  school, 
at  a  very  early  age,  to  a  man  of  tlie  name  of  J\Ialone,  in  the 
same  street;  "a wild,  odd  fellow,"  he  says,  "of  whose  cocked 
hut  I  have  stiU  a  clear  remembrance,  and  who  used  to  pass  the 
greater  part  of  liis  nights  in  drinldng  at  pubhc-houses,  and 
was  hardly  ever  able  to  make  his  appearance  in  the  school 
before  noon.  He  would  then  generally  whip  the  boys  all 
round  for  distm'bing  liis  slumbers."  He  was  then  sent  to 
the  gi'ammar  school  of  the  well-loio'wn  Samuel  Whj'te,  to 
whom  in  his  fourteenth  year  he  addressed  a  sonnet,  which 
was  pubhshed  in  a  Dulilin  Magazine,  called  the  "  Antho- 
logia."  In  this  periodical  he  also  printed  his  first  amatory 
effusions,  addressed  by  liim  under  the  cognomen  of  Romeo 
to  a  Miss  Hannah  i33'rne,  who  bore  the  name  of  Zeha. 
Tliis  ]\Ir.  "Whyte  was  fond  of  poetry  and  dramatic  repre- 
sentation, and  is  mentioned  by  Moore  as  having  superin- 
tended private  theatricals  at  different  gentlemen's  and  noble- 
men's houses, as  atlheDuke  of  Leinstei-'s,  at^Iarl3',the  seat 
of  the  Latouches,  &c.,  where  he  supplied  prologues.  Sheri- 
dan had  been  a  pupil  of  Whyte's,  and  it  is  furtlier  stated  by 
^Ir.  INIoore,  that  many  pai'ents  were  alaiuned  at  the  danger 
of  his  instilling  a  love  for  these  tliuigs  into  his  scholars. 
Can  there  be  a  doubt  that  he  did  so  with  Sheridan  and 
Moore  ? 

Moore  was  sent  to  the  luiiversity  in  Dublin,  in  1795, 
where  the  unfortimate  Robert  Emmett  ^^•a3  at  the  time. 
Moore  soon  fonned  an  acquaintance  with  lura,  and  became 
a  member  of  a  debating  society,  at  which  Emmett  and  other 
young  patriots  assembled  to  prepare  themselves  for  pu'  >Lio 
life.    On  the  approach  of  the  frightful  explosion  of  It  98, 
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the  university  was  visited  by  Lord  Fitzgibbon,  its  vice- 
chancellor,  with  a  rigorous  examination,  Government  having 
become  aware  of  the  students  being  deeply  engaged  in  the 
organization  of  the  Iiish  luiion.  Amongst  tliose  found 
to  be  thus  imphcated  were  Emmett,  John  Brown,  and 
others.  They  became  marked  men.  Moore  himself  under- 
went examination,  but  came  clear  off.  From  tliese  con- 
nections and  early  mipressions,  however,  we  may  date  liis 
steady  adlierence  to  Uberal  and  patiiotic  sentunents. 

At  tlie  university  his  poetic  genius  eai-ly  displayed  itself. 
There  he  commenced  the  ti'anslation  of  the  Odes  of  Ana- 
creon.  He  took  liis  degi'ee  as  Bachelor  of  Arts  in  1798  or 
1799,  and  left  the  university.  He  soon  found  his  way  over 
to  England,  where  liis  wit,  liis  songs,  and  liis  conversa- 
tional brilhancy,  uiti'oduced  luiu  to  the  first  cii'cles  of 
fashionable  life,  and  to  Government  patronage.  He  entered 
liimseKof  the  Middle  Temple  in  1799;  but  instead  of  legal 
studies,  poetical  ones  wholly  engi'ossed  him,  so  that  in  1800, 
before  he  had  completed  liis  twentieth  year,  he  had  pub- 
lished liis  "  Anacreon."  At  tliis  time  he  had  lodgings  at 
44,  Gower  Street,  Portman  Square,  at  six  sliiUings  a  week. 
This  place  was  a  great  haunt  of  poor  French  emigi-ants; 
where  he  described  liiniself  as  gi-eaUy  distiu-bed  by  the  snor- 
ing of  an  old  cure,  and  much  amused  by  the  scheme  of  a 
French  bishop,  who,  having  too  many  huugiy  callers,  used 
to  hang  up  a  boai-d  on  the  stancase,  chalked  in  large 
char-acters, — "  The  Bishop  's  gone  out." 

He  soon  made  the  acquaintance  of  several  Irishmen; 
amongst  them  of  Mai-thi  Archer  Shee ;  had  a  sight  of  Peter 
Pindar  and  other  hons;  but  by  far  the  most  important 
inti-oduction  was  to  the  Earl  Moira.  lie  visited  him  at  his 
seat,  Donnington  Pai-k,  Leicestersliire,  a  place  which  after- 
wards  became  quite  a  home  to  hun.  By  Lord  iVIoira  he 
was  introduced  to  tlie  Prince  Begent,  and  while  Moira  and 
that  party  continued  in  favour  was  a  frequent  giicst  at  Carl- 
ton House. 

In  1801  he  published  a  volmne  of  poems  under  the  title 
of  the  "Poetical  Works  of  the  late  Thomas  Little,  Esq." 

Through  the  influence  of  Lord  Moii-a  he  was,  in  1803. 
appointed  to  the  oflice  of  Registi-ar  to  the  Acbniralty  Court 
at  the  Bermudas.  He  described  m  his  letters  the  scenery  of 
the  island  as  beautiful,  but  Ids  occupations, — those  of  swear- 
ing skippers,  mates,  and  seamen  as  witnesses  m  the  causes  of 
captiu-ed  vessels,— as  not  veiy  poetical.  In  going  and  re- 
turning he  saw  something  of  the  United  States  and  Canada. 
His  whole  absence  from  England  was  not  fom-teen  months. 
He  published  on  his  return  a  collection  of  odes,  eDistles, 
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and  fugiHve  poems,  illustrative  of  the  scenery  and  life  of  | 

Bermuda,  and  of  most  caustic  and  scarifying  epistles  from  ^ 

the  United  States.     From  the  hour  that  he  settled  down  \ 

again  in  England — notmthstanding  tlie  time  that  he  devoted 
to  society,  into  which  liis  pecuhar  powers  of  pleasing  con- 
tinually tlu-ew  him — he  displayed  an  extraordinary  industry. 
Though  a  very  gay  man,  Moore  never  was  an  indolent  one. 

In  1806  there  appeared  a  very  severe  article  in  the 
"  Edinburgh  Review  "  on  Moore's  Odes  and  Epistles,  wliich 
so  roused  his  Irish  blood,  that,  heai'ing  that  JefiVey  was  in 
London,  he  sent  liim  a  challenge ;  and  the  poet  and  reviewer 
met  at  Chalk  Farm,  where,  when  about  to  fire,  out  stepped 
some  pohce  from  behind  the  trees,  and  an-ested  the  belli- 
gerents. On  examining  the  pistols,  that  of  Moore  was  found 
to  have  a  bullet  in  it,  that  of  Jeffrey  none.  Tliis  was  soon 
converted  in  tlie  newspapers  into  Moore's  pistol  being  only 
loaded  with  a  paper  pellet,  and  Jeffrey's  one  ^^'ithout  tlie 
pellet, — as  though  he  had  already  tu-ed  his  pellet  in  the 
"  Etlinburgh."  The  whole  made  much  merriment;  and 
Lord  Byron  did  not  let  the  story  lose  anything  in  liis 
version  of  it  m  "  English  Bards  and  Scotch  JReviewers." 

On  the  25th  of  March,  1811 — was  it  because  it  was 
Lady-day? — Moore  was  married  to  a  Miss  Dyke,  at  St. 
Mai-tin's  church,  m  London,  being  two-and-tliirty  years  of 
age.  It  was  a  most  fortunate  marriage.  Though  Miss 
Dyke  had  little  or  no  property,  as  it  is  commonly  called, 
she  seems  to  have  been  possessed  of  every  other  good 
property.  She  was  very  handsome  and  veiy  domestic. 
Though  of  a  pecuharly  retiring  disposition,  and,  therefore, 
not  accompanying  her  husband  much  into  his  gay  and 
general  society,  she  was  most  amiable,  inteUigent,  and 
accomplished.  She  showed  herself  on  all  occasions  a 
woman  of  much  energy  of  character,  of  tact  and  judgment. 
Notliing  was  more  strilcing  tlaan  tlie  manner  in  wliich  the 
poet  relied  upon  her  in  all  matters  of  daily  Ufe.  Lord  John 
RusseU  says,  "  From  1811,  the  year  of  liis  marriage,  to 
1852,  that  of  liis  death,  tliis  excellent  and  beautiful  person 
received  from  him  the  homage  of  a  lover,  enhanced  by  all 
the  gi-atitude,  all  the  confidence,  wliich  the  daily  and  hourly 
happiness  wliich  he  enjoyed  was  siu-e  to  inspire.  Thus, 
whatever  amusement  he  might  find  in  society,  whatever 
sights  he  might  behold,  whatever  htcrary  resources  he 
might  seek  elsewhere,  he  always  returned  to  his  home  -tvith 
a  fresh  feehng  of  dehght." 

But  perhaps  there  never  was  a  man  who  spent  almost 
^lie  whole  of  liis  life  in  a  constant  round  of  ^asiting  amongst 
hs  great  and  fasliionable,  who  retained  so  warmly  and  un- 
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coniiptecUy  the  full  strength  of  liis  domestic  affections 
There  never  was  a  more  kmd  and  devoted  son.  Twice  a 
week,  except  when  ui  Bermuda  and  America,  he  ^n-ote  to 
his  mother,  •nith  a  never-varj'iiig  love.  He  settled  a  hun- 
dred pounds  a-year  on  his  parents  as  soon  as  he  hegan  to 
realize  a  tolerable  income,  and  always  paid  it  wlxile  they 
lived,  even  when  sorely  pressed  liimself. 

Soon  after  his  mai-riage  he  made  the  acquaintance  of 
Lord  Byron,  hut  for  some  time  he  was  almost  constantly 
the  guest  of  Lord  JNIou-a,  at  Donnington  Park.  To  be  near 
hun,  and  j'et  not  quite  dependent  on  him  for  a  home,  he 
took  a  cottage  at  Kegwortli  in  the  spring  of  1812,  about  a 
year-  after  his  mai-riage.  They  did  not  long  remain  tliere, 
for  in  the  summer  of  the  next  year  tliey  removed  to  Llay- 
field  Cottage,  near-  Ashbourne.  This  was,  no  doubt,  occa- 
sioned by  the  appointment  of  Lord  IMoira  to  the  govern- 
ment^ of  India,  and  by  the  expectation  of  Moore  and  his 
friends  that  he  would  take  liim  ^ith  hmi  m  some  profitable 
post,  which  was  wholly  disappointed.  Lord  JMotra,  though 
he  had  raised  such  expectations,  had  too  many  hungry 
expectants  of  his  own  kith  and  Idn;  and  Moore,  justly 
chagi-med,  removed  to  a  distance.  They  had  now  two 
daughters,  one  hanng  been  born  in  London,  before  settling 
at  Keg^\-orth,  and  a  second  at  that  place. 

But  Moore  had  now  prospects  of  no  inconsiderable  emo- 
lument at  home.  He  had  already  engaged  with  Power  for 
500Z.  a-yeai-  for  seven  yeai's,  for  liis  "  Iiish  Melodies,"  and 
he  had  now  made  tlie  engagement  with  Longmans  for 
;'  Lalla  Rookli,"  for  3000Z.  Here  tlien  he  went  to  work  in 
joyous  alacrity.  The  rent  of  his  cottage  was  only  20/. 
a-year,  and  the  taxes  tlu-ee  or  four  more,  not  altogether  ao/. 
This  poem  was  ready  for  the  press  in  1816,  so  tliat  it  would 
seem  to  have  cost  hun  between  two  and  three  years.  Once 
more,  therefore,  they  removed.  This  tune  it  was  to  the 
foot  of  Muswell  HiU,  near  liomsey.  It  is  a  small  brick 
cottage  standing  in  very  secluded  grounds.  There  they 
spent  the  summer  of  1817,  wliile  Moore  was  putting  "  Lalla 
Booldi "  thi-ough  the  press ;  and  Ms  wife  stayed  tlicre  while 
he  made  a  trip  to  Paris ;  where  he  collected  the  materials 
lor  that  himiorous  production,  "  The  Fudge  Family  in 
Paris."  From  Paris  he  was  hastily  recalled  by  the  iliuess 
of  his  eldest  daughter,  who  died  soon  after  he  reached 
Hornsey.  In  tlie  autmnn  tliov  went  do^-n  to  Bowood  to 
see  some  houses  tliere  which  Lord  Lansdo-u-ne,  who  wished 
to  liave  them  near  him,  thought  would  suit  them,  where 
they  took  Sloperton  Cottage,  furnished,  for  40Z.  a-yeai- 1 
But  scarcely  were  they  got  into  this  new  house  than  care 
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In  a  very  wholesale  arid  disagi'eeable  shape  foUowecl  them* 
Moore's  depiit}',  whom  he  had  left  in  Bennuda,  aftei-  ha\ing 
!  long  embezzled  the  proceeds  of  the  post,  absconded,  leaAing 

the  poet  responsible  for  6000Z.     The  man  was  of  a  rich  and 
respectable  mercantile  family  of  the  name  of  Sheddon.     Ha 
had  been  recommended  to  Moore  by  the  uncle,  a  wealthy 
i  old  fellow,  and,  poet-Ulie,  Moore  had  taken  no  guarantee 

I  from  liim  for  tliis   dishonest  nephew.     Till  these  aflfairs 

\  could  be  settled,  ]\Ioore  was  ad%'ised  to  get  away  to  the 

Continent,  and  accordingly  he  set  out,  in  company  mth 
Lord  John  RusseU,  on  the  4th  of  September,  ISID.     In 
this  journey  he  went  with  Lord  John  to  Paiis,  thence  into 
5  Switzerland  and  as  far  as  Milan,  where  they  pai'ted  ;  and 

I  Moore  went  on  to  -sisit  Lord  BjTon  at  his  country  house, 

\  La  Mu'a,  near  Fusina,  and  went  fi'om  thence  with  liim  to 

\  Venice.     Pie  found  BjTon  grown  fat,  and  hving  with  the 

\  Coimtess  Guiccioli,  whom  he  did  not  think  at  aU  handsome. 

\  Her  husband  was  perfectly  agi'ccable  to  this  arrangement, 

;  on  condition  that  B}Ton  should  let  liim  have  1000/.     Moore 

returned  by  the  south  of  France  to  Paris,  where,  in  January, 
1820,  his  AAife  and  cliildi-en  joined  him.     There  he  lived  tUl 
the  latter  end  of  November,  1S22,  when,  the  Bermuda  afi'air 
;  being  settled,  he  retiu-ned  to  England,  and  to  liis  cottage  at 

*  Slopeiton,  wliich  he  now  secui'ed  on  a  term  for  25/.  a-year. 

j  During  tlie  neai'ly  three  ycai-s  that  he  hvod  in  Paris, 

Moore's  life  was  precisely  the  same  as  when  in  England — 
one  continual  round  of  \'isiting  amongst  the  Enghsh  aris- 
tocracy and  ti'avellers  who  came  there.  At  the  same  time 
he  was  busy  on  the  "  Life  of  Sheridan,"  "  The  Epicm-ean." 
"  The  Loves  of  the  Angels,"  &e.  Dui-ing  this  period  he 
made  one  visit  to  England,  and  to  his  parents  in  Ireland, 
in  1821,  of  course  incog.,  wearuig  artificial  moustaches  as  a 
disguise,  and  taldng  his  \\-ife's  name.  Dyke. 

The  places  in  wliich  Moore  hved  in  and  near  Paris  were, 
first,  apariments  in  tlie  Rue  Chantereine,  where  they  lived 
only  six  weeks,  when  they  removed  to  a  cottage  in  the 
Champs  Elysees  ;  after  that  they  occupied  for  some  time  a 
cottage  of  then-  fiiends  the  Villamils,  at  La  Butte  Coasiin, 
near  Sevres.  Moore  says  that  the  cottage  of  La  Butte 
conjured  up  an  appaiition  of  Sloperton,  and  he  defines  ii 
by  a  happy  quotation  from  Pope — 

"  A  little  cot  with  trees  a  row, 
And,  like  its  master,  very  low." 

Here  he  used  to  wander  in  the  noble  park  of  St.  Cloud, 
with  his  pocket-book  and  pencil,  composing  verses,  and 
pondering  on  the  "  Epicurean ; "  and  closing  the  evening  by 
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practising  duets  with  the  lady  of  his  Spanish  friend,  oi 
listening  to  her  guitar.  Kenney,  the  dramatic  \\Titer,  lived 
near  tliem,  and  Wasliington  Ir\ing  visited  liini  tliere. 

Thence  they  vent  back  to  the  Allee  des  Veuves,  Champs 
Elysees,  and  then  back  to  Sevres.  After  that  tliey  had 
lodgings  at  17,  Rue  d'Anjou,  Paiis  ;  and  finally  at  Tassy. 
It  is  cimous  that  it  was  in  Paris  and  its  vicinity  tliat  Moore 
says  he  first  began  to  feel  the  influence  of  Kalure.  In  his 
journal  of  September,  IblO,  we  lind  liim  saying,  "  Few 
tilings  set  my  imagination  on  the  whig  so  much  as  those 
spectacles  at  tlie  Opera,"  whicli  appears  very  characteristic ; 
but  in  October,  18:20,  a  year  after,  when  he  had  been  walk- 
uig  in  tlio  park  at  St.  Cloud,  and  the  Eois  do  Boulogne,  he 
discovers  that  "  It  is  only  mtliin  these  few  years  I  have 
begun  to  delight  in  tlie  charms  of  n; -animate  nature,  the 
safest  as  well  as  the  purest  passion." 

At  length  his  Bennuda  afl'iiir  was  settled,  by  tlie  claimantH 
rcducmg  tliek  demands  to  1000/.  or  1200/.,  oi'  which  the  old 
Slieddon,  tlie  delinquent's  uncle,  agi-eed  to  pay  300/.,  Lord 
John  Russell  200/.,  and  Lord  Lansdownc  the  remainder. 

One  of  the  secrets  of  Mr.  Moore's  successful  industry, 
perhaps,  may  bo  found  in  tlie  fact  tluit,  spite  of  liis  social 
disposition,  and  of  aU  the  fascinations  of  society  for  a  man 
of  Ids  fame,  wit,  and  accomplishments,  he  lived  the  gi'cater 
part  of  his  life  after  his  maniage  in  the  country.  Wliat  is 
also  highly  commendable  is,  that  bis  habits  of  life  wiUi  the 
wealthy  aristocracy  never  seduced  him  into  U\'ing  in  expcn- 
Bive  houses.  .tVll  liis  residences  were  of  the  humblest  de- 
scription, and  of  a  rent  seldom  passing  4.0/.  a-ycar,  and  for 
the  gi-eatcr  part  of  liis  life,  as  we  have  seen,  only  25/.  Yet 
we  have  a  sus)iicion  tliat  tliis  prudence  origuiated  wth  his 
wife,  for  we  always  hnd  that  whenever  Moore  came  into 
]  possession  of  money,  or  had  a  prospect  of  it,  he  began  to 

live  expensively. — BoiTowcd  a  lai-go  house  of  Lord  Lans- 
downic,  at  Richmond,  one  summer ;  borrowed  his  friends' 
carriages ;  gave  gi-eat  dhiners  and  fetes  champeti-cs ;  and, 
therefore,  at  the  time  of  liis  dcatii,  tiiough  he  confesses  to 
have  made  oO,000/.  by  liis  wxitings,  he  had  notliing  to  leave 
to  liis  wife,  liis  sole  sm-vivor,  but  his  Diiuy  m  ^MS.  Amongst 
the  vai-ious  places  of  abode,  t^vo  only  were  residences  of 
much  dm-ation.  These  were  Mayfield  cottage,  near  Ash- 
bo  lu-ne,  in  Derbyshire,  and  Sloperton  cottage,  near  Devizes, 
in  Wiltslui'e. 

I»I:niicld  is  not  a  particularly  picturesque  village,  nor  is 

the  immediate  neighbourhood  stiiking ;  but  it  Ues  in  a  fine 

counti-y,  and  within  a  short  distance  of  it  are  Dovedale 

ij  and  other  beautiful  scenes  in  Derbyshire  and  Staffordshire. 
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The  recommendations  of  Maj-field  have  been  thus  enume- 
rated by  a  contemporaiy  ■^Titer  in  a  periodical : — "  Moore's 
cottage  is  in  a  secluded  pai-t  of  Majrtield,  a  village  on  the 
Stafibrdshire  side  of  the  river  Dove,  about  two  miles  fi.-om 
Ashbom-ne.  It  is  a  spot  not  often  alluded  to  in  literature, 
though  the  neighbom-hood  has  been  peculiarly  honoured 
by  the  presence  of  Utcrai-y  men.  Three  miles  fi"om  May- 
field  is  Wotton  Hall,  where  Rousseau  lived  several  yeai-s  ; 
where  he  botanized,  and  where  he  wrote  his  '  Confessions.' 
One  mile  from  Mayfield,  on  the  other  side  of  the  Dove, 
lived  a  great,  and  perhaps  a  much  better  man  than  Rous- 
seau, but  wlio  -w-ill  not  attain  an  equal  renown — IMichael 
Thomas  Sadler.  At  Oakover,  one  mile  from  ]\Iayfield,  is 
the  residence  of  the  late  Mr.  Ward,  author  of  '  Tremaine.' 
Two  miles  further  up  the  river,  in  the  loveliest  of  all  vil- 
lages, a  grotto  is  still  presci-ved  in  wliich  Congi-eve  ^^Tote 
his  first  djrama.  A  ten  minutes'  wallc  affords  a  view  of  the 
grand  entrance  to  Dovedale,  immortahzed  by  old  Izaak 
Walton.  At  Tissington,  anotlier  most  exquisite  \illage, 
like  the  former,  without  worldiouse  or  alehouse,  Uved 
Greaves,  the  author  of  tlie  '  Spiritual  Quixote.'  Dr.  Taylor, 
one  of  Dr.  Jolmson's  most  esteemed  fiuends,  was  an  inha- 
bitant of  Ashbourne.  Tlie  great  lexicographer  was  a 
^dsitor  of  tliis  neighbourhood,  and  some  of  his  most 
amusing  convei'sations  and  peculiarities  ai'e  recorded  by 
Boswell  while  stajdng  in  tliis  quiet  town.  Mayfield  cottage 
beai-s  now  some  claim  to  the  notice  of  the  lovers  of  litera- 
ture, from  its  being  the  residence  of  Mi'.  Alfred  Buller, 
the  clever  author  of  the  novels  '  Elpliinstone '  and  the 
'  Herberts.' " 

It  was  not,  however,  the  atti'actions  enumerated  in  the 
above  passage  wliich  dcteiinined  the  settlement  of  Moore 
there.  His  wife  and  himself  were  ti-avclling  along  froyai  a 
scene  of  gi-eat  aristocratic  splcndoui*,  of  which  thoy  had 
become  so  weaiy,  that  tliey  sighed  for  tlie  utmost  simpU- 
city,  retirement,  and  repose,  and  vowed  that  they  would 
take  the  veiy  first  place  of  such  a  character  that  they  found 
vacant.  Mayfield  cottage  was  the  one.  "  It  was  a  poor 
place,"  said  Moore  to  myself,  "  httle  better  than  a  bam, 
but  we  at  once  took  it,  and  set  about  making  it  liaDitable." 

It  is  no  doubt  fi'om  some  such  remark  on  the  part  of  the 
poet  thnt  a  pai-agi-aph  originated  which  I  >ave  lately  seen 
going  the  roimd  of  the  newspapers,  that  he  ^\Tote  "  Lalla 
Rooldi"  in  a  bai-n.  That  bai'n  was,  in  fact,  Mayfield  cottage, 
tliough  he  describes  their  cottage  at  Ivcg^vorth  also  as  a 
Dam-hke  abode.  The  right-hand  front  A^dndow  at  May- 
field  is  pointed  out  as  belonging  to  Moore's  little  paiiour; 
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the  window  at  the  side  belonged  to  liis  not  veiy  extensive 
libriuy  ;  and  the  trees  visible  above  the  roof  are  part  of  the 
erchai-d,  his  favoiuite  study,  ia  which  some  of  his  choicest 
lyrics  were  composed. 

The  wann-hearted  poet,  though  it  was  many  years  since 
he  quitted  Mayfield,  spoke  ^vith  pleasure  of  the  eujopnont 
he  experienced  there.  The  country  around,  both  in  Der- 
bysliire  and  Staffordshire,  has  many  chai-ms  for  a  poetic 
eye.  It  was  within  a  walk  of  Dovedale  ;  and  he  speaks  of 
his  rambling  in  that  enchanting  glen  ^nth  "  his  Bessy,"  his 
wife.  There  are,  too,  many  persons  of  taste  and  intelli- 
gence living  thereabout,  fi"om  whom  he  and  his  family 
received  every  cordial  attention.  He  was  zealously  en- 
gaged in  woiidng  out  what  he  deemed  -  was  to  be  tlie 
crouTiing  work  of  liis  fame,  "Lalla  Eookh,"  and  he  regarded 
the  cottage  at  Maylield,  and  the  scene  immediately  sur- 
rounding it,  peculiaiiy  favoiu-able  for  this  pui-pose.  "  It 
was  indeed,"  he  observes,  in  the  preface  to  his  eighth 
volume,  "  to  the  secluded  life  I  led  dming  the  years  181:3- 
1810,  in  a  lone  cottage  in  the  fields  in  Derbysliu-e,  thiit  I 
owed  the  inspu-ation,  wiiatever  may  have  been  its  value, 
of  some  of  the  best  and  most  popular  portions  of  '  Lalla 
Rookh.'  It  was  amid  the  snows  of  two  or  tliree  Derbyshire 
winters  that  I  foimd  myself  enabled,  by  that  concentration 
of  thought  which  retirement  alone  gives,  to  call  up  around 
me  some  of  the  sunniest  of  those  Eastern  scenes  wliich  have 
since  been  welcomed  in  India  itself  as  almost  native  to  its 
clime."  It  is,  he  says,  a  pecuhaiity  of  his  imagination  tliat 
it  is  easily  broken  in  upon  and  diverted  by  stiildng  external 
objects.  "  I  am,"  he  obsei-ved  to  me,  "  at  once  very  imagi- 
native, and  very  matter-of-fact.  The  matter-of-fact  can  at 
any  moment  put  to  flight  all  the  operations  of  the  imagina- 
tion. It  was,  therefore,  necessary  for  me  to  exclude  matter- 
of-fact,  and  all  very  sjaiking  or  atti'active  objects,  and  to 
concenti'ate  all  my  imagination  on  tiie  objects  I  wished  to 
porfa-ay.  My  story  lay  in  the  East,  and  I  must  imbue  and 
satm-ate  my  imagination  cntii-ely  ^nth  Eastern  ideas  and 
Eastern  imagery.  I  must  create,  and  place,  and  keej 
before  me  a  peculiar  Avorld,  with  all  its  people  and  charac- 
teristics. No  place  could  be  more  favoui-able  for  tliis  than 
Mayfield,  because  it  had  nothing  prominent  or  seducing 
enough  to  rush  through  and  force  itself  into  the  world 
which  I  had  evoked,  created,  and  was  walldng  and  Avorkiug 
in.  The  result  was  most  complete.  iMthough  I  never 
have  been  in  the  East  myself,  yet  every  one  who  has  been 
there  declares  that  nothing  can  be  more  perfect  than  my 
representations  of  it,  its  people,  and  life,  in  '  LaUa  Rookh." " 
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But  though  li^^llg  in  the  countiy,  ^loore  was  always  in 
the  pretty  regular  habit  of  visiting  town  during  the  season. 
Here  he  was  the  charm  of  the  cii-cles  of  the  Whig  nobUity, 
especially  at  Lansdo-^NTie  and  Holland  houses.  At  these 
places,  and  especially  the  latter,  he  met  all  the  distinguished 
men  of  the  time — BjTon,  Jeffrey,  Sj'dney  Smith,  Campbell, 
Brougham,  and  the  lilve.  Even  in  the  country  he  hved 
much  hi  the  houses  of  his  gi-eat  fi-iends.  His  visits  at 
Chatsworth,  and  at  Donnington  Park,  the  seat  of  Lord 
Mou'a,  where  he  desciibes  liiraself  as  passing  whole  weeks 
in  the  library,  even  when  the  famUy  ^^as  absent,  "  indulging 
in  all  the  freest  airy  castle-building  of  authorsliip,"  were 
rather  sojourns  than  visits.  Here  he  met,  oddly  enough, 
with  the  rival  piinces  of  France,  poor  Charles  X.  and  his 
brother,  the  Due  de  ^lontpensier,  and  the  Comte  Beau- 
jolais,  at  the  same  time  with  tire  Duke  of  Orleans,  the  late 
Louis  Pluhppe,  who  in  the  library  at  the  same  house 
would  be  deep  in  a  volume  of  Clarendo\i,  "  imconsciously 
preparing  himself  by  such  studies  for  tlie  high  and  arduous 
destiny  which  not  only  the  good  genius  of  France,  but  liis 
o\vn  sagacious  and  intrepid  spirit,  had  carl}'  marked  out  for 
Iiim."  Rogers  and  JMoore  were  for  ruany  years  very  inti- 
mate friends,  and  of  course  INIoore  was  during  tliose  yeai-3 
much  at  home  m  the  classic  abode  of  tlic  latter  poet. 

But  Lord  Lansdowne  was  anxious  to  get  the  ■wit  and 

poet  do^sTi  into  his  (s\\n  neighboiu-hood,  and  pressed  him  to 

come  and  Hve  near  Bowood.     "  Tommj',  who  dearly  loves 

a  lord,"  according  to  the  designation  given  to  Moore  by  his 

dear  fi-iend  Lord  Byi'on,  was  ^^•ilhng  to  oblige  Lord  Lans- 

do^\^le  bj'  hving  neai"  liim,  as  he  obhged  the  relatives  of 

BjTon    by   burning    tlie    horror-creating    Memoirs.     His 

\  Lordship  sent  him  word  tliat  there  was  a  house  just  the 

•|  tiling  for  liim,  at  Bromham,  not  far  fi"om  Bowood.     Moore 

\  went  down  to  see  it,  but  found  it  far  too  large  and  expensive 

:  for  a  poet's  mcome.     It  was  a  huge,  stately  house,  vrv'Ca 

extensive  stabling,   offices,  rookeries,  gardens,  and  land : 

"  in  fact,"  he  said,  "  it  might  have  done  for  Lord  Lansdo-mie, 

but  did  not  suit  the  finances  of  a  poet."     He,  however,  told 

Mrs.  IMoore  on  liis  retm-n  that  he  had  seen  a  cottage  on  the 

\  road  that  was  everything  that  7;^  desired,  Mith  a  most  deUcious 

I  garden,  and  in  a  sweet  situation.     With  her  usual  energy, 

I;  Mrs.  Moore  took  coach,  hastened  to  the  cottage,  lilced  it  as 

Well  as  her  husbax-d  did,  and  took  it  at  once.     This  was 

Sloperton  cottage,  and  here  they  resided  more  than  tliiiiy 

years. 

It  is  Slojjerton  cottage  which  hereafter  will  be  regarded 

I  Ifith  tlie  chief  interest  as  the  residence  of  the  poet.    It 
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stands  in  tlie  midst  of  a  delightful  country,  and  though 
itself  bmied,  as  it  were,  in  an  ordinary'  thicldy-wooded 
lane,  branching  olf  to  the  left  £i-oni  tlie  liigh  road,  about 
two  miles  from  Devizes,  on  the  way  to  Cliippenhani,  yet 
fi-ora  its  upper  windows,  as  well  as  from  its  gai-den,  it  enjoys 
peeps  tlu-ough  tlie  trees  into  lovely  scenes.  Do^\Tl  south- 
ward from  the  far  end  of  the  house  opens  the  broad  and 
noble  vale  towards  Trowbridge ;  in  front  .0  the  right,  across 
a  httlo  valley,  stands  on  a  iine  mount,  umid  nobly  gro\\Ti 
ti'ees,  the  \'iilage  of  Bromham,  with  the  gi'eat  liouse  pro- 
posed to  ^loore  by  Lord  Lansdo^vno  as  a  suitable  residence 
for  Ixim,  standing  boldly  backed  and  flanked  by  the  masses 
of  wood,  and  tlie  church  spu-e  peering  above  it.  More  to 
the  left,  in  front,  j-ou  look  across  some  miles  of  coimtry, 
and  see  tlie  historical  foreland  of  Roundaway  hill,  tlie  ter- 
muiation  of  the  challv-hills  of  the  White-horse  valo,  proudly 
overlooldng  Denizes.  This  lull,  my  di-iver  gi-avely  assured 
me,  was  lioundaway  liiU,  where  King  John  signed  the 
charter !  Behind  the  cottage,  across  some  rich  tields,  are 
the  wooded  slopes  of  Spy  Park,  once  the  property  of  Sir 
Ancbew  Bajniton. 

At  a  few  hundred  yai-ds'  distance,  on  the  left-hand  side 
of  the  lane  as  you  advance  fi-om  the  Devizes  road,  there 
stands  the  old  manor  house  of  Nonsuch,  which  has  gone 
through  many  hands,  and  had,  when  I  was  there,  recently 
been  sold,  and  was  refitting  for  a  modern  mansion.  A  nar- 
row foot-lane  descends  past  its  grounds  do^^'n  through  the 
valley,  between  tall  hedges  and  embowering  alders  to  the 
village  of  Bromham,  wliich  gives  you  a  view  of  the  ancient 
Imolls  of  the  park-hke  en\di-ons  of  Nonsuch.  Old  sturdy 
oaks  stand  here  and  there  on  these  knolls,  and  cvei-j-tliinT 
presents  an  air  of  gi-eat  antiquity.  A  footpath  runs  tlu-ough 
these  grounds,  by  which  you  are  admitted  to  loiter  at  your 
leisure  amid  tlie  retu-ed  slopes  and  woodland  hollows  of  this 
old  Enghsh  scenery.  The  footT\-ay  wluch,  I  have  said, 
leads  also  doA\Ti  past  it,  to  Bromliam,  is  pecuharly  rural. 
It  is  paved,  as  the  bottom  abounds  in  water,  where  "a  beau- 
tiful spring  gushes  up  fi-om  tlie  foot  of  the  ascent  towards 
the  village  ;  and  in  passmg  along  it,  you  feel  yourself  to  be 
slu-ouded  amid  a  luxuriant  growth  of  water-loving  ti-ees,  and 
suiToimded  by  the  quietness  of  woodland  banlcs  and  rustic 
fann  lands.  The  village  is  pui-ely  agiicultural,  and  has  a 
fine  church,  mth  a  suigulai-ly  richly  ornamented  battlement. 

Such  is  the  unmediate  situation  of  I^Ioore's  cottage. 
Views  of  it  every  one  has  seen ;  but  it  is  only  when  you 
stand  actually  before  it,  see  it  covered  with  clematis,  its  two 
porches  hung  with  roses,  and  the  la^-n  and  garden  wliicb 
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fltuTound  it  kept  in  the  most  exquisite  order,  and  fragi-ant 
with  eveiy  flower  of  the  season,  that  you  are  fully  sensible 
of  what  a  genuine  poet's  nest  it  is. 

And  yet  the   house   was   originally  merely  a  common 

labourer's  cottage.     Tliia  part  foiTus  still  the  end  next  to 

the  Devizes  road,  which  road,  linwever,  is  three-quarters  of 

a  mile  distant ;  but  fi-esh  erections  have  been  added,  so  that 

J  now  it  is  not  a  very  large,  but  a  veiy  goodly  and  commo- 

:  dious  dwelling.     The  old  entrance  has  been  left,  as  well  as 

!a  new  one  made  in  the  new  pait,  so  Uiat  no  unnccessai-y 
interruption  may  be  occasioned  to  the  family  by  visitors. 
The  old  entrance  leads  to  tlie  little  di-awing-room,  the  newer 
I  one  to  the   famil}'  sitting-room.     The  poet's  study  is   up- 

^  stau'S.     In  the  garden  tliere  is  a  raised  wallc  runnuig  its 

S  whole  lenfjth,  bounded  by  a  hedge  of  laurel.     This  gives 

*  you  the  view  over  the  fields  of  Spy  Parle,  and  its  fmely- 

?  wooded  slope.'^.     This  was  a  favourite  walk  of  tlie  poet ;  and 

it  was,  indeed,  the  fascination  of  this  garden  which  origi- 
nally took  liis  fancy,  and  occasioned  him  to  tliink  of  seeming 
it. 

One  of  the  most  pleasing  traits  of  Moore's  character  is 
that,  spito  of  his  moving  in  high  aristocratic  circles,  and 
having  often  great  need  of  money,  lie  maintained  a  most 
independent  and  unselfish  disposition.  Besides  his  Ber- 
muda ai->pointment,  which  turned  out  a  less  throiigli  the 
dishonesty  of  his  agent,  he  never  received  any  other  post. 
He  was  ofl'ercd  vaiious  hterar}'  and  pohtical  editorsliips, 
with  abimdant  incomes ;  but,  like  Southcy,  he  declined 
them,  because  they  would  interrupt  his  own  poetical  pur- 
suits. He  had  enjoyed  for  seventeen  yeai'S  a  pension  of 
30nZ.  per  annum,  and  that  was  the  extent  of  lais  Govern- 
ment patronage. 

He  has  been  cai'eful  to  tell  us  hunsolf,  in  liis  preface  to 
his  third  A^olume,  the  actual  amoimt  of  i-oj/al  patronage 
wliich  he  had  been  said  to  have  recei\  ed,  and  unworthily 
repaid  by  quizzing  the  modem  Hehogabalus.  It  is  this, 
and  is  worth  reading :  "  Luckily,  tlie  hst  of  benefits  show- 
ered upon  me  from  tliat  high  quarter  may  be  despatched  in 
A  few  sentences.  At  the  request  of  the  Earl  of  Mou-a,  one 
of  my  earhest  and  best  fiiends,  liis  royal  highness  gi'a- 
ciously  permitted  me  to  dedicate  to  lum  my  Translation  of 
the  Odes  of  Anacreon.  I  was  twice,  I  think,  admitted  to 
the  honour  of  dining  at  Carlton  House ;  and  when  the 
Prince,  on  his  being  made  regent  in  1811,  gave  his  memo- 
rable fete,  I  was  one  of  the  envied — about  1500, 1  believe, 
in  number — who  enjoyed  tlie  privilege  of  being  lus  guesta 
QP  the  occasion."    The  obligation  was  certainly  not  over- 
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poweiing,  especially  when  the  countiy  had  to  pay  for  it 
Moore  added,  that  history  has  now  pretty  well  settled  the 
chai-acter  of  tliis  royal  patron. 

Moore  was  very  unlortimate  in  regard  to  his  childi-en. 
He  liad  thi-ee  daughters  and  two  sons,  hut  tliey  all  died 
before  him,  From  some  cause  they  do  not  appear  to  have 
possessed  constitutional  stamina  sufficient  to  heai-  them 
tlirough  the  wear  and  tear  of  existence. 

Moore's  eldest  daughter,  Ann  Jane  Bai'bai-a,  only  about 
five  years  old,  died  at  Muswell  HLU,  in  1817,  and  wa« 
buried  in  Hornsey  churchyard.  Her  deatli  was  liastened 
by  a  fall ;  but  the  doctox's  had  before  said,  that  if  she  lived, 
it  could  only  be  as  "an  invalid,  fi'om  the  bad  state  of  her 
inward  parts."  These  ai-e  Moore's  o\\'n  words.  His  second 
daughter,  Anastatia  Mary,  died  in  1829.  She  lived  to  tlie 
age  of  nearly  seventeen,  and  was  bmied  at  Bromham, 
near  Sloperton,  where  also  the  poet  and  his  son  Russell 
sleep.  A  third  daughter,  Ohvia  Byron,  hved  only  a  few 
months.  John  Ptussell  Moore,  the  second  son,  was  bom 
in  May,  1823,  and  died  in  November,  1812  ;  consequentlj', 
he  was  just  turned  nineteen.  He  had  received  a  cadetship 
in  the  East  India  Company's  sersdce,  but  a  residence  in 
India  of  about  eighteen  months  completely  exliausted  him 
Lord  John  RusseU  tells  us  that  "  his  constitution  was  too 
delicate  to  carry  him  on  to  manhood.  Perhaps,  as  Anas- 
tatia, with  an  English  home,  fell  a  victun  to  disease,  Russell 
would  not  have  siu'vived  long,  even  in  his  native  climate." 
The  last  siuwi^dng  of  Moore's  cliildren  was  his  eldest  son, 
Thomas  Lansdo■^^^le  PaiT  Moore. 

Tliis  youth  was  born  October,  1818,  and  died  March, 
1840,  so  that  he  was  in  liis  eight-and-twentieth  year.  His 
father  had  purchased  an  ensigncy  and  lieutenancy  in  suc- 
cession for  liiin.  He  went  to  seiTc  in  India,  where  dissi- 
pation and  the  climate  soon  made  liim  incapable  of  dia- 
eharging  liis  duty.  Lord  John  Russell  says  he  was  "  not 
physically  strong,  and  had  httle  restraint  over  lumseK." 
Moore  paid  loOOZ.  for  him,  and  then  the  young  man  sold 
liis  commission.  He  proposed  to  enter  the  French  service 
in  Algeria,  wliich  his  father  enabled  him  to  do  by  applying 
to  Louis  Philippe.  It  was  the  most  unfortunate  tiling  he 
could  have  done.  The  climate  and  duty  of  Algiers  he  soon 
reported  far  worse  than  that  of  India,  and  consumption 
ended  liis  days  in  the  hospital  of  Mostorganem.  The  mild- 
ness of  tliis  son,  and  his  melancholy  death,  told  fearfully 
on  the  miad  and  sti-enoth  of  the  poet.  His  memory  failed 
rapidly,  and  the  last  tune  tliat  I  saw  him,  which  was  soon 
ftfter  tliis  sad  event,  he  had  contracted  aU  the  appearance 
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of  the  old  man,  stooping  considerably,  and  being  continually 
obliged  to  api)h'  to  Mrs.  Moore  to  aid  his  recollection. 
This  loss  of  memory'  was,  in  effect,  a  signal  blessing, 
bestowing  a  calm  on  liis  closing  period,  wliich  otherwise 
could  not  have  existed.  "  His  last  days,"  saj-s  Lord  John 
Russell,  "  were  peaceful  and  happy  :  his  domestic  sorrows, 
his  literary  triiuuphs,  seem  to  ha^'e  faded  away  alilce  into  a 
calm  repose.  He  retained  to  his  last  moments  a  pious 
submission  to  God,  and  a  grateful  sense  of  the  Idndness  of 
her  whose  tender  office  it  was  to  watch  over  liis  decline." 

He  died  at  Sloperton  cottage  on  the  2Cth  of  Februaiy, 
1852,  aged  seventy-two  j-eai's  and  nine  months ;  and  was 
buiied  in  the  chiu'cln-ai-d  of  Bromham,  within  view  of  his 
own  house,  and  by  the  side  of  tn'O  of  his  chiliU-en. 

In  re\'iewing  the  hfe  of  the  poet,  we  cannot  help  feeling 
regi-et  that  so  much  of  it  should  have  been  wasted  in  tlie 
empty  glare  of  mere  fasliionable  societj^'.  We  do  not  mean 
tlie  select  and  intelhgent  society  of  the  Piussells,  Lans- 
do^\aies,  and  Hollands,  but  in  the  mob  of  mere  titled  people, 
who  used  lum  in  the  same  capacity  as  great  people  used 
their  clever  jesters  of  old — to  amuse  them.  Yet,  so  ab- 
surdly proud  was  IMoorc  of  liis  perpetual  fluttering,  singing, 
and  collecting  stale  witticisms  in  these  tinsel  chcles,  tliat 
he  looked  with  the  profoundest  contempt  on  men  of  the 
highest  talents,  whom  he  never  met  there.  Several  entries 
in  liis  Diaiy  of  tliis  kind  are  absolutely  pitiable.  At  Dr. 
BowTing's  he  saj's  he  met  many  first-rate  literati,  not  one 
of  whom  he  Icnew  by  name  ;  and  was  gieatly  surprised  to 
meet  so  great  a  man  as  Wasliington  Irving  there,  with 
whom  he  made  a  speedy  escape.  At  Mardn's,  the  painters, 
he  found  liimsclf,  also,  to  Ids  infinite  disgust,  amongst  a 
host  of  small  literati.  In  such  houses  as  those  of  Sir  John 
Bowling  and  John  Mailin,  the  vain  little  poet  might,  we 
are  satisfied,  have  foimd  much  more  taste  and  intelligence 
tlian  in  far  more  pretending  quarters,  had  he  condescended 
to  put  it  to  the  proof.  But  it  is  as  useless  to  \nsh  Moore 
anjiliing  but  what  he  was,  as  to  wish  a  butterfly  a  bee,  or 
that  a  moth  shoidd  not  fly  into  a  candle.  It  was  his  nature ; 
and  the  pleasure  of  being  cai-essed,  flattered,  and  admired 
by  titled  people  must  be  pm-chased  at  any  cost.  Neither 
poverty  nor  sorrow  could  restrain  Mm  fi-om  this  dear  enjoy- 
ment. We  find  Mm  at  one  moment  ovei-whelmed  by  some 
death  or  distress  amongst  his  neai'est  relatives,  or  in  the 
very  bosom  of  Ms  family.  News  arrives  that  a  son  is  ill  in 
a  far-ofi'  land,  or  a  daughter  is  dead  at  home.  In  tlie  very 
next  entry  in  Ms  Diary  he  has  nished  away  with  Ms  griet 
iiito  some  fasliionable  conceit,  where  he  shigs,  and  breaks 
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down  in  tears.  He  goes  into  tlie  charmed,  glitterin<T  ring 
to  forget  liis  trouble,  and  leaves  poor,  desolate  Mrs.  Moore 
solitai'ily  at  home  to  remember  it.  And  yet,  this  strange 
little  faiiy  was  a  most  affectionate  husband,  son,  and 
brotlier.  We  find  hun  and  his  wife  at  one  time  staying  at 
Lord  Moira's  for  a  week  beyond  the  time  that  they  should 
have  left,  because  they  had  not  money  enough  to  give  to  the 
servants.  At  another  time  yoii  lind  huu  inuted  to  dine 
with  some  great  people,  but  lie  has  not  a  penny  in  lii3 
pocket;  Bessy,  however,  lias  scraped  together  a  pound  or 
two  out  of  the  housekeeping  cash,  and  lets  liim  have  it,  and 
he  is  off.  Thus  night  after  night,  season  alter  season,  he 
is  the  flattered  and  laugliing  centi-e  of  the  most  biilliant 
circles  of  lords  and  ladies,  wlule  he  and  liis  wife  in  the  day- 
time ai-e  at  theu-  ■nits'  end  to  find  the  means  of  meeting  the 
demands  of  their  lumible  menage.  He  is  joking  and  carol- 
ling hlie  a  lark,  wlule  his  thoughts  are  at  every  pause 
running  on  how  that  confounded  bill  is  to  be  taken  up. 
All  the  time  his  wife  is  sitting  solitai-ily  at  home  pondering 
on  the  same  tiling,  and  cannot  call  on  her  friends  because 
it  would  necessitate  the  hii-e  of  a  coach. 

Wliat  is  the  motive  which  induced  the  gi*eat  people  to 
have  liim  amongst  them?  It  was  what  the  Duke  and 
Duchess  of  Bedford  cancUtUy  confessed  wlien  they  said — 
"  They  wished  they  had  some  one  hke  ^Ir.  !Moore,  to  be 
agreeable  wiien  they  got  to  their  inn  in  the  evenmg."  And 
what  were  the  agi-eeable  man's  oa\ti  feelings  in  this  life '.' 
"  Never  did  I  lead  such  an  luiquiet  life  ;  Bessy  iU,  my  Jane 
uncomfortable ;  anxious  to  employ  myself  in  the  inidst  of 
distractions,  and  full  of  remorse  in  the  utmost  of  my  gaietj'." 
^^^lat  a  costly  price  for  the  gi-atification  of  vanity !  It  is 
curious,  amid  these  perpetual  cUstiT.ctions  of  gaiety  ^vithout, 
and  of  gloom  mtliin,  these  pei-petual  sacrifices  of  his  tune 
to  the  frivolities  of  fasliionable  life,  to  see  wiiat  an  amount 
of  laboiu'  he  achieved,  a  gi'eat  deal  of  it,  indeed,  such  as  he 
only  perfonued  for  daily  bread,  and  which  added  nothing 
to  his  real  fame. 

The  best  parts  of  his  chai*acter  were  his  affection  for  his 
parents,  liis  ^xiie  and  children,  and  the  spirit  of  liberty 
which  distinguished  lum  for  the  greater  portion  of  liis  hfe, 
though  this  became  so  lamentably  deteriorated  by  liis 
mingling  with  the  aristocracy  that  he  cordially  hated  the 
Refonn  BUI,  though  it  was  the  favourite  object  of  liis  best 
friends,  Lord  John  PiusseU,  Lords  Lansdo\^Tie  and  Holland. 
The  best  pai-t  of  liis  genius  is  to  be  found  in  liis  "  Irish 
Melodies,"  and  his  "  Lalla  Eookh,"  the  latter  of  which, 
though  not  attractive  to  a  grave  and  lofty  taste,  will  alwaya 
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charm  those  of  an  Eastern  and  rather  floweiy  imagina- 
tion. 

The  list  of  his  works  from  first  to  last,  is  quite  enormous. 
The  Odes  of  Anacreon  translated.  A  Candid  Appeal  to 
u  bUc  Confidence,  or  Considerations  on  the  Dangers  of  the 
Present  Crisis,  1803.  CoiTuption  and  Intolerance,  two 
poems.  Epistles,  Odes,  and  other  Poems,  1806.  Little's 
Poems,  1808.  A  Letter  to  tlie  Roman  Cathohcs  of  Dublin, 
1810.  M.P.,  or  the  Blue  Su^cldng;  a  comic  opera,  in  tliree 
acts,  performed  at  '  je  Lyceum,  1811.  Intercepted  Letters. 
or  the  Twopenny  Post  Bag,  by  Thomas  BrowTie  tlie 
Younger,  1812:  this  has  gone  through  upwards  of  fom-teen 
editiims.  Ii'ish  Melodies.  Arthur  Murphy's  Translation 
of  Sallust  completed.  The  Sceptic,  a  phUosnphical  Satire. 
Lalla  Kooldi,  1817.  Tlie  Fudge  Family  in  Paris,  1818. 
Ballads,  Songs,  kc.  Tom  Crib's  Memorial  to  Congi-ess,  m 
verse.  Tiiiles  reprinted  in  verse.  Loves  of  the  Angels. 
RlijTnes  on  the  Road.  Miscellaneous  Poems  by  Members 
of  the  Pococurante  Society.  Fables  for  the  Holy  Alliance. 
Ballads,  Songs,  Mi.scellaneous  Poems,  kc.  Memoirs  of 
Captain  Rock.  Life  of  Shei-idan.  The  Epicurean.  Ode.s 
on  Casli,  Corn,  Cathohcs,  &c.  Evenings  in  Greece.  Life 
and  Letters  of  Lord  Bpon,  in  17  vols.  History  of  L'eland, 
&c.,  i&C,  &c. 


H — h()4 


MOORE'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


ODES  OF  ANACREON. 


ODE  I. 

I  SAW  tlie  smiling  bard  of  pleasure, 

The  minstrel  of  the  Teian  measure  ; 

'T  was  ill  a  vision  of  tlao  niglit, 

He  beam'd  upon  my  wondering  sight; 

I  heai-d  his  voice,  and  wannly  press'd 

The  dear  entliusiust  to  my  breast, 

His  tresses  wore  a  silvery  die, 

But  beauty  sparkled  in  his  eye ; 

Sparkled  in  liis  eyes  of  lire, 

Through  the  mist  of  soft  desire. 

His  lip  exhaled,  wliene'er  he  sigli'd, 

The  fragrance  of  the  racy  tide ; 

And,  as  with  weak  and  reeling  feet, 

He  came  my  cordial  kiss  to  meet, 

An  hifant,  of  the  CjT^rian  band. 

Guided  liim  on  with  tender  hand. 

Quick  from  liis  glo\^'ing  brows  he  drew 

His  braid,  of  many  a  wanton  hue ; 

I  took  tlie  braid  of  wanton  twine. 

It  breathed  of  him,  and  blush'd  with  wicel 

I  hung  it  o'er  my  thoughtless  brow. 

And  ah !  I  feel  its  magic  now ! 

I  feel  that  e'en  liis  garland's  touch 

Can  make  the  bosom  love  too  much ! 


ODE  II. 

Give  me  the  hai-p  of  epic  song, 
■\Miich  Homer's  finger  thrill'd  along; 
But  tear  away  the  sanguine  string. 
For  wai-  is  not  the  theme  I  sirg. 
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rroclaim  Uic  laws  of  festal  rite, 
I'm  monarch  of  tlie  boai'd  to-night; 
And  all  around  sliull  brim  as  high. 
And  quail"  tlie  tide  as  deep  as  1 ! 
And  when  the  cluster's  mellowing  dews 
Their  wami,  enchanting  bahu  inl'use, 
Our  feet  shall  catch  tli'  elastic  bound. 
And  reel  us  tlirough  the  dance's  round. 
O  Bacchus !  we  shall  sing  to  thee, 
In  wild  but  sweet  ebriety ! 
And  Hash  around  such  spaiks  of  thouglil 
As  Bacchus  could  alone  have  tauglit ! 
Then  give  the  haip  of  epic  song. 
Which  Homer's  iinger  tlirill'd  along ; 
But  tear-  away  tlie  sanguine  string, 
For  war  is  not  the  theme  I  slug  I 


ODE  ni. 

Listen  to  tlie  Muse's  lyre. 
Master  of  tlie  pencil's  fire ! 
Sketch'd  in  painting's  bold  display, 
Many  a  city  lirst  porti-ay ; 
^lany  a  city,  revelling  free, 
"NVann  witii  loose  festivity. 
Pictiu'e  then  a  rosy  train, 
Bacchants  sti-ajing  o'(;r  the  plain  ; 
Piping  as  tliey  roam  along. 
Koundelay  or  shepherd-song. 
Paint  me  next,  if  painting  may 
Such  a  tlieme  as  tlu%  portray, 
All  tlie  happy  heaven  of  love, 
These  elect  of  Cupid  prove. 


ODE  IV. 

Vdlcan  !  hear  your  gloiious  task ; 
I  do  not  from  your  labours  ask 
In  gorgeous  panoply  to  shine. 
For  war  was  ne'er  a  sport  of  mine. 
Ko — let  me  have  a  sUver  bowl, 
Where  I  may  cradle  all  my  soul : 
But  let  not  o'er  its  simple  fi-amo 
Yom-  mimic  constellations  flame ; 
Nor  gi-ave  upon  the  s^vellhig  side 
Orion  scowhup^  o'er  tlie  tide. 
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I  care  not  for  the  glitt'ring  Wain, 
Nor  yet  the  weeping  sister  train. 
But  oil !  let  vines  luxuriant  roll 
Then'  blusliing  tendrils  round  the  bov.l, 
While  many  a  rose-hpp'd  bacchant  maid 
Is  culling  clusters  in  tlieii*  shade. 
Let  sylvan  gods,  in  antic  shapes, 
Wildly  press  the  gusliing  grapes ; 
And  iliglits  of  loves,  in  wanton  ringlets. 
Flit  around  on  golden  whiglets ; 
While  Venus,  to  her  mystic  bower, 
Beckons  the  rosy  vintage-Power. 


ODE  V. 


Grave  rac  a  cup  with  brilliant  grace, 
Deep  as  the  rich  and  holy  vase, 
Which  on  the  shrine  of  Spruig  reposes. 
When  shepherds  hail  tliat  hour  of  roses. 
Grave  it  witli  themes  of  chaste  design, 
Form'd  for  a  heavonh'^  bowl  like  muie. 
Display  not  there  the  barbarous  rites. 
In  wliich  rehgious  zeal  dehghts ; 
Nor  any  tale  of  ti-agic  fate, 
Which  history  ti-euibles  to  relate  ! 
No — cull  thy  fancies  from  above. 
Themes  of  heaven  and  tliemes  of  love. 
Let  Bacchus,  Jove's  ambrosial  boy. 
Distil  the  grape  in  di-ops  of  J03', 
And  wliile  he  smiles  at  every  tear. 
Let  warm-e3'ed  Venus,  dancing  near, 
With  spuits  of  the  genial  bed. 
The  dewy  herbage  deftly  tread. 
Let  Ijove  be  there,  without  liis  arms. 
In  timid  nalccduess  of  charms ; 
And  all  th(!  Graces,  link'd  with  Love, 
Blushhig  through  the  shadowy  grove; 
While  rosy  biiys  disporting  round. 
In  ch'ck'ts  trip  tlie  velvet  ground; 
But  ah  !  if  tlicre  Apollo  toys, 
I  ti-emble  for  my  rosy  boys ! 


ODE  Yl. 

As  laie  I  sought  the  spangled  bowers, 
'J'o  cull  a  wreath  of  matm  llowers, 
V.'liere  many  an  early  rose  was  weeping, 
I  found  the  urchin  Cupid  sleepin,<T. 


% 


H  >*- 


ODES  OF  ANACREON. 


I  caught  the  boy,  1i  goblet's  tide 
j  Was  richly  mantling  liy  my  side ; 

I  caught  liua  by  his  downy  wing, 
i  And  whehn'd  limi  in  the  racy  spring 

I  Oh  !  then  I  di'ank  the  poison'd  b<nvi, 

"  And  Love  now  nestles  in  ray  soul ! 

Yes,  j'cs,  my  soul  is  Cupid's  nest, 

I  feel  him  11  uttering  in  my  breast 


ODE  VII. 

The  women  tell  me  every  day 

That  all  my  bloom  has  pass'd  away. 

"  Behold,"  the  pi't'tty  wantons  cry, 

"  Behold  tliis  mirror  with  a  sigh  ; 

The  locks  upon  tliy  brow  are  lew, 

And,  like  tlie  rest,  they're  withering  too  J' 

Whetlier  decline  has  tJiinn'd  my  hiiii-, 

I'm  sure  I  neither  Icnow  nor  care ; 

But  this  I  know,  and  this  I  I'eel, 

As  onward  to  the  tomb  I  steal, 

That  still  as  death  approach.es  nearer, 

The  joys  of  life  are  sweeter,  dearer ; 

And  had  I  but  an  hour  to  live. 

That  little  hour  to  bhss  I'd  give ! 


ODE  vin. 

I  CAnE  not  for  the  idle  state 

Of  Persia's  king,  the  rich,  tlie  great ! 

I  envy  not  the  monarch's  tlirone, 

Kor  wish  the  tieasured  gold  my  own. 

But  oh !  be  mine  the  rosy  braid. 

The  fervoiu"  of  my  brows  to  shade ; 

Be  mine  the  odom's,  richly  sigliing, 

Amidst  my  hoaiy  tresses  llyiug. 

To-day  111  haste  to  quaff  my  wine, 

As  if  to-morrow  ne'er  should  shine ; 

But  if  to-morrow  comes,  why  then — 

I'U  hac*,e  to  quaff  my  wine  again. 

And  thus  wlaile  all  our  days  are  bright, 

Koi  tune  has  dimm'd  tlieir  bloomy  li^ht,,  i 

Let  us  the  I'estal  houi-s  beguile 

With  mantling  cup  and  cordial  smile; 

And  shed  fi'om  every  bowl  of  wine 

The  richest  drop  on  Bacchus'  slaiae ' 
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For  Death  may  come,  with  brow  unpleasant, 
Maj'  come,  wlieii  least  we  ^^■ish  him  presoiit. 
And  beckon  to  the  sable  sliore, 
And  grimly  bid  us — drink  no  more! 


ODE  IX. 

I  PBAY  thee,  by  tlie  gods  above, 
Give  me  tlie  mighty  bowl  I  love, 
And  let  me  sing  in  wild  dehglit, 
"I  will — I  will  be  mad  to-night !" 
Alcin.Ton  once,  as  legends  toll, 
Was  frenzied  by  tlie  tiends  of  hell ; 
Orestes  too,  with  naked  ti-ead, 
Frantic  paced  the  moimtain  head  ; 
And  tvby?  a  murder'd  mothers  sliade 
Before  tlieir  conscious  fancy  play'd. 
But  I  can  ne'er  a  murderer  be. 
The  gi-ape  alone  shall  bleed  by  me ; 
Yet  can  1  rave  in  wild  dchght, 
"  I  will— I  will  be  mad  to-night!" 
The  sou  of  Jove,  in  days  of  yore, 
Imbrued  his  hands  in  youtliful  gore, 
And  brandish'd,  witli  a  maniac  joy. 
The  quiver  of  th'  cxphing  boy : 
And  Ajax,  with  tremendous  sldeld, 
[nfuriate  scour'd  tlie  guiltless  field. 
But  I,  whose  hands  no  quiver  liold. 
No  weapon  but  tliis  flask  of  gold ; 
The  tropliy  of  whose  frantic  hours 
Is  but  a  scatter'd  ^^Teath  of  flowers ; 
Yet,  j-et  can  sing  with  wild  delight, 
"  I  wiU— I  will  be  mad  to-night ! " 


ODE  X. 


Tell  me  how  to  punish  tliee, 

For  tlie  mischief  done  to  me ! 

Silly  sv/allow !  prating  tiling, 

Shall  I  chp  that  wheehng  wing? 

Or,  as  Tereus  did  of  old, 

(So  the  fabled  tale  is  told,) 

Shall  I  tear  that  tongue  away. 

Tongue  that  uttcr'd  such  a  lay  ? 

How  unthinldng  hast  tliou  been !  { 

Long  before  the  da^ATi  was  seen,  , 
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TMicn  I  slumbcr'd  in  a  dream, 
Love  was  (he  delicious  tlieme ! 
Just  wlien  I  was  nearly  blest, 
Ah  !  thy  matin  broke  my  rest  I 


ODE  XI. 

""  Tell  me,  gentle  youth,  I  pray  thcS; 

What  in  piu-chase  shall  I  pay  thee 

For  tliis  little  waxen  toy, 

Image  of  the  Papliian  boy  ?  " 

Thus  I  said  the  otlier  day. 

To  a  youtli  who  pass'd  mj^  way : 

'•  Sir,"  (lie  answcr'd,  and  tlie  wliile 

Answer'd  ail  in  Doric  stylo,) 

"  Take  it,  for  a  trifle  take  it; 

Think  not  yet  that  I  could  make  it; 

Tray,  believe  it  was  not  I ; 

No — it  cost  me  many  a  sigh, 

And  I  can  no  longer  keep 

Little  gods,  who  murder  sleep ! " 

"  Here,  then,  here,"  (I  said  witli  joy,) 

" Here  is  silver  for  tlie  boy: 

He  shall  be  my  bosom  guest, 

Idol  of  my  pious  breast ! " 

Little  Love  !  thou  now  art  mine, 

Wai-m  me  with  that  torch  of  tldne, 

Make  me  feel  as  I  have  felt. 

Or  thy  waxen  frame  shall  melt. 

I  must  bum  in  waiTQ  desire, 

Or  tliou,  my  boy,  in  yonder  fire ! 


I 


ODE  XII. 

TiiEY  tell  how  Atys,  wild  witli  love. 
Roams  the  mount  and  haimted  grove ; 
Cybele's  name  he  howls  around. 
The  gloomy  blast  returns  the  sound  I 
Oft  too  by  Claros'  hallow'd  spring. 
The  votai-ies  of  the  laurell'd  king 
Quaff  the  inspii-ing,  magic  stream, 
And  rave  in  ■nild,  prophetic  dream. 
But  frenzied  dreams  are  not  for  me, 
Great  Bacchus  is  my  deity  ! 
Full  of  mii-th,  and  full  of  liim, 
"Wliile  waves  of  perfimie  round  me  swim ; 
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Wliile  flavoiu-'d  bowls  are  full  supplied, 
And  you  sit  blushing  by  my  side, 
I  mil  be  mad  and  ra\ing  too — 
Mad,  my  giid !  witli  love  for  you ! 


ODE  XIII. 

I  wri.i. :  I  will;  the  conflict's  past, 
And  I'll  consent  to  love  at  last. 
Cupid  has  long,  with  smiling  art. 
Invited  me  to  yield  my  heart; 
And  I  have  thought  that  peace  of  mind 
Should  not  be  for  a  smUe  resign'd  ; 
And  I've  ropcll'd  the  tender  lure, 
And  hoped  my  heart  should  sleep  secure 
But,  sUghted  in  his  boasted  chanus, 
The  angrj'  infant  flew  to  amis; 
He  slung  his  quiver's  golden  frame, 
He  took  his  bow,  his  shafts  of  llame, 
And  proudly  summon'd  me  to  yield, 
Or  meet  him  on  tlie  martial  field. 
And  what  did  I  imthinking  do  ? 
I  took  to  arms,  undaunted  too ; 
Assumed  the  corselet,  shield,  and  spear, 
And,  like  Pehdes,  smiled  at  fear. 
Then  (hear  it,  all  j'ou  powcra  above  I) 
I  fought  with  Love  !  I  fouglit  with  Lovsl 
And  now  his  arrows  all  were  shed — 
And  I  had  just  in  terrors  fled — 
When,  heaving  an  indignant  sigh, 
To  see  me  thus  unwounded  flv, 
And  having  now  no  other  dart, 
He  glanced  himself  into  my  heart! 
My  heart !  alas,  the  luckless  day ! 
Ileceived  the  god,  and  died  away. 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  faithless  shi<dd! 
Thy  lord  at  length  is  forced  to  yield. 
Vain,  vain  is  every  outward  care, 
My  foe 's  within,  and  triumphs  tliere. 


ODE  XIV. 

Count  me,  on  the  summer  trees, 
Evei7  leaf  that  courts  the  breeze ; 
Count  me,  on  the  foamy  deep. 
Every  wave  that  sinks  to  sleep ; 
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Then,  wlien  you  hn.vc  nnmber'd  tlicse 
Billo-ivy  titles  and  leafy  trees, 
Count  jne  all  the  flames  I  prove, 
All  tlie  gentle  nyniplis  I  love. 
First,  of  pure  Athenian  maids 
Sporting  in  tlieir  olive  shades, 
You  may  reckon  just  a  score, 
Nay,  I'll  grant  you  liftcen  more. 
In  the  sweet  Corintlaian  gi-ove, 
Where  the  glowing  wantons  rove, 
Chains  of  beauties  may  be  found, 
Cliains,  by  wluch  my  heart  is  bound , 
There  indeed  are  girls  di\'ine, 
Dnngerous  to  a  soul  lilce  mine ! 
Many  bloom  iu  Lesbos'  isle  ; 
IMany  in  Ionia  smile ; 
Khodcs  a  pretty  swarm  can  boast ; 
Coria  too  contains  a  host. 
Sum  these  all — of  brown  and  fair 
You  may  count  two  thousand  there ! 
What,  you  gaze  !  I  pray  you,  peace ! 
More  I'll  find  before  I  cease. 
Have  I  told  you  all  ray  llames 
'Mung  the  amorous  Syrijui  dames  ? 
Have  I  number'd  every  one 
Glowing  under  Egypt's  sun? 
Or  the  nymphs  wlio,  Idushing  sweet> 
Deck  tlie  shrine  of  Love  in  Crete; 
Whore  tlie  god,  with  festal  play, 
Holds  eternal  holiday  ? 
Still  in  clustjrs,  still  remain 
Cade's  warm,  desiring  ti'ain ; 
Still  there  lies  a  myriad  more 
On  the  sable  India's  sliore  ; 
These,  and  many  far  removed. 
Are  all  loving— -all  are  loved ! 


ODE  XV. 

Ti:i.i,  me,  wliy,  my  sweetest  dovo, 
Til  us  your  humid  pinions  move, 
Slieddiiig  through  tJie  air  in  sliowers 
Essence  of  tlie  balmiest  llowers? 
Tell  me  whither,  whence  you  rove, 
Tell  me  all,  my  sweetest  dove. — 
Curious  stranger !  I  belong 
To  the  hard  of  Tcian  song ; 
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Thou,  whose  soft  and  rosy  hues 
Mimic  foiin  and  soul  infuse  ; 
Best  of  painters  !  come,  portray 
The  lovely  maid  that 's  far  a\vay. 
Far  away,  my  soul !  tlaou  art. 
But  I've  tliy  beauties  aU  by  heart 
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With  his  mandate  now  I  fly 
To  the  njTnph  of  azui'e  eve ; 
Ah  !  that  eye  has  maddeu'd  many, 
But  tlie  poet  more  than  any ! 
Venus,  for  a  hymn  of  love. 
Warbled  in  her  votive  grove, 
('Tu-as  in  sooth  a  gentle  lay,) 
Gave  me  to  the  Bard  away. 
See  me  nov/  his  faithful  minion, 
Tlius  with  softly-ghding  pinion, 
To  liis  lovel}'  gild  I  bear 
Songs  of  passion  tlirough  the  air. 
Oft  he  blandly  whispers  mc. 
"  Soon,  my  Inrd,  I'll  sot  you  free.*'" 
But  in  vain  he'll  bid  me  lly, 
I  shall  serve  him  till  I  die. 
Never  could  my  phuiics  sustain 
Buftiing  winds  and  cliiUiug  niin, 
O'er  tlie  phiins.  or  in  tlio  dell, 
On  tlie  mounUiin's  savage  swell ; 
Seeking  in  the  desert  wood 
Gloomy  slielter,  rustic  food. 
Now  I  lead  a  life  of  ease, 
Far  from  such  retreats  as  these ; 
From  Anacreon's  hand  I  eat 
Food  deUcious,  viands  sweet; 
Flutter  o'er  his  goblet's  brim. 
Sip  tlie  foamy  wine  with  him. 
Then  I  dance  and  wanton  round 
To  the  lyre's  beguiling  soimd ; 
Or  with  gently-fanning  mngs 
Shade  tlie  minstrel  while  he  sings : 
On  Ids  harp  tlien  sink  in  slumberi 
Dreaming  still  of  dulcet  nimibera ! 
This  is  all — a^vay — away — 
You  have  made  me  waste  the  day. 
How  I've  cliatter'd !  prating  crow 
Never  yet  did  chatter  so. 
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Paint  her  jetty  ringlets  straying. 
Silky  twme  in  tendrils  plaj-ing; 
And,  if  painting  hath  tlie  skill 
To  make  the  spicy  balm  distil, 
Let  every  little  lock  exhale 
A  sigh  of  perfume  on  tlie  gale. 
Where  her  tresses'  curly  How 
Darkles  o'er  the  brow  of  snow, 
Let  her  forehead  beam  to_ light, 
Bm-nish'd  as  the  ivory  bright. 
Let  her  eyebrows  sweetly  rise 
In  jettv  arches  o'er  her  eyes, 
Gently  in  a  crescent  gliding. 
Just  comminghng,  just  dividing. 
But  hf  st  thou  any  sparkles  warm, 
Tlie  hghtning  of  her  eyes  to  fonn? 
Let  them  effuse  tlie  azure  ray 
With  wliich  IMincn-a's  glances  play, 
And  give  them  all  that  liquid  fire 
Tliat  Venus'  languid  eyes  rcspii-e. 
O'er  her  nose  and  cheek  be  shed 
Flushing  wliite  and  mellow'd  red: 
Gradual  tints,  as  when  there  glows 
In  snowy  milk  tlie  bashful  rose. 
Then  her  lip,  so  rich  in  blisses ! 
Sweet  petitioner  for  kisses  1 
Pouting  nest  of  bland  persuasion. 
Ripely  suing  Jjove's  invasion. 
Thenbeneatii  the  velvet  cliin, 
^^^lOse  dimple  shades  a  love  within, 
Mould  her  neck  vri\h  grace  descending, 
In  a  heaven  of  beauty  ending ; 
"NVhile  airy  channs,  above,  below. 
Sport  and  flutter  on  its  snow. 
Now  let  a  floating,  lucid  veU, 
Shadow  her  limbs,  but  not  conceal; 
A  chai-m  may  peep,  a  liue  may  beam. 
And  leave  the  rest  to  Fancy's  dream. 
Enough— 'tis  she  !  'ti^U  I  seek  ; 
It  glows,  it  lives,  it  fl^  will  speak ! 
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ODE  xva. 

And  now  with  all  thy  pencil's  truth, 
Porti-ay  Bathyllus.  lovely  youth ! 
Let  his  hair,  m  lapses  bright, 
Fall  like  streaming  rays  of  light ; 
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And  tlic-re  tlic  raven's  dj-e  confu^ 
With  die  yellow  sunbeam's  hues. 
Let  not  tlie  braid,  mth  artful  tM'ine, 
The  flowing  of  liis  locks  confine ; 
But  loosen  every  golden  ring, 
To  float  upon  the  breeze's  wing. 
Beneath  the  front  of  pohsh'd  glow, 
Front,  as  fair  as  mountain-snow, 
And  guileless  as  the  dews  of  dawn, 
Let  the  majestic  brows  be  dra\\Ti, 
Of  ebon  dyes,  enrich'd  by  gold. 
Such  as  the  scaly  snakes  imfold. 
Mingle  in  his  jetty  glances, 
Power  that  awes,  and  love  that  b-ances ; 
Steal  from  ^'c■nu3  bland  desire, 
Steal  from  ^lars  the  look  of  fire. 
Blend  them  in  such  expression  here, 
That  we  by  tmTis  may  hope  and  fear ! 
Kow  fi'om  the  sr.nny  apj)le  seek 
The  velvet  do^\T)  tliat  spreads  Ids  cheek; 
And  there  let  Beauty's  rosy  ray 
In  flying  blushes  richly  play  ; 
Blushes,  of  that  celestial  flame 
Wliich  hghts  the  cheek  of  virgin  shame, 
Then  for  his  Mps.  that  ripely  gem — 
But  let  tliy  mind  imagine  Ihem! 
Paint,  where  the  niby  cell  uncloses, 
Persuasion  sleeping  upon  roses ; 
And  give  bis  lip  tliat  spcaldng  air, 
As  if  a  word  was  hovering  there  ! 
His  neck  of  ivory  splendour  trace, 
Moulded  with  soft  Init  manly  gi-ace ; 
Fair  as  the  neck  of  Paphia's  boy, 
"Where  Paplua's  arms  have  hung  in  joy. 
Give  lum  the  winged  Hermes'  hand, 
With  which  he  waves  his  snaky  wand ; 
Let  Bacchus  then  the  breast  supply, 
And  Leda's  son  the  sinewy  thigh, 
But  oh  !  suffuse  his  hmbs  of  lire 
With  all  that  glow  of  young  desire, 
Which  kindles,  when  the  wishful  sigh 
Steals  from  the  heart,  unconscious  why. 
Thy  pencil,  though  divinely  bright, 
Is  envious  of  the  eye's  delight. 
Or  its  enamour'd  touch  would  show 
His  shoulder,  fair  as  sunless  snow. 
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Wliich  now  in  veiling  shadow  lies, 
rienio\  3cl  from  aU  bnt  Fancy's  eyes. 
Now,  lor  Ills  feet — but  hold — forbear— 
I  sec  a  godlike  portniit  there; 
So  hkc  llathyllus  !— sure  there 's  n)E.e 
So  lilco  Biithyllus  but  the  sun! 
Oh  !  let  this  pictured  god  be  mine, 
And  keep  the  boy  for  Samos'  shrine; 
rha?bus  shall  then  liathyllus  be, 
BathyUus  tlien  tlie  deity ! 


ODE  XVIII. 

Now  the  star  of  day  is  liigh, 
Fly,  my  girls,  in  pity  lly. 
Bring  me  wine  in  brimming  urns, 
Cool  my  Up, — it  bums,  it  burns ! 
Sunn'd  by  the  meridian  fire, 
Pantuig,  languid,  I  expire  ! 
Give  me  all  those  humid  llowors, 
Drop  tliem  o'er  my  brow  in  simwerj. 
Scarce  a  breatliing  cliaplet  now 
Lives  upon  my  feverish  brow ; 
Everj'  dcwj'  rose  I  wear 
Sheds  its  tears,  and  withers  there. 
But  for  vou,  mv  burning  mind ! 
Oh  !  wliat  Khclter  shall  I  find? 
Can  the  bowl,  or  flo^^Tet's  dew, 
Cool  tlie  flame  that  scorches  you  ? 


ODE  XIX. 

Here  recline  yon,  gentle  maid, 
Sweet  is  this  embowering  shade ; 
Sweet  the  yoimg,  the  modest  tree; 
Ruffled  by  the  kissing  breeze  ! 
Sweet  the  hltle  foimts  that  weep, 
LulUng  bland  the  niind  to  sleep: 
Hark !  they  whisper  as  they  roil. 
Calm  persuasion  to  the  soul! 
Tell  me,  tell  me,  is  not  this 
All  a  stilly  scene  of  bhss? 
"Who,  my  girl,  »vould  pass  it  by  ? 
Surely  neither  you  nor  I ! 
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ODE  XX. 

One  day,  tlie  Muses  t^aned  the  liands, 
Of  baby  Love,  with  flowery  bands; 
And  to  celestial  Beauty  gave 
The  captive  infant  as  her  slave. 
His  mother  comes  with  many  a  toy, 
To  ransom  her  beloved  boy ; 
His  motlier  sues,  but  all  in  vain ! 
He  ne'er  will  leave  liis  chains  again. 
Nay,  sliould  they  take  his  chains  away, 
The  little  captive  still  would  stay. 
•'  If  tliis,"  he  cries,  "  a  bondage  be, 
"  "Who  could  wish  for  liberty ! " 


ODE  XXI. 

Observe,  when  mother  earth  is  diy. 
She  di-mks  the  droppings  of  the  sky ; 
And  tlien  tlie  dewy  cordial  gives 
To  every  thii'sty  plant  that  lives. 
The  vapours,  which  at  evening  weep. 
Are  beverage  to  llie  swelhng  deep  ; 
And  when  the  rosy  sun  appears, 
He  drinks  Uie  ocean's  uiibty  tears. 
The  moon  too  quail's  her  paly  sti'earn 
Of  lustre  from  tlie  solar  beam. 
Then,  hcuce  wilh  all  your  sober  thinking! 
Since  Natvire's  holy  law  is  di-mldng ; 
I'll  make  the  laws  of  uatui-e  mine, 
And  pledge  the  universe  in  Tviae  ! 
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The  Phrygian  rock,  tliat  braves  the  ctoiraj 
^Vas  once  a  weeping  mati-on's  fonn ; 
And  Progne,  hapkss,  frantic  maid. 
Is  now  a  swallow  in  the  shade. 
Oh,  tliat  a  mij-ror's  form  were  muie, 
To  sparlde  \\\\h  tliat  smile  di\ine  ! 
And  hke  my  heart  I  then  should  be, 
Rellecting  thee,  and  only  tliee  ! 
Or  were  I,  love,  Uie  robe  which  flows 
O'er  every  chann  that  secret  glows, 
In  niLiny  a  lucid  fold  to  swim, 
And  cling  and  grow  to  every  limb ! 
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Oh,  could  I,  as  tlie  streamlet's  wave. 
Thy  \vai-inl3--niello\viiig  beauties  lave  ! 
Or  float  as  perfiune  on  tliino  hair. 
And  breatlie  my  soul  in  frugi-ancc  tlierel 
I  wisli  I  were  tlie  zone,  tliat  lies 
Warm  to  tliy  breast,  and  feels  its  sighs ! 
Or  like  those  envious  pearls  that  show 
So  faintly  round  tliat  neck  of  snow. 
Yes,  I  would  be  a  happ}'  gem, 
Like  tliem  to  hang,  to  fade  Uke  them. 
"NVhat  more  would  tli}'  Anacreou  be? 
Oil,  anytliing  that  touches  thee  ! 
Nay,  sandals  for  tliose  aiiy  feet — 
Thus  to  be  press'd  by  thee  were  sweet! 


ODE  XXIII. 

I  OFTEN  wish  tills  languid  l}Te, 
Tills  warbler  of  my  soul's  desire. 
Could  raise  the  breath  of  song  sublime, 
To  men  uf  fame,  in  fonncr  time. 
But  when  the  soaring  theme  I  try, 
Along  tlie  chords  my  nuinbci's  die. 
And  whisper,  witli  dissolving  tone, 
"  Oiu-  sighs  are  given  to  love  alone!" 
Indignant  at  tlie  feeble  lay, 
I  tore  the  panting  chords  away. 
Attuned  tliera  to  a  nobler  swell. 
And  struck  again  the  breaUiing  shell ; 
In  all  the  glow  of  epic  lire, 
To  Ilcrrules  I  waive  the  l\Te ! 
But  still  its  faiuting  sighs  repeat, 
"  The  tale  of  luve  alone  is  sweet  1" 
Then  fare  tliee  well,  seductive  dream. 
That  mad'st  me  follow  glory's  tlierae  ; 
For  thou,  my  ln"e,  and  tliou,  my  heart, 
Shall  never  more  in  spirit  part , 
And  thou  the  flame  shall  feel  as  well 
As  tliou  tlie  flame  shall  sweetly  tell ! 


ODE  XXIV. 

To  all  that  breathe  the  aii-s  of  heaven. 
Some  boon  of  strength  has  Nature  given 
\Vlien  the  majestic  bull  was  born, 
She  fenced  Jiis  brow  with  wreathed  bora. 
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She  arm'd  the  courser's  foot  of  au-, 
And  wiug"d  witli  speed  the  panting  hiiro. 
She  gave  the  lion  fangs  of  teiTor, 
And,  on  tlie  ocean's  crystal  mhror, 
Taught  the  iinnmuberd  scaly  throng 
To  trace  their  hquid  path  along ; 
"While  for  tlie  mubrage  of  the  grove, 
She  plumed  the  warbling  world  of  love. 
To  man  she  gave  tlie  llanie  reiJncd, 
The  spark  of  heaven — a  thinking  min-d  ! 
And  had  she  no  sui-passing  ti-easure, 
For  tliee,  O  woman,  child  of  pleasui'c? 
She  gave  thee  beauty — shaft  of  eyes, 
That  every  shaft  of  war  outllies  ! 
She  gave  thee  beaut}' — blush  of  fire 
That  bids  the  flames  of  war  retire ! 
"Woman  !  be  fair,  we  must  adore  thee  ; 
Smile,  and  a  world  is  weak  before  thee ! 


ODE  XXV. 

On'ce  in  each  revolving  year, 
G entle  bud  !  we  find  tliee  here 
^Vheu  Natm-e  weai-s  her  siuumer-vcst, 
Thou  com'st  to  weave  tliy  simple  nest; 
But  when  the  chilling  winter  lowers, 
Agiiiu  tliou  seek'st  tlie  genial  bowers 
Of  Menip)lus,  or  tlie  sliores  of  NUe, 
Where  simny  hoius  of  verdure  smile. 
And  thus  th}'  wing  of  fieedom  roves; 
Alas  I  imlike  Uie  plumed  loves 
That  linger  in  tliis  hapless  breast, 
And  never,  never  change  their  nest  I 
Still  every  year,  and  all  the  year, 
A  flight  of  loves  engender  here ; 
And  some  their  infant  pliunage  tiy, 
And  on  a  tender  wuiglct  tl}' ; 
While  in  tlie  shell,  impregn'd  witli  fires, 
Cluster  a  thousand  more  de^kes  ; 
Some  from  thch  tinj'  prisons  peeping. 
And  some  in  formless  embryo  sleeping. 
My  bosom,  lilce  the  vernal  groves, 
llesounds  with  httle  warbluig  loves  ; 
One  m'chin  imps  tlio  otlier's  feather. 
Then  twin-dosues  they  wing  together. 
And  stiU  as  the}'  have  Icai'n'd  to  soar. 
The  wanton  babies  teem  \\  ith  more. 
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But  is  tliere  tlien  no  kindly  art, 
To  chase  tliese  cupids  from  my  heart? 
No,  no  !  I  fear,  alas  !  I  fear 
They  \\'ill  for  ever  nestle  here ! 
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ODE  XXYI. 

ij  Thy  harp  maj'  sinjr  of  Troy's  alaiins, 

iOr  tell  tlie  tale  of  Theban  arms  ; 
"NVith  otlier  wais  my  song  sliall  burn, 
P'or  otlier  womids  my  hai-p  shall  muum. 
I  'Twas  not  the  crested  waiTior's  diU't, 

j  "Wliich  drank  the  cm-rent  of  my  heait ; 

Nor  naval  ai-ms,  nor  maihid  steed, 
Have  made  this  vanqnish'd  bosom  bleed ; 
No — from  an  eye  of  liquid  blue, 
A  host  of  quivcr'd  cupids  flew; 
And  now  my  heart  all  bleeding  lies 
Beneath  this  army  of  tlie  eyes ! 


ODE  XXVII. 

We  read  tlie  flying  courser's  name 

Upon  his  side  in  mai-ks  of  Hume  ; 

And,  by  tlieir  tm-ban'd  brows  alone, 

The  waniors  of  the  East  ai'c  kno\vii. 

But  in  the  lover's  glowing  eyes, 

Q'he  inlet  to  his  bosom  lies  ; 

Through  them  we  see  the  small  faint  mark, 

Where  Love  lias  dropp'd  his  burnhig  spaik  I 


ODE  XXVIII. 

As  in  the  Lemnian  caves  of  fire, 
The  mate  of  her  who  nursed  Desire 
Moulded  the  glowing  steel,  to  form 
AiTows  for  Cupid,  tluilling  warm ; 
Wliile  Venus  every  barb  imbues 
With  di-oppings  of  her  honcy'd  dews; 
And  Love  (alas  the  victim-heart!) 
Tinges  witli  gall  the  burning  dart ; 
Once,  to  this  Lemnian  cave  of  flame, 
The  crested  Lord  of  battles  came  ; 
'Twas  from  the  ranks  of  war  he  rush'd, 
His  spear  with  many  a  Ufe-di'op  blush'd  1 
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He  saw  the  mj'stic  darts,  and  smiled 

Derision  on  the  a'-clier-cld!d. 

"  And  dost  thou  smile  ?  "  said  little  Love ; 
;  "  Take  this  dart,  and  tlinn  mayst  prove. 

;  That  though  tliey  pass  tlie  breeze's  flight, 

{  My  bolts  are  not  so  featliery  light." 

(  He  took  tlie  sliaft — and  oh  !  tliy  look, 

(  Sweet  Venus  !  wlien  the  sliaft  he  took — 

I  He  sigli'd,  and  felt  tlic  urcliin's  art ; 

■  He  sigh'd,  in  agony  of  lieart. — 

"  It  is  not  liglit— I  die  wntli  pain ! 
{  Take — take  tJij'  aiTow  hack  agixin." 

'  "  No,"  said  the  child,  "  it  must  not  be, 

i  That  little  dart  was  made  for  thee  ! " 


\  ODE  XXIX. 

;  Yf.s — loving  is  a  painful  thrill, 

And  not  to  love  more  painful  still ; 
Put  sm-ely  'tis  the  worst  of  pain, 
To  love,  and  not  be  loved  again  ! 
Aifectiou  now  lias  fled  from  earth, 
Nor  lire  of  genius,  hght  of  birth, 
Nor  heavenly  virtue,  can  beguile 
From  beauty's  cheek  one  favouring  smile 
Gold  is  the  woman's  only  theme, 
Gold  is  the  woman's  only  dream. 
Oh  !  never  be  that  WTctch  forgiven — 
I'orgive  him  not,  indignant  Heaven  ! 
Whose  grovelling  eyes  could  first  adore, 

;  "Whose  heart  could  pant  for  sordid  ore. 

Since  that  devoted  thirst  began, 
Man  lias  forgot  to  feel  for  man  ; 
The  pulse  of  social  life  is  dead, 
And  all  its  fonder  feelings  fled  ! 

\  AVar  too  has  sullied  Natui'e's  chaiTns 

]  For  gold  provokes  the  world  to  ai-me  . 

And  oh  !  the  worst  of  all  its  art, 

\  I  feel  it  breaks  the  lover's  heart ! 


ODE  XXX. 

'TwAS  in  an  airy  dream  of  night, 
I  fancied  that  I  wing'd  my  flight 
On  pinions  fleeter  than  the  ^A•ind, 
While  little  Love,  whose  feet  were  twined, 
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(I  know  not  wh})  witli  chains  of  lead, 
riirsued  me  as  I  trembling  fled  ; 
Pursued — and  could  I  e'er  have  thouglit'- 
Swil't  as  t]ie  moment  I  was  caught  I 
AVhat  does  the  wanton  fancy  mean 
By  such  a  strange,  illusive  scene  ? 
I  fear  she  wliispers  to  my  breast, 
That  you,  my  girl,  have  stol'n  my  rest; 
That  though  my  fancy,  for  a  while, 
Has  himg  on  many  a  woman's  smile, 
I  soon  dissolved  tlie  passing  vow. 
And  ne'er  was  caught  by  love  till  now  I 
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ODE  XXXI. 

Aum'u  with  hyaciiilliine  rod, 
(Anns  enough  for  such  a  g<Hl,) 
Cupid  bade  me  wing  mj'  j)uce. 
And  try  with  him  the  rapid  race. 
O'er  Uie  wild  toiTent,  rude  and  deep, 
By  tangled  brake  and  pendent  steep, 
"Witli  wear}'  foot  I  panting  flew. 
My  brow  was  chill  \\\\\\  drops  of  dew. 
And  now  my  soul,  e>diausted,  dying. 
To  my  lip  was  faintly  fljing; 
And  now  I  thought  tlie  spark  had  fled, 
>Vlicn  Cupid  hover'd  o'er  my  head. 
And  fanning  light  his  breezy  plume, 
Recalld  me  from  my  languid  gloom  ; 
Then  said,  in  accents  half-reproving, 
"  Why  hast  thou  b'3en  a  foe  to  loving  ?" 

ODE  XXXII. 

Strew  me  a  breatliing  bed  of  leaves, 

Where  lotus  with  the  mjitle  weaves ; 

And  wliile  in  luxmy's  dream  I  sink, 

Let  me  the  balm  of  Bacchus  drink  ! 

In  tliis  delicious  hour  of  jov, 

Yoimg  Love  shall  be  my  goblet-boy; 

Folding  his  little  golden  vest, 

Witli  cinctures,  round  liis  snowy  breast 

Himself  shall  hover  by  my  side, 

And  minister  the  racy  tide  ! 

Swift  as  the  wheels  that  Idndling  roll. 

Our  hfe  is  hurrjong  to  the  goal ; 

A  scanty  dust,  to  feed  the  wind, 

Is  aU  Uie  trace  'twill  leave  behind. 
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Wliy  do  we  shed  the  rose's  bloom 
Uijon  the  cold,  insensate  tomb  ? 
Can  flowery  breeze,  or  odom-'s  breath, 
Affect  the  slumbering  cliill  of  death  ? 
No,  no  ;  I  ask  no  balm  to  steep 
With  fragi-ant  tears  my  bed  of  sleep  : 
But  now,  wliile  every  pulse  is  glowing, 
Now  let  me  breathe  the  balsam  flowing ; 
Now  let  the  rose,  with  blush  of  lire, 
Upon  my  brow  its  scent  expire  ; 
And  bring  tlie  nymph  with  floating  eye. 
Oh  !  she  mil  teacli  me  how  to  die  ! 
Yes,  Cupid  !  ere  my  soul  rethe, 
To  join  the  blest  elysian  chok, 
With  wine,  and  love,  and  bhsses  dear, 
I'll  make  my  OA^ai  elysium  here ! 


ODE  XXXIII. 

\ 

'TwAs  noon  of  night,  when  round  tlie  polt  I 

Tlie  sullen  Bear  is  seen  to  roll ; 

And  mortals,  wearied  witli  the  day, 

Are  slumbciing  aU  their  cares  away  : 

An  infiint,  at  that  dreary  hour. 

Came  weeping  to  my  silent  bower, 

And  waived  mo  with  a  piteous  prayer, 

To  save  him  from  the  midnight  air ! 

"  And  who  art  thou,"  I  wakuig  cry, 

That  bidd'st  my  bhssf ul  visions  fly  ?  " 

"  0  gentle  sire  ! "  the  infant  said, 

"  In  pity  take  me  to  tliy  shed ; 

Nor  fear  deceit :  a  lonely  child, 

I  wander  o'er  tlie  gloomy  wild< 

CliiU  cbops  the  rain,  and  not  a  wy 

Illmnes  the  drear  and  misty  way ! " 

I  hear  the  baby's  tale  of  woe  ; 

I  hear  tlie  bitter  night--\vinds  blow ; 

And,  sigliing  for  liis  piteous  fate, 

I  trimm'd  my  lamp  and  oped  the  gate. 

'Twas  Love  !  the  httle  wandcruig  sprite, 

His  pinion  sparkled  through  the  night ! 

I  knsw  liim  by  his  bow  and  dart ; 

I  knew  liim  by  my  Ilutteiing  heart ! 

I  take  liim  in,  aJid  Tondly  raise 

The  dying  embers'  cheeiing  blaze  ; 

Press  from  liis  dank  and  clinging  hair 

The  crystals  of  the  freezing  air, 
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And  in  my  hand  and  bosom  hold 
His  little  lingers  Ib.rilling  cold. 
And  now  the  euibers'  genial  ray 
Had  wami'd  his  an>d()us  fears  away ; 
"  I  pray  thee,"  said  the  wanton  child, 
(IMy  bosom  trembled  as  he  smiled,) 
"  I  pray  thee  let  me  try  my  bow, 
For  through  the  rain  I've  wnnder'd  so, 
Tliiit  mucli  I  fear,  the  cea.sfless  sliowes 
Has  injiin.'d  its  elastic  ]>ower." 
The  fatal  bow  the  nrcliiii  drew  ; 
Swift  from  the  string  the  arrow  Hew; 
Oh  !  swift  it  Hew  as  glancing  llanie, 
And  to  my  very  soul  it  canx' ! 
"  Fare  thee  well,"  I  heard  him  say, 
As  laughing  wild  lie  wing'd  away  ; 
"  Fare  thee  well,  for  now  I  l<now 
The  rain  has  not  relax'd  my  bow; 
It  still  can  send  a  maddening  dart. 
As  tliou  shalt  own  with  all  tliy  heart  I* 


ODE  XXXIV. 

O  THOU,  of  all  creation  blest, 
Sweet  insect !  that  dchght'st  to  rest 
Upon  the  wild  wood's  leafy  toj)S, 
To  drink  the  dew  that  moniing  ib'ops. 
And  chii-p  thy  song  with  such  a  glee, 
That  happiest  l.ings  may  envy  thee! 
AVhatever  decks  tiie  velvet  field, 
AVhate'er  the  circling  seasons  yield, 
"Whatever  buds,  whatever  blows. 
For  thee  it  buds,  for  thee  it  grows. 
Nor  yet  art  thou  the  peasant's  feur, 
To  him  tliy  friendly  notes  are  dear, 
For  thou  art  mild  as  matin  dew, 
And  still,  when  summer's  flowery  hue 
Begins  to  paint  tlie  bloomy  plain, 
"\Ve  liear  tliy  sweet  prophetic  strain  ; 
Thy  sweet,  prophetic  sti-ain  we  hoar. 
And  bless  the  notes,  and  thee  revere  ! 
The  jMuses  love  thy  slu-illy  tone ; 
Apollo  calls  thee  all  his  oi^ti  ; 
'Twas  he  who  gave  that  voice  to  thee, 
'Tis  he  who  tunes  thy  minsti-elsy. 
Unworn  by  age's  dim  decline, 
The  fadeless  blooms  of  vonth  are  tliine. 
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Melodious  insect!  child  of  eartli' 
In  wisdoiifi  miilliful,  wise  in  mirU 
Exempt  from  every  weak  deony, 
That  withers  viilgar  frames  away  ; 
With  not  a  drop  of  hlood  to  staia 
The  current  of  thy  piu'er  vein ; 
So  blest  an  age  is  pass'd  bj'  thee. 
Thou  secm'st— a  httle  deiU' ! 


ODE  XXXV. 

Cupid  once  upon  a  bed 

Of  roses  laid  Ids  weary  head  ; 

Luckless  urclun,  not  to  see 

"Within  the  leaves  a  slumbering  bee ! 

The  bee  awaked — with  anger  wild 

The  bee  awaked,  and  stiuig  the  cliild. 

Loud  and  piteous  are  liis  cries  ; 

To  Venus  quick  lie  runs,  he  Hies ! 

"  O  mother ! — I  am  v/ounded  tliroiigli — 

I  die  witli  pain — in  sooth  I  do  ! 

Stung  by  some  httle  angry  tlung, 

Some  sei-pent  on  a  tiny  whig — 

A  bee  it  was — for  once,  I  loiow 

I  heai'd  a  nistic  call  it  so." 

Thus  he  spoke,  and  slie  the  while 

Heard  liim  with  a  soothuig  smile ; 

Then  said,  "  My  infant,  if  so  much 

Thou  feel  the  httle  wild-bee's  touch, 

How  must  the  heart,  ah  Cupid  !  be. 

The  hapless  heait  tliat  's  stung  by  thco  ! " 


ODE  XXXVI. 

If  hoarded  gold  possess'd  a  power 

To  lengtlien  hie's  too  fleeting  hour, 

And  purchase  fi'om  tlie  hand  of  death 

A  httle  span,  a  moment's  breath. 

How  I  would  love  the  precious  ore  I 

And  every  day  should  swell  mj'  store ; 

That  when  tlie  Fates  would  send  their  miniou 

To  waft  me  off  on  sliadowy  pinion, 

I  miglit  some  houi's  of  hfe  obtain,  ! 

And  bribe  hiiu  back  to  hell  again. 

But,  since  we  ne'er  can  chai-m  avv'ay 

The  mandate  of  that  awful  day, 
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Wliy  do  wo  vainl}'  weep  at  fate, 
Antl  si;,'li  for  life's  miceiUiin  date? 
The  light  of  gold  can  ne'er  illiune 
The  dreaiy  uiidiii^'ht  of  the  tomb! 
And  why  should  I  then  pant  for  ti-casnreB ' 
Mine  be  the  brilliant  round  of  pleasiu-o8 ; 
The  goLiet  rich,  tlie  board  of  friends, 
Whose  flowing  souls  Uie  goblet  blends ! 
^line  be  the  nymph,  whose  form  reposcB 
Seductive  on  tJiat  bed  of  roses; 
And  oh  !  be  mine  tlie  soul's  excess, 
Expiiing  in  her  wann  cai'ess ! 


ODE  XXXVII. 

'TwAS  night,  and  many  a  cii'cling  bowl 
Had  deeply  waiTn'd  my  swimming  soul , 
As  lull'd  in  slitmbcr  I  was  laid, 
Bright  visions  o'er  my  fiuicy  play'd ! 
■\Vitli  vii-gins,  blooming  as  tlie  dawn, 
I  eeem'd  to  trace  the  opening  \■^^^ra ; 

j  Ijight,  on  tiptoe  batlicd  in  dew, 

I  We  flew,  and  sported  as  we  flow  ! 

j  Some  ruddy  striplings,  j'oung  and  sleek, 

Witli  blush  of  Lacchus  on  tlieir  cheek, 
Saw  me  trip  tlie  flowery  wild 

I  Witli  dimpled  gii'ls,  and  slily  smiled ; 

I  Smiled  indeed  with  wanton  glee, 

But,  all !  'twas  plain  they  envied  me. 

I  And  still  I  flew — and  now  1  caught 

"■  The  panting  njonphs,  and  fondly  thought 

To  kiss — when  all  my  dream  of  joys, 
Dimpled  girls  and  ruddy  boys. 
All  were  gone  !  "  Alas  ! "  I  said, 
Sigliing  for  th'  illusions  fled, 
*'  Sleep  !  again  my  joys  restore, 

;  Oh,  let  me  dream  them  o'er  and  o'er  I " 
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ODE  XXXVIII. 

Let  u9  drain  the  nectar'd  bowl, 
Let  us  raise  tlie  song  of  soul 
To  him,  the  god  who  loves  so  weD 
The  nectar'd  bowl,  the  choral  swell  I 
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Him,  who  instructs  the  sons  of  earth 
To  thi-id  tlie  tangled  dance  of  mirth  ; 
Him,  who  was  nursed  with  infant  Love, 
And  cradled  in  the  Paphian  g^y^-e  ; 
Him,  that  the  snowy  Queen  of  Chai'ms 
Has  fondled  in  her  tmning  arms. 
From  him  that  dream  of  ti-ansport  flowB, 
Wliich  sweet  intoxication  knows ; 
With  liim,  tlie  brow  forgets  to  darkle. 
And  brilliant  graces  leam  to  sparkle. 
Behold  !  my  boys  a  goblet  bear. 
Whose  sunny  foam  bedews  the  air. 
Where  are  now  tlie  tear,  tlie  sigh? 
To  the  wmds  they  fly,  they  fly  ! 
Grasp  the  bowl ;  in  nectar  sinking, 
Man  of  sorrow,  dro\ra  tliy  tliinkiug ! 
Oh  !  can  the  tears  we  lend  to  tliought 
In  Ufe's  account  avail  us  aught? 
Can  we  discern,  witli  all  our  lore, 
The  path  we're  yet  to  journey  o'er? 
No,  no  I  tlie  walk  of  hfe  is  dai'k; 
'Tis  wine  alone  can  stiike  a  spark ! 
Then  let  me  quaff"  the  foamy  tide. 
And  tlirough  the  dance  meandering  glide ; 
Lot  me  imbibe  the  spicy  breath 
Of  odours  chafed  to  fragi-ant  deatli ; 
Or  fi-ora  the  Idss  of  love  inhale 
A  more  voluptuous,  richer  gale ! 
To  souls  that  coui-t  the  pliantom  Giro, 
Let  lum  reth'e  and  sliroud  liim  there ; 
Wliilo  we  exhaust  the  nectar'd  bowl. 
And  swell  tlie  choral  song  of  soul 
To  him,  the  god  who  loves  so  well 
The  nectar'd  bowl,  tlie  choral  swell  1 


ODE  XXXIX. 

How  I  love  the  festive  boy, 

!  Tripping  ^vild  the  dance  of  joy  I 

How  I  love  tlie  mellow  sage, 
j  Smiling  tlirough  the  veil  of  age  \ 

I  And  whene'er  tliis  man  of  year-; 

j  In  tlie  dance  of  joy  appears, 

j  Age  is  on  liis  temples  hung, 

\  But  ills  heart — liis  heart  i?  jourij  I 
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ODE  XL. 

I  KNOW  that  Heaven  ordains  me  here. 

To  run  tliis  mortal  Ufe's  career  ; 

TJie  scenes  wliich  I  have  joui-nc3''d  o'er, 

PietmTi  no  more — alas !  no  more ; 

And  all  tlic  paLlx  I've  yet  to  go, 

I  nciUier  laiow  nor  ask  to  laiow.    " 

Then  siu-cly,  Care,  tliou  canst  not  twine 

Thy  fetters  round  a  soul  hkc  mine  ; 

No,  no  !  the  heait  that  feels  witli  me 

Cfui  never  he  a  slave  to  tlice ! 

And  oh !  before  tlie  ^'ital  tluill,  1 

Wliich  ti-enibles  at  my  heart,  is  still,  '^ 

I'll  gather  Joy's  luxiuiant  flowers, 

And  gild  with  bhss  my  fading  hours;  ' 

Bacchus  shall  bid  my  \vinter  bloom,  ii 

And  Venus  dance  me  to  tlie  tomb  !  \ 


ODE  XLI. 

When  Spnng  begems  the  dewy  scene, 
How  sweet  to  walk  the  velvet  green. 
And  hear  the  Zephyr's  languid  sigho, 
As  o'er  the  scented  mead  he  Hies ! 
IIow^  sweet  to  mark  the  pouting  vbie. 
Ready  to  I'all  m  tears  of  wiiie  ; 
And  with  the  maid,  whose  every  sigh 
Is  love  and  bliss,  entranced  to  lie 
Where  the  embowering  branches  mcet-^ 
Oh !  is  not  tliis  di\Tnel3'  sweet  ? 


ODE  XLII. 

Yes,  be  the  glorious  revel  mine. 

Where  hiunoiu-  sparkles  from  the  wins ! 

Aromid  me.  let  the  youthful  choir 

Respond  to  m.j'  beguiling  ha-e ; 

And  while  tlie  red  cup  cu'cles  round. 

Mingle  in  soul  as  weli  as  soimd ! 

I^et  tlie  briglit  npnph,  with  ti'embling  ej'6, 

Beside  me  all  in  blushes  lie  ; 

And,  wliile  she  weaves  a  frontlet  fair 

Of  hyacmth  to  deck  my  hah", 

Oh !  let  me  snatch  her  sidelong  lasses, 

And  that  shall  be  my  bliss  of  blisses  I 
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My  soiil,  to  festive  feeling  true, 
One  pang  of  envy  never  knew ; 
And  little  has  it  leam'd  to  dread 
The  gall  that  en^-y's  tongue  can  shed. 
Away — I  hate  the  slanderous  dart, 
Which  steals  to  wound  th'  imwaiy  heart ; 
■  And  oh  !  I  hate,  with  all  my  soul. 
Discordant  clamoui-s  o'er  the  bowl, 
Where  eveiy  conlial  heart  should  be 
Actimed  to  peace  and  hannony. 
Come,  let  us  heai*  tlie  soul  of  song 
Expu-e  the  silver  harp  along  ; 
And  through  the  dance's  rmglet  move, 
Witli  maidens  mellowing  into  love : 
Thus  sinipl}'  happy,  thus  at  peace, 
Sui'e  such  a  life  should  never  cease ! 


ODE  XLIII. 

While  out  rosy  fillets  shed  J 

Blushes  o'er  each  fervid  head,  i 

Witli  many  a  cup  and  many  a  smile  ' 

The  festal  moments  we  beguile.  | 

And  while  the  liai-p,  unpassion'd,  flinge  j 

Timeful  raptiu-e  from  the  strings,  ! 

Some  iiiiy  nymph,  with  lluent  lunba. 

Through  the  dance  luxuriant  swuus, 

Waving,  in  her  snowy  hand, 

The  leafy  Bacchanahnn  wand, 

Wliich,  as  tlie  flipping  wanton  flies, 

Shakes  its  ti-esses  to  her  sighs  ! 

A  youtli  tlio  wliile,  Avith  looseu'd  hair, 

Floating  on  the  Ustless  an", 

Sings,  to  tlie  •nild  haip's  tender  lone, 

A  tale  of  woes,  alas  !  liis  own ; 

And  then  what  nectar  in  liis  sigh. 

As  o'er  his  hp  tlie  murmurs  die ! 

Sui-ely  never  yet  has  been 

So  divine,  so  blest  a  scene ! 

Has  Cupid  left  the  starry  sphere, 

To  wave  his  golden  tresses  here  ? 

Oh  yes !  and  \'cnus,  queen  of  wiles. 

And  Bacchus,  shedding  rosy  smiles. 

All,  all  are  here,  to  hail  v.'ith  ma 

The  genius  of  festivity  1 
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I 

ODE  XLIV. 

Buds  of  roses,  ^Tl•gm  flowers, 

Ciill'd  from  Cupid's  baliuy  bowere, 

In  the  bowl  of  Bacchus  steep, 

TiE  witli  ciimson  di-ops  tliey  weep  ! 

Twine  tlie  rose,  tlie  gai'land  twine, 

Every  leaf  distilling  wine ; 

Diink  aud  smile,  and  learn  to  think 

Tliat  we  were  bom  to  smile  and  diink. 

Rose !  thou  art  the  sweetest  flower 

That  ever  di-ank  the  amber  shower ; 

Rose  !  thou  art  tlie  fondest  child 

Of  dimpled  Spiing,  the  wood-nymph  wildl 

E'en  tlie  gods,  who  walk  the  sky, 

Are  amorous  of  thy  scented  sigh. 

Cupid  too,  in  Papliian  shades, 

His  liair  with  rosy  liUet  braids. 

When  wiUi  tlie  blushing,  naked  Graces, 

The  wanton  winding  dance  he  traces. 

Then  bring  me,  showers  of  roses  bring, 

And  slied  tliem  round  me  wliile  I  sing; 

Great  Bacchus !  in  thy  hallow'd  shade. 

With  some  celestial,  gloning  maid, 

Wliile  gales  of  roses  round  me  rise, 

In  perfume,  sweeten'd  by  her  sighs, 

I'll  bill  and  twine  in  aiiy  dance. 

Commingling  soul  witli  every  glance  I 


ODE  XLV. 

"Within  this  goblet,  rich  and  deep, 

I  cradle  all  my  woes  to  sleep. 

Why  should  we  breathe  the  sigh  of  fear, 

Or  pour  tlie  unavailing  tear  ? 

For  deatli  uill  never  heed  the  sigh, 

Nor  soften  at  the  teaiful  ej-e  ; 

And  eyes  that  sparkle,  eyes  that  weep. 

Must  all  alil<e  be  seal'd  in  sleep ; 

Then  let  us  never  vainly  stray, 

In  search  of  thorns,  fi-ora  pleasure's  way; 

Oh.  let  us  quaff  the  rosy  wave, 

^\'llich  Bacchus  loves,  wliich  Bacchus  gavOj 

And  in  tlie  goblet,  rich  and  deep. 

Cradle  our  crybig  woes  to  sleep ! 
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ODE  XLVI. 

See  thfc  young,  tlie  rosy  Spring, 
Gives  to  the  breeze  her  spangled  wing ; 
While  vii-gin  Graces,  warm  witli  May, 
Fling  roses  o'er  her  dewy  way ! 
The  mimnuiing  billows  of  the  deep 
Have  langiiish'd  into  silent  sleep  ; 
And  mark  !  tlie  flitting  sea-birds  lave 
Their  plumes  in  the  reflecting  wave ; 
While  cranes  from  hoaiy  'niuter  fly 
To  flutter  in  a  lander  sky. 
Now  tlie  genial  star  of  day 
Dissolves  the  murlcy  clouds  away ; 
And  cultured  field,  and  \\inding  streeav, 
Are  sweetly  tissued  by  his  beam. 
Now  the  earth  prolific  swells 
Witli  leafy  buds  and  flowery  bells  ; 
Gemming  slioots  the  olive  twine, 
Clusters  npe  festoon  the  vine ; 
All  along  the  branches  creeping, 
Tlirough  the  velvet  foliage  peeping, 
Ijittle  infant  fiiiits  we  see 
Nui'sing  into  luxury ! 


ODE  XLVII. 

'Tis  tnie,  my  fading  yeai's  decline, 
Yet  I  can  quafl"  the  brimming  \vine. 
As  deep  as  any  stripling  fair, 
Whose  cheeks  the  flush  of  morning  weai' 
And  if.  amidst  tlie  wanton  crew, 
I'm  call'd  to  wind  the  dance's  clue, 
Thou  slialt  beheld  tliis  vigorous  hand. 
Not  faltering  on  tlie  Bacchant's  wand. 
But  bi-andisliing  a  rosy  flask. 
The  onl)-  tli}TSUE  e'er  I'U  ask  ! 
Let  tliosc  who  pant  for  Gloiy's  charms, 
Embrace  her  in  tlie  field  of  arms ; 
While  my  inglorious,  placid  soul 
Breathes  not  a  wish  beyond  the  bowl. 
Then  fiU  it  liigh,  my  ruddy  slave. 
And  bathe  me  in  its  honey 'd  wave ! 
For  tliough  my  fading  yeai'S  decay. 
And  though  my  bloom  has  pass'd  away, 
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\  Like  old  Silenus,  sii-e  diviue. 

"NS'ith  blushes  borro'.v'd  from  my  wias 
I'll  w.iuton  'mid  the  dancing  ti-ain. 
And  live  my  lollies  all  agiun ! 

ODE  XLA^II. 

When  my  tliiisty  soul  I  steep, 
Every  sorrow 's  lull'd  to  sleep. 
Talk  of  raonarchs !  I  am  then 
Richest,  happiest,  fii-st  of  men : 
Careless  o'er  my  cup  I  sing, 
Fancy  malccs  me  more  than  Icing ; 
Gives  me  wealtliy  Croesus'  store, 
Caji  I,  can  I  v.ish  for  more  ? 
On  my  velvet  couch  reclining. 
Ivy  leaves  my  brow  entwining, 
"NVlule  my  soul  dilates  with  glee, 
What  aie  kings  and  crowns  to  me  ? 
If  before  my  feet  tliej*  lay, 
I  woiUd  spurn  them  all  away  ! 
Ann  you,  arm  you,  men  of  might. 
Hasten  to  the  sangiujie  fight, 
Let  me,  0  my  budding  vine. 
Spill  no  oilier  blood  than  tlune! 
Yonder  brimming  goblet  see, 
That  alone  shall  vanquish  me. 
Oh  !  I  tliink  it  sweeter  fiir 
To  fall  in  banquet  than  in  war ! 


ODE  XLIX. 

When  Bacchus,  Jove's  immortal  boy. 
The  rosy  harbinger  of  joy. 
Who,  witli  tlie  simshine  of  the  bowl, 
Thaws  tlie  winter  of  our  soul ; 
When  to  my  inmost  core  he  glides. 
And  batlies  it  -nith  his  ruby  tides, 
A  fl-ov,-  of  joy,  a  lively  heat, 
Fires  my  brain,  and  wings  my  feet; 
'Tis  sui-ely  something  sweet,  I  tliiuk. 
Nay,  something  heavenly  sweet,  to  di'inki 
Sing,  sing  of  love,  let  music's  breath 
Softly  beguile  our  raptui'ous  death, 
Wliile,  my  yoimg  Venus,  thou  and  I 
To  tlie  voluptuous  cadence  die ! 
Then  waking  fi-om  our  languid  ti-anca, 
Again  we'll  sport,  again  we'll  dance. 


■^ 


1 

3^ 


''«~«4'.  ;-H 


^Z>^^  OF  ANACREON.  ag 

ODE  L. 

When  I  drink,  I  feel,  I  feel, 

Visions  of  poetic  zeal ! 

Woj-m  witli  tlie  goblet's  freshening  dews, 

My  heart  invokes  the  heavenly  Muse. 

When  I  drink,  my  sorrow  's  o'er ; 

I  tliink  of  doubts  and  fears  no  more ; 

But  scatter  to  Uie  railing  wind 

Each  gLjomy  pluuitom  of  tlie  mind ! 

"When  I  drink,  the  jesting  boy 

Jjacclnis  liimself  partakes  my  joy  : 

And  while  we  dance  tlimugh  bixnilliing  boweis 

Whose  every  gale  is  rich  with  flowers, 

In  bowls  he  makes  my  senses  swim, 

Till  the  gale  breathos  of  nought  but  lilm ! 

When  I  drink,  I  deftly  twine 

Flowers,  bcgemm'd  ^ntli  tears  of  wine ; 

And,  while  witli  f-^^'^'je  hand  I  spread 

The  smiling  garland  romid  my  liead, 

Sometliing  whispers  in  my  breast, 

How  sweet  it  is  to  live  at  rest ! 

"NVlien  I  drink,  and  perfume  stills 

Around  me  all  in  balmy  lills. 

Then  as  some  beauty,  smiling  roses, 

In  languor  on  my  breast  reposes, 

Venus  !  I  breathe  m}'  vows  to  tlice  j 

In  many  a  sigh  of  luxurj' !  | 

When  i  drinic,  my  licart  refines,  j 

Ajid  rises  as  the  cup  declines; 

Rises  in  the  genial  flow 

That  none  but  social  spirits  know. 

When  youthful  revellers,  round  the  bo  \  1 

Dilating,  mingle  soul  AA-ith  soul ! 

When  I  drink,  the  bhss  is  mine  ; 

Thero's  bliss  in  every  drop  of  -wine! 

All  other  joys  that  I  have  known, 

I've  scarcely  dared  to  call  my  o^vn ; 

But  tills  the  Fates  can  ne'er  destroy, 

Till  death  o'ershadows  all  my  joy ! 


ODE  LI. 

Fly  not  thus  ray  brow  of  snow, 
Lovely  wanton !  fly  not  so. 
Though  the  wane  of  age  is  mine. 
Though  the  brilliant  flush  is  thine, 
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Still  I"ra  doom'd  to  sigh  for  thee, 
Blest,  it'  tliou  coiUdst  sigh  for  me ! 
See,  in  j'onder  flowery  braid, 
Cull'd  for  thee,  my  blushing  maid. 
How  the  rose,  of  orient  glow, 
Mingles  with  tlie  lily's  snow  ; 
Mark,  how  sweet  their  tints  agree, 
Just,  my  girl,  like  tliee  and  me ! 


ODE  LII. 

Aw*Y,  away,  you  men  of  rules, 

What  have  I  to  do  mtli  schools '? 

They'd  make  me  Icam,  they'd  make  me  think 

But  would  they  make  me  love  and  diiiik  ? 

Teach  me  tliis,  and  let  me  swim 

My  soul  upon  the  goblet's  brim  ; 

Teach  me  this,  and  let  me  twino 

My  arms  around  the  nj-mpli  dinne! 

Age  begins  to  blanch  nn*  brow, 

I've  time  for  nought  but  pleasure  now. 

Fly,  and  cool  my  goblet's  plow 

At  yonder  fountain's  gelid  flow  ; 

I'll  quaff,  m}'  boy,  and  calmly  sink 

This  soul  to  slumber  as  I  drinlc ! 

Soon,  too  soon,  my  jocund  slave. 

You'll  deck  your  master's  grassy  gi-ave 

And  there  's  an  end — for  ah  !  you  knovr 

They  drink  but  Uttle  uine  below ! 


ODE  LIII. 

When  I  behold  the  festive  ti-ain 

Of  dancing  youth,  I'm  young  again ! 

Memoiy  wakes  her  magic  ti-ance, 

And  wings  me  lightly  tlirough  tlie  daifeo. 

Come,  Cybeba,  smiling  maid ! 

Cull  the  flower  and  twine  the  braid ; 

Bid  tlie  blush  of  smnmer's  rose 

Burn  upon  my  brow  of  snows, 

And  let  me,  wliile  the  wild  and  youag 

Trip  tlie  mazy  dance  along, 

Fling  my  heap  of  yeai-s  a^'ay, 

i'.ud  be  as  wild,  as  young  as  tliey. 
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Hitlier  haste,  some  cordial  soiil! 
Give  my  lips  the  brimming  bowl ; 
Oh !  you  -n-ill  see  this  hoary  sage 
Forget  lus  locks,  forget  Ms  age. 
He  still  can  chant  the  festive  hymn, 
Ho  still  can  Idss  the  goblet's  brim ; 
He  still  can  act  tlie  mellow  raver, 
iVnd  play  the  fool  as  sweet  as  ever ! 


ODE  LIV. 

MsTHiNKS,  the  pictured  bull  we  se8 
Is  amorous  Jove — it  must  be  he ! 
How  fondly  blest  lie  seems  to  bear 
That  fairest  of  rhoonician  fair ! 
How  proud  he  breasts  the  foamy  tide, 
And  spiuns  the  billowy  surge  aside  ! 
Could  any  beast  of  ^oilgar  vein, 
Undaimtcd  thus  defy  the  main  ? 
No :  he  descends  from  cUmos  above, 
He  looks  the  god,  he  breathes  of  Jove 


ODE  LV. 

While  we  invoke  tlie  wreatlicd  sprL-ag, 
Resplendent  rose  !  to  thee  we'll  sing ; 
Resplendent  rose,  the  flower  of  flowen, 
■Whose  breath  perfumes  01}Tnpus'  bowtra. 
Whose  virgin  blush,  of  chasten'd  dye, 
Enchants  so  much  oui"  mortal  eye. 
Wlien  pleasure's  bloomy  season  glov/ij, 
The  Graces  love  to  twine  the  reso ; 
The  rose  is  wann  Dione's  bliss, 
And  Hushes  like  Dione's  Idss  ! 
Oft  has  tlie  poet's  magic  tongue 
The  rose's  fair  luxiu'iance  siuig; 
And  long  the  Muses,  heavenly  maidi, 
Have  rear'd  it  in  their  timeful  shadei. 
When,  at  tlie  early  glance  of  morr^ 
It  sleeps  upon  tlie  glittering  thorn, 
'Tis  sweet  to  dai-o  the  tangled  feniJB. 
To  cull  tlie  timid  flowTet  thence. 
And  wipe  with  tender  hand  away 
The  tietr  that  en  its  Mashes  Iaj  ! 
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'Tis  sweet  to  hoU  tlic  infant  stems, 

Yet  droppinfT  -with  Aurora's  gorns, 

And  fresh  inhale  the  spicy  sighs 

Tliat  from  tlie  weeping  buds  arise. 

AVlicn  revel  reigns,  wlien  mii'tli  is  \\\'A\. 

And  Bacchus  beams  in  evcrj'-  eye, 

Our  rosy  fillets  scent  exhale, 

And  fill  ^^^th  balir  the  fainting  gale  ! 

Oh!  there  is  nought  in  nature  bri.^'lit, 

Where  roses  do  not  shed  their  ligiit ! 

When  morning  paints  the  orient  skies. 

Her  fingers  burn  with  roseate  dies ; 

The  nymphs  tlisplaj-  the  rose's  charms. 

It  mantles  o'er  tlieir  graceful  arms ; 

Tlirough  Cytherea's  form  it  glows. 

And  mingles  with  tlie  li\ang  snows. 

The  rose  distils  a  healing  balm. 

The  beating  pulse  of  pain  to  calm  ; 

Presenes  tlio  cold  inurnod  clay. 

And  mocks  the  vestige  of  decay : 

And  when  at  length,  in  pale  decline, 

Its  florid  beauties  fade  and  pine. 

Sweet  as  in  youth,  its  bahny  breath 

Diffuses  odour  e'en  in  death ! 

Oh !  whence  could  such  a  plant  have  sprung? 

Attend — for  thus  the  tale  is  sung. 

When,  humid,  from  the  silvery  stream, 

Effusing  beauty's  warmest  beam, 

Venus  appear'd,  in  flushing  hues, 

RIellow'd  by  ocean's  biiny  dews ; 

When,  in  tlie  starry  courts  above, 

The  pregnant  brain  of  mighty  Jove 

Disclosed  the  npnpli  of  azure  glance, 

Tlie  nJ^nph  who  shakes  the  martial  lance ! 

Then,  then,  in  strange  eventful  hour, 

The  earth  produced  an  infant  flower, 

Which  sprung,  with  blusliing  tinctures  dretr*. 

And  wantoji'd  o'er  itn  parent  breast. 

The  gods  beheld  this  brilliant  birth. 

And  hail'd  the  Rose,  tlie  boon  of  eai-thi 

Witli  nectar  drops,  a  niby  tide, 

The  sweetly  orient  buds  they  d3-ed, 

And  bade  them  bloom,  the  flowers  di\'ine 

Of  him  who  sheds  the  teeming  \'ine ;  j 

And  bade  them  on  the  spangled  thorn  | 

Expand  their  bosoms  to  the  mom.  j 
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ODE  LVI. 

He,  v.lio  inshaicts  the  youthful  crew 
To  bathe  them  in  the  brimmer's  clew, 
And  taste,  uncloy'd  by  rich  excesses, 
All  the  bliss  that  wine  possesses ! 
He,  who  inspii-es  the  youth  to  glance 
In  winged  circlets  tlu-ough  the  dance ; 
Bacchus,  the  god  again  is  here. 
And  leads  along  the  blusbing  year; 
The  blushing  year  witli  rapiure  teems. 
Ready  to  shed  tliose  cordial  streams. 
Which,  sparkhng  in  the  cup  of  imrtli, 
Illuminate  tlie  sons  of  earth  ! 
And  when  the  rijie  and  vermil  wino, 
Sweet  infant  of  tlie  pregnant  ^ine, 
"NVliicli  now  in  mellow  chisters  swells, 
Oh  !  wlien  it  bursts  its  rosy  cells, 
The  lieavenly  stream  sliall  mantling  flctv. 
To  balsam  eveiy  mortal  woe ! 
No  youth  shall  tlien  be  wan  or  weak, 
For  dunphng  health  shall  light  the  chscs 
No  heart  shall  then  desponding  sigh, 
For  wine  shall  bid  despondence  lly  1 
Thus — till  another  autiunn's  glow 
Shall  bid  another  vintaj^e  flow ! 
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And  whose  immortal  hand  could  shed 
Upon  tills  disk  tlie  ocean's  bed  ? 
And,  in  a  frenzied  flight  of  soul 
Sublime  as  heaven's  eternal  pole. 
Imagine  thus,  in  semblance  warm, 
The  Queen  of  Love's  voluptuous  foi'm 
Floating  along  the  silver}'  sea 
In  beauty's  naked  majesty  ? 
Oh  !  he  has  given  the  captured  sight 
A  'natehmg  banquet  of  delight ; 
And  all  those  sacred  scenes  of  love. 
Where  only  hallow'd  eyes  may  rove, 
Lie,  faintly  glowing,  half  conceal'd. 
Within  the  lucid  billows  veil'd. 
Light  as  the  leaf,  that  summer's  breez© 
Has  wafted  o'er  the  glassy  seas, 
She  floats  upon  the  ocean's  breast, 
Which  undulates  in  sleepy  rest. 
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And  stealing  on,  she  gently  pillows 
Her  bosom  on  tlie  amorous  billows. 
Ilcr  bosom,  like  tlic  luimid  rose, 
Her  neck,  like  dewy-sparkling  snows, 
Illume  tlie  liquid  path  she  traces. 
And  bum  within  tlie  stream's  enibniceal 
In  languid  luxiuy  soft  she  glides, 
Encii-cled  by  tlie  azure  tides, 
Like  some  fair  lily,  faint  \\  ith  weeping. 
Upon  a  bed  of  violets  sleeping  ! 
Beneath  tlieir  queen's  inspiring  glance, 
The  dolphins  o'er  tlie  gi-een  sea  dance, 
Bearing  in  ti-iumph  young  Desh-e, 
And  baby  Love  witli  smiles  of  fire ! 
While,  sitarkh'ng  on  tlie  silver  waves, 
The  tenants  of  the  briny  caves 
Around  the  pomp  in  eddies  play, 
And  gleam  along  the  watery  way. 


ODE  LYIII. 

When  gold,  as  fleet  as  zephyr's  pinion, 
Escapes  like  any  faitliless  minion, 
And  flies  me  (as  he  flies  me  ever). 
Do  I  pui'sue  him  ?  never,  never ! 
No,  let  the  fiilse  deserter  go, 
For  wlio  would  com-t  his  direst  foe? 
Uut,  Avhen  I  feel  my  lighten'd  mind 
No  more  by  ties  of  gold  confined, 
I  loosen  all  my  chnging  cai'es, 
And  cast  them  to  the  vagrant  airs. 
Then,  then  I  feel  the  Muse's  spell, 
And  wake  to  life  the  dulcet  shell ; 
The  didcet  shell  to  beauty  shigs. 
And  love  dissolves  along  tlie  stiings  ! 
Thus,  when  my  heart  is  sweetly  taught 
How  little  gold  deseiTes  a  thought, 
The  winged  slave  returns  once  more, 
And  with  liim  wafts  delicious  store 
Of  racy  wine,  whose  bidmy  art 
In  shmiber  seals  tlie  anxious  heart ! 
Again  he  tries  my  soul  to  sever 
Vrom  love  and  song,  perhaps  for  ever ! 
Away,  deceiver !  why  pm-suing 
Ceaseless  thus  my  heai-t's  imdoing  ? 
Sweet  is  the  song  of  amorous  lire  , 
Sweet  are  the  sighs  tliat  tlii-ill  the  \-yxz ; 
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Oh,  sweeter  far  than  all  the  gold 
Tlie  waftage  of  thy  wings  can  hold  ! 
I  well  remember  all  thy  Aviles  ; 
They  ■ndther'd  Cupid's  flowery  smiles, 
And  o'er  liis  harp  such  garbage  shed, 
I  thought  its  angel  breath  was  fled ! 
They  tainted  all  his  bowl  of  blisses, 
His  bland  deskcs  and  hallow'd  kisses. 
Oh,  fly  to  haimts  of  sordid  men. 
But  rove  not  near  tlie  bard  again ! 
Thy  gUtter  in  the  Muse's  shade, 
Scares  fi-om  her  bower  the  tuneful  maid, 
And  not  for  worlds  would  I  forego 
Tliis  moment  of  poetic  glow. 
When  my  full  soul,  in  Fancy's  stream. 
Pours  o'er  tlie  lyre  its  swelling  themo 
Away,  away  !  to  worldlings  hence, 
Who  feel  not  tliis  di\dner  sense, 
And  with  thy  gay,  fallacious  blaze 
Dazzle  their  unrefined  gaze. 


ODE  LIX. 

Sabled  by  the  solar  beam. 
Now  the  liery  clusters  teem, 
In  osier  baskets,  bni-nc  along 
By  all  the  festal  mintage  tlunng 
Of  rosy  youtlis  and  A-irgins  fair, 
Ripe  as  the  melting  fruits  they  bear. 
Now,  now  they  press  the  pregnant  grapoa 
And  now  the  captive  stream  escapes. 
In  fervid  tide  of  nectar  gushing, 
And  for  its  bondage  proudly  blushing  ! 
While  round  the  vat's  impm*pled  brim, 
The  choral  song,  the  \'intage  hj-mn 
Of  rosy  3'ouths  and  \argius  fair, 
Steals  on  the  cloy'd  and  panting  air. 
Marli,  how  they  diink,  with  all  their  eyes, 
The  orient  tide  that  sparlding  flies ; 
The  inl'ant  balm  of  all  tlieir  fears, 
The  infant  Bacchus,  born  in  tears  ! 
Wlien  he,  whose  verging  years  decline 
As  deep  ijito  the  vale  as  mine, 
Wlien  he  uihales  the  -vdntage-spiing. 
His  heart  is  fire,  his  foot 's  a  ^^ing ; 
And  as  he  flies,  liis  hoary  hair 
Plays  truant  with  the  wanton  airl 
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While  the  wann  youtli,  whose  \\-isliiiip;  sonl 

Has  Idndlcil  o'er  the  inspiring  bowl, 

Iniiiassiou'd  seeks  tlie  shado\\y  gi-ove, 

^^■ll'.•re,  in  tlie  tempting  guise  of  love, 

Keclining  sleeps  some  -witcliing  maid, 

Whose  simny  charms,  but  hall'  displaj-'d,  « 

Blush  tlirough  the  bower,  tliat,  closely  twined 

Excludes  tlie  losses  of  the  wind  ! 

The  virgin  wakes,  the  glowing  boy 

Alliu-es  her  to  the  embrace  of  joy ; 

'Swears  that  the  herbage  Heaven  had  spread, 

'Vas  sacred  as  the  nuptial  bed  ; 

Ihat  laws  should  never  bind  desire, 

And  Jove  was  natiu-e's  hoUest  lire  ! 

The  \ii'gin  weeps,  tlie  virgin  sighs ; 

He  Idss'd  her  lips,  ho  kiss'd  her  eyes ; 

The  sigh  was  balm,  the  tear  was  dew, 

They  only  raised  his  flame  anew. 

And  oh  I  he  stole  the  sweetest  ilower 

That  -jvcr  bloom'd  in  anj'  bower ! 

Such  is  tlie  madness  wine  imparts, 

Whene'er  it  steals  on  youthfid  hearts. 


ODE  LX. 

Awake  to  Hfe,  my  dulcet  shell. 

To  rha?bus  all  thy  sighs  shall  swell ; 

And  though  no  glorious  prize  be  thine, 

No  Pytliian  \^Teath  around  thee  twine. 

Yet  every  hour  is  gloiy's  hour 

To  him  who  gathers  msdom's  flower ! 

Then  wake  tliee  fi'om  thy  magic  slumbers. 

Breathe  to  the  soft  and  Phiygian  numbern, 

Wliich,  as  my  trembling  lips  repeat, 

Thy  chords  shall  echo  back  as  sweet 

The  cygnet  thus,  witli  fading  notes, 

As  do^^^l  Cayster's  tide  he  floats, 

Plaj's  witli  liis  snowy  plumage  fair 

Upon  tlie  wanton,  murmui-icg  air, 

W  hicli  amorously  lingers  round, 

And  sighs  responsive  sound  for  sound  1 

Muse  of  tlie  Ljnre !  illume  my  dreaia, 

Thy  Phoebus  is  my  lancy's  theme ; 

And  hallow'd  is  tlie  hai-p  I  bear. 

And  hallow'd  is  tlie  A^Teath  I  wear, 

Hallow'd  by  him,  the  god  of  lays, 

Who  modulates  tlie  choral  maze  1 
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I  sing  the  love  which  Daphne  twined 
Aroimcl  tlie  godhead's  yielding  mind ; 
I  sing  tlie  blusliing  Daphne's  flight 
From  this  lethereal  youth  of  light; 
And  how  the  tender,  timid  maid 
Flew  panting  to  the  kindly  sliade, 
Resign'd  a  fonn,  too  tempting  fair. 
And  grew  a  verdant  laurel  there  ; 
Whose  leaves,  wiUi  smipathetic  tlirill. 
In  ten'or  seem'd  to  tremble  still ! 
The  god  pursued,  witli  wing'd  desire ; 
And  when  his  hopes  were  all  on  firo, 
And  when  lie  thought  to  hear  the  sigh 
■\Vitli  wliicli  enamour'd  Adrgins  die, 
He  only  heard  the  pensive  air 
Wliispeiing  amid  her  leafy  hah- ! 
15 ut,  O  my  soul !  no  more — no  more ! 
Enthusiast,  whillier  do  I  soar? 
This  sweetly-maddening  dream  of  soul 
Has  limTied  me  beyond  the  goal. 
Why  shoidd  I  sing  the  mighty  darts 
Wliich  fly  to  womid  celestial  liearts. 
When  sui-e  tlie  lay,  witli  sweeter  tone, 
Can  tell  the  darts" tliat  wound  my  own? 
Still  be  Anacreon,  still  Lnspu-c 
The  descant  of  tlie  Teian  Ijtc  : 
Still  let  the  nectar'd  nmnbers  float, 
Distillhig  love  in  every  note  ! 
And  wlien  the  youtli,  whose  burning  seal 
Has  felt  the  Paphian  star's  control, 
When  he  tlie  liquid  lays  shall  liear, 
His  heai-t  will  flutter  to  liis  ear. 
And  drinking  tliere  of  song  divine, 
Banquet  on  intellectual  \vine ! 


ODE  LXI. 

GULDEN  hues  of  youth  are  lied; 
Ho&ry  locks  defonn  my  head. 
Bloomy  gi-aces,  dalliance  gay. 
All  the  flowers  of  life  decay. 
Witliering  age  begins  to  ti-ace 
Sad  memorials  o'er  my  face ; 
Tune  has  shed  its  sweetest  blooas, 
All  the  future  must  be  gloom  ! 
This  awakes  my  hourly  sigliing ; 
Dreary  is  the  tiiought  of  d^ing ! 
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Pinto's  is  a  dark  abode, 
Sad  tlie  joumey,  sad  tlie  road : 
And,  the  gloomy  travel  o'er, 
Ah  !  we  can  return  no  more  I 


ODE  LXIl. 

Fill  me,  boy,  as  deep  a  draught. 

As  e'er  was  iill'd,  as  e'er  was  quaflf'd ; 

But  let  the  water  amply  flow. 

To  cool  the  gi-ape's  intemperate  glow ; 

Let  not  the  liery  god  bo  single. 

But  •nith  the  njnnphs  in  union  mingle. 

For  though  tlie  bowl 's  the  grave  of  sadness, 

Oh,  be  it  ne'er  the  birth  of  madness ! 

No,  banish  from  our  board  to-night 

The  reveh'ies  of  rude  delight ! 

To  Scytliians  leave  tliese  wild  excesses, 

Ours  be  the  joy  that  soothes  and  blesses! 

And  while  the  temperate  bowl  we  wi'eathe, 

Our  choral  hymns  shall  sweetly  brcatiie, 

Beguiling  every  hoiu-  along 

With  harmony  of  soul  and  song ! 


ODE  LXIII. 

To  Love,  tlie  soft  and  blooming  child, 
I  touch  tlie  hai-p  in  descant  wild  ; 
To  Love,  the  babe  of  Cj'piian  bowers. 
The  boy,  who  breathes  and  blushes  f lowers  1 
To  Love,  for  heaveii  nnd  eaiUi  adore  lum, 
And  gods  and  mortals  bow  before  liim ! 


ODE  LXIV. 
Haste  tliee,  n}Tnph,  whose  winged  spear 
Wounds  the  fleeting  moimtain-deer ! 
Dian.  Jove's  immortal  cliild. 
Huntress  of  the  savage  wild ! 
Goddess  with  the  sun-bright  hairl 
Listen  to  a  people's  prayer. 
Tm-n,  to  Letlie's  river  tiu-n, 
Tliere  thy  vanquish'd  people  mourn  I 
Come  to  Letlie's  wavy  shore. 
There  thy  people's  peace  restore. 
Tliine  their  hearts,  tliek  altars  thine ; 
Dian !  must  they — must  they  pme  ? 
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ODE  LXV. 

Ltke  some  ■n'anton  filly  spoi*ting, 
Maid  of  Tlirace  !  thou  lly'st  my  courtir.fr. 
Wanton  filly  !  tell  me  why 
Thou  tiipp'st  away,  with  scornful  e}'e, 
And  stem'fc-t  to  think  my  doting  heai't 
Is  no\ice  in  the  bridling  art  ? 
Believe  me,  girl,  it  is  not  so ; 
Thou'lt  find  tliis  slulful  hand  can  tlirow 
Tlie  reins  upon  that  tender  form, 
However  wild,  however  waiin ! 
Thou'lt  o^^Ti  that  I  can  tame  thy  force, 
And  turn  and  wiud  thee  in  the  course. 
Though  wasting  now  tliy  careless  hoiu-s, 
Thou  sport  amid  the  herbs  and  flowers, 
Tliou  soon  slialt  fcol  llie  rein's  control, 
And  tremble  at  tlie  wished-for  "oal ! 
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ODE  LXVI. 

To  thee,  the  Queen  of  n)'mphs  di\iao. 
Fairest  of  all  that  fairest  sliine ; 
To  tliee,  tliou  blushing  yoimg  Desire, 
^Vllo  rul'st  the  world  with  darts  of  firo ! 
And  O  thou  nuptial  Power !  to  thee 
"VMio  bear'st  of  life  the  giiai-dian  key ; 
Breatliing  my  soul  in  fragrant  praise, 
And  weaving  wild  my  votive  lays. 
For  thee,  O  Queen !  I  wake  the  lyre. 
For  thee,  thou  blusliing  young  Desire  * 
And  oh !  for  tliee,  thou  nuptial  Power, 
Come,  and  illume  tliis  genial  hour. 
Look  on  tliy  bride,  luxui'iant  boy  ! 
And  wliile  tliy  lambent  glance  of  joy 
Plays  over  all  her  blusliing  charms, 
Delay  not,  snatch  her  to  tliine  arms. 
Before  tlie  lovely,  trembling  prey, 
Lilie  a  yoimg  bu-dling,  wing  away ! 
O,  Stratocles,  impassion'd  youth ! 
Dear  to  the  Queen  of  amorous  truth, 
And  dear  to  her,  whose  yielding  zoao 
Will  soon  resign  her  all  tliine  own  ; 
Turn  to  MyriUa,  turn  tliine  eye, 
Breathe  to  Myi-illa,  breathe  tliy  sigh ! 
To  those  bemtching  beauties  turn  ; 
For  thee  tlioy  mantle,  flush,  and  bura  t 
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Not  moro  the  rose,  tlie  queen  of  flowero, 
Outblushes  all  tlie  rIow  of  bowers, 
Than  she  unrivall'd  bloom  discloses. 
The  sweetest  rose,  where  all  are  rosea  I 
Oh,  mity  the  siui,  benignant,  shed 
His  blandest  inlluenee  o'er  tliy  bed ; 
And  foster  there  an  infant  tree, 
To  blush  like  her,  and  bloom  like  theo  1 


ODE  LXVU. 

Gentle  youth  !  whose  looks  assume 
Such  a  soft  and  guUsh  bloom, 
Why,  repulsive,  why  refuse 
The  fi-iendsliip  wliich  my  heart  pursues  J 
Thou  httle  know'st  the  fond  conti-ol 
"With  which  thy  viiiue  reins  my  soul ! 
Then  smile  not  on  my  locks  of  grey ; 
Believe  nie,  oft  -nith  converse  gay, 
I've  cliaiu'd  the  ears  of  tender  age, 
And  boys  have  loved  the  prattling  sage? 
For  mine  is  many  a  soothing  pleasure, 
And  mme  is  many  a  sootliiiig  measure; 
And  much  I  hate  tlie  beamless  mind, 
Whose  eartlily  vision,  um'efincd, 
Nature  has  never  form'd  to  see 
The  beauties  of  simplicity ! 
Simplicity,  the  flower  of  heaven, 
To  souls  elect,  by  natm-e  given  ' 


ODE  LXVIII. 

Rich  in  bliss,  1  proudly  scorn 
The  stream  of  Amalthea's  horn  ! 
Kor  sliould  I  ask  to  call  the  throne 
Of  the  Tartessiau  prince  my  own  ; 
To  totter  through  liis  train  of  years, 
The  victim  of  declining  fear?. 
One  little  hour  of  joy  to  me 
Is  v;ort!i  a  dull  eternity ! 


ODE  LXIX. 

Now  Neptime's  suUen  montli  appears, 
The  angry  night-cloud  swells  -with  teal's j 
And  savage  stonns,  infuriate  driven, 
Fly  howling  in  the  face  of  heaveii  1 
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Now,  now,  my  Mends,  the  gathering  gloom 
"With  roseate  rays  of  wine  illuine  : 
And  tt'hile  our  wi-eatlis  of  parsley  spread 
Tlieir  fadeless  foliage  round  our  head, 
We'll  hnnn  tlie  almighty  power  of  wine, 
And  shed  libations  on  his  shrine ! 
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ODE  LXX. 

Thky  wove  the  lotus  band  to  deck, 
And  fan  with  pensile  wa-eath  their  neck  ; 
And  every  guest,  to  shade  his  head, 
Tliree  little  breatliing  chaplets  spread ; 
And  one  was  of  Egyptian  leaf,    . 
The  rest  were  roses,  fak  and  brief ! 
Wliile  from  a  golden  vase  profound, 
To  all  on  Jlowery  beds  around, 
A  goblet-njnnph,  of  heavenly  shape, 
Poiur'd  the  rich  weepings  of  the  grape ! 


ODE  LXXI. 

A  nnoKEx  cake,  witli  honey  sweet. 
Is  !i]I  my  spare  and  simple  ti-eat : 
And  wlule  a  generous  bowl  I  cro\vn 
To  lloal  my  little  banquet  down, 
I  take  tlio  soft,  tlie  amorous  lyre, 
And  sing  of  love's  delicious  fire  ! 
In  mirtlirul  measures,  warm  and  freo, 
I  sing,  dear  maid,  and  sing  for  thee  ! 


ODE  LXXIL 

With  twenty  chords  my  Ijae  is  hung, 
And  wliile  I  wake  tlicm  ail  for  thee, 

Thou,  0  virgin,  wild  and  young, 
Disport'st  in  airy  levity. 

The  nui'sling  fawn,  that  in  some  shade 
Its  antler'd  motlier  leaves  beMnd, 

Is  not  more  wantonly  afraid, 

lilore  timid  of  the  mstling  wind! 
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ODE  LXXIII. 

Fare  thee  well,  perfidious  maid ! 

My  soul,  too  loug  on  earth  delay 'd, 

Delay'd,  perfidious  gii'l !  by  thee, 

Is  now  on  wing  for  liberty. 

I  flj'  to  seek  a  kindlier  sphere, 

Since  tliou  hast  ceased  to  love  mo  Loro : 


ODE  LXXIV. 

I  nr.ooM'n  awhile,  a  happy  flower, 

Till  lovft  approacli'd  one  fatal  hour. 

And  made  my  tender  brandies  feel 

The  wounds  of  Ids  avenging  steel.  k 

Then,  tlien  I  feol,  Ulce  some  poor  willow  1 

That  tosses  on  the  wintry  bUiow  !  \ 

I 

ODE  LXXV. 

Monarch  Love  !  resistless  boy, 
^Vith  wliom  tlie  rosy  Queen  of  Joy, 
And  ujnnplis,  that  glance  ethereal  biuo. 
Disporting  ti-ead  tlie  mountain-dow ; 
Propitious,  oh,  receive  my  sighs  ! 
Whicli,  burning  with  entreaty,  rise, 
Tliat  tliou  wilt  wlusper  to  the  breast 
Of  her  I  love  thy  soft  behest; 
And  counsel  her  to  learn  from  thee 
Tlie  lesson  thou  liast  taught  to  me. 
Ah  !  if  my  heart  no  flattery  tell, 
Thou'lt  o\vn  I've  learn'd  tliat  lesson  well! 


ODE  LXXVI. 

Spirit  of  Love,  whose  tresses  shine 
Along  the  breeze,  in  golden  twine ; 
Come,  within  a  fragrant  cloud, 
Blusliing  \vith  Hght,  tliy  votary  shroud ; 
And,  on  tliose  wings  that  sparkling  play, 
"NVaft,  oh,  waft  rae  licnce  away ! 
Love !  my  soul  is  full  of  thee, 
Alive  to  all  tliy  luxury. 
But  she.  the  njTnph  for  whom  I  glow, 
The  pretty  Lesbian,  mocks  my  woe ; 
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Smiles  at  the  hoar  and  silver'd  hues 
Wliich  Time  upon  my  forehead  strews. 
Alas !  I  fear  she  keeps  her  charms, 
In  store  for  younger,  happier  arms ! 


ODE  LXXVII. 

Hither,  gentle  Muse  of  mhie, 
Come  and  teach  thy  votai-y  old 

Many  a  golden  hymn  divme, 
For  tlie  nymph  with  vest  of  gold. 

Pretty  njTuph,  of  tender  age, 
Fair  tliy  silky  locks  unl'old  ; 

Listen  to  a  hoary  sage, 

Sweetest  maid  with  vest  of  gold ! 


ODE  LXXVIII. 

Would  that  I  were  a  tuneful  lyre, 

Of  burnish' d  ivory  fail- ; 
Wliich,  in  tlie  Dionysian  choir. 

Some  blooming  boy  should  bear ! 

Would  that  I  were  a  golden  vase. 
And  then  some  nymph  should  hold 

My  spotless  frame,  with  bluslmig  gi'ace, 
Herself  as  piu-e  as  gold  ! 


ODE  LXXIX. 

When  Cupid  sees  my  beard  of  snow. 

Which  blancliing  Time  has  taught  to  flow. 

Upon  his  wing  of  golden  hght 

He  passes  witli  an  eaglet's  llight. 

And  Hitting  on  he  seems  to  say, 

"  Fai-e  tliee  well,  diou'st  had  tliy  day  ! ' 


Cupid,  whose  lamp  has  lent  the  ray, 
Wliich  hghteus  our  meandering  way ; 
Cupid,  within  my  bosom  stealing, 
Excites  a  sti-ange  and  mingled  feeling, 
Wliich  pleases,  tliough  severely  teasing, 
And  teases,  though  divinely  pleasing ! 
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Let  me  resign  a  wretched  breath, 
Since  now  remains  to  nie 

No  otlier  balm  tlian  kimlly  death 
To  sootlie  my  misery  1 


I  KNOW  thou  lov'st  a  bnmnung  measure,  * 

And  art  a  kindly,  cordial  host ; 
But  let  me  till  and  drink  at  plcasuro, 

Thus  I  enjoy  the  goblet  most 


I  FEAR  that  love  disturbs  my  rest, 
Yet  feel  not  love's  impassion'd  care ; 

I  tliink  there  's  madnet.s  in  in}'  breast, 
Yet  cannot  find  that  madness  tliere ! 


From  dread  Leucadia's  fro^vuing  steep, 
1 11  plunge  into  the  whitening  deep : 
And  tlicre  I'll  fl"at  to  waves  resigu'd, 
For  Love  iuto>dcate3  my  mind ! 


Mix  me,  child,  a  cup  divine, 
Crystal  water,  ruby  ^^ine : 
AVeave  the  frontlet,  ricldy  flushing, 
O'er  my  wintry,  temples  blusliing. 
Jlix  tlie  brimmer — Love  and  I 
SJiall  no  more  the  gauntlet  try. 
Here — upon  tliis  holy  bowl, 
I  Gimrender  all  my  sual ! 
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Epi?rani»i  of  the  Anlhologia,  there  are  some  panegryrics  on  Ana- 
I  liinl  traiislaled,  and  oriitinally  iiitendeij  as  a  kind  of  Coronis  to 


Among  the  Eji 

ercon,  wliicli  I  lunl  translalea,  and  onitinaliy 

the  work  i  but  I  found,  upon  coiisideralion,  ll:at  Uiey  wanted  variety— a  fre- 
quent recurrence  of  the  same  thouglit  within  the  Jimits  of  an  epitaph,' to  wliich 
tliey  are  confined,  would  render  a  collection  of  tliem  ratlior  uninteresting.  1 
Bhali  take  the  liberty,  however,  of  sulijoiiiin;.'  a  few,  that  I  may  not  appear  to 
have  totally  nciilected  those  ckL'ant  triliuics  to  the  ropulation  of  Anacreoii. 
The  four  epigrams  wliich  1  (,'ive  arc  imputed  to  Antipater  Sidonius.  They  are 
rendered,  perhaps,  with  too  much  freedom;  but  designing  a  translation  of  all 
that  arc  on  the  suliject,  I  imagined  it  w;is  necessary  to  enliven  their  uniformity 
by  sometimes  indulging  in  the  Lbeities  of  p  inphrase. 


Around  Uie  tomb,  0  Bard  divine ! 

^Vllere  soft  thy  hallow'd  brow  reposes, 
Long  may  tlic  deatUess  ivy  twine, 

And  summer  pour  her  waste  of  rosea  ! 

And  many  a  foimt  shall  tlicre  distil. 
And  many  a  rill  refresh  tlie  flowers ; 

But  wine  shall  gush  in  every  riU, 
And  every  fount  be  milky  showers. 

Tims,  shade  of  him,  whom  Nature  taught 
To  time  his  hTe  and  suul  to  pleasure, 

\Vlio  gave  to  love  liis  warmest  thought, 
Who  gave  to  love  his  fondest  measure ! 

Thus,  after  deatli,  if  spirits  feel, 

Thou  mayst,  from  odours  roimd  thee  streaming, 
A  pidse  of  past  enjoATiient  steal, 

And  live  again  in  bU.ssfui  dreaming ! 


Hkue  sleeps  Anacreon,  in  tliis  i\'ied  shade  ; 
Here  mute  in  death  the  Teian  swan  is  laid. 
Cold,  cold  the  heai't,  wliich  lived  but  to  respire 
^Ul  the  voluptuous  frenzy  of  desire ! 

And  yet,  0  Bard  !  tliou  art  not  mute  in  death 
Still,  still  we  catch  tlty  IjTe's  dehcious  breath 
And  still  tliy  songs  of  soft  BatliyUa  bloom, 
Green  as  the  ivy  roiuid  the  moiildering  tomb ! 

Nor  yet  has  death  obscured  thy  fire  of  love, 
Still,  still  it  lights  tliee  tlirough  th'  Elysian  grove , 
And  dreams  are  tliine,  that  bless  tli'  elect  alone, 
And  Venus  caUs  thee  even  in  death  her  own  I 
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0  STRANGER !  if  Anacreon's  shell 
Has  ever  tanglit  tliy  luart  to  swell 
"With  passion's  tJu-ob  or  pleasure's  oigh. 
In  pity  turn,  as  wandering  nigh, 
And  di-op  tliy  goLlet's  riclicst  tear 
In  exquisite  Ubation  here  ! 

So  shall  my  sleeping  ashes  thrill  4 

Witli  visions  of  enjoAincnt  still. 

1  cannot  even  in  death  resign 
The  festal  joys  tliat  once  were  mine, 
When  Harmony  pursued  my  ways, 
And  Bacchus  wanton'd  to  my  lays. 
Oh  !  if  dohght  could  cJiann  no  mora, 
If  all  tlie  goblet's  bhsa  were  o'er, 
When  fate  had  once  our  doom  decreed, 
Tlien  dying  would  be  death  indeed  ! 
Nor  could  I  tliink,  unblest  by  wine, 
Divinity  itself  divine ! 


At  length  tliy  golden  hours  have  wing'd  their  flight. 

And  drowsy  death  that  eyelid  stcepitli ; 
Tliy  hai-p,  that  whisper'd  tlirough  each  lingering  night, 

Now  mutely  in  oblivion  sleeiieth  ! 
She  too,  for  \\hom  that  harp  profusely  shed 

The  purest  nectar  of  its  numbers, 
She,  the  young  spring  of  thy  desires,  haa  fled, 

And  with  her  blest  Anacrcon  slumbers ! 
Farewell !  thou  hadst  a  pulse  for  every  dart 

That  Love  could  scatter  from  liis  quiver ; 
And  every  woman  found  in  thee  a  heart, 

Which  thou,  with  all  tliy  eoul,  didst  give  her  I 
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Ti.'ERE  is  very  little  Imowii  with  certainty  of  tlio  life  of 
Anacreon.  Chaniielcon  Ilcracleotes,  wlio  wrote  upon  the 
BuLject,  lias  been  lost  in  tlie  general  wTcck  of  ancient  lite- 
rature. Tlie  editors  of  tlie  poet  liave  collected  tlie  few 
tiifliiig  anecdotes  wliich  are  scattered  tlirough  the  extant 
autluns  uf  antiquity,  and  supplpng  the  deficiency  of  mate- 
riiils  by  fictions  of  tiieir  o\An  imagination,  they  have  ar- 
ranged, wliat  tliey  call,  a  life  of  Anacreon.  Tliese  specious 
fabrications  are  intended  to  indulge  that  interest  which  we 
natunilly  feci  in  the  biography  of  illustrious  men  ;  but  it  is 
rather  a  dangerous  kind  of  illusion,  as  it  confounds  the 
Ihnits  of  history  and  romance,  and  is  too  often  supported 
by  imfaithfid  citation. 

Our  poet  was  born  in  the  cily  of  Tcos,  in  the  delicious 
region  of  Ionia,  where  everything  respired  voluptuousness. 
The  time  of  his  birtli  appears  to  have  been  in  the  sixth 
century  before  Christ,  and  he  nourished  at  that  remarkable 
period,  when,  under  the  pohshed  tyrants  llij>parchus  and 
Polycrates,  Atliens  and  Samos  were  the  rivaJ  asyhmis  of 
genius.  The  name  of  his  father  is  doubtful,  and  therefore 
cannot  be  very  interesting.  His  family  was  perhaps  illus- 
trious ;  but  those  who  discover  in  Plato  tliat  he  was  a 
descendant  of  the  monarch  Codrus,  exhibit,  as  usual,  more 
zeal  than  accuracy. 

The  disposition  and  talents  of  Anacreon  recommended 
him  to  the  monarch  of  Samos,  and  he  M'as  formed  to  be 
tlie  friend  of  such  a  prince  as  Polycrates.  Susceptible 
only  to  the  pleasiircs,  he  felt  not  ilie  corruptions  of  tlie 
court;  and  while  Pytliagoras  fled  from  tlie  tyrant,  Ana- 
creon was  celebrating  liis  praises  on  the  l^'re.  We  are  told 
too  by  Waximus  T^tIus,  tliat  by  tlie  influence  of  liis  ama- 
tory songs  he  softened  the  mind  of  Polycrates  into  a  spirit 
of  benevolence  towai"^    >as  subjects. 

Hipparchus,  who  nov  maintained  at  Athens  the  power 
which  liis  father  Pisisti-atus  liad  usui^jed,  was  one  of  those 
elegant  princes  who  have  pohshed  tlie  fetters  of  tlieir  sub- 
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jccts.  He  was  Uie  nist.  acrortlin^  to  Plato,  who  edited  the 
poems  of  Homer,  and  commanded  tliem  to  be  sung  by  tlie 
rhapsodists  at  llie  celebration  of  the  Panatlienaia.  As  Ixia 
coiu't  was  the  galaxy  of  genius,  Anacreon  should  not  be 
absent.  Hipparchus  sent  a  barge  for  him ;  tlie  poet  era- 
braced  tlie  invitation,  and  the  muses  and  tlie  loves  ^'ere 
wafted  witli  him  to  Alliens. 

The  manner  of  Anacreon's  deatli  was  singular.  "We  are 
told  that  in  tlie  eighty-liftli  yetir  of  his  age  he  was  clioked 
by  a  grape-stone ;  and  however  we  may  smile  at  their  en- 
tliusiastic  pailiality,  who  pretend  that  it  was  a  peculiar  in- 
dulgence of  Heaven  which  stole  him  from  the  world  by 
tliis  easy  and  characteristic  death,  we  cannot  help  admiring 
that  liis'  fate  sliould  be  so  emblematic  of  liis  di.^position. 
CiT^liiis  C.'alcagninus  alludes  to  tliis  catastrophe  in  the 
follo\\ing  epitaph  on  our  poet : — 

Then,  hnllowM  Sage,  tliose  lips  which  pour'd  along 
The  sweetest  lapses  of  tlie  cvgiict's  song, 

A  prape  lias  closeil  for  ever  I 
Here  let  the  ivy  ki^s  the  poet's  tomb, 
Here  let  tlic  rose  he  loveii  with  Uiiirels  bloom, 

In  bands  that  ne'er  shall  sever! 
But  far  be  tliou,  oli !  far,  unlioly  vine, 
By  whom  the  favourite  minstrel  of  tlic  Nino 

Expired  his  rosy  breath; 
Thy  i;od  liimself  now  blushes  to  confess,  ' 

Unlioly  vine  !  he  fiela  be  loves  thee  less,  J 

Since  poor  Anacreun's  death  t  \ 

After  the  very  enthusiastic  eulogiuma  bestowed  by  the  j 

ancients  and  modems  upon  the  pooms  of  Anacreon,  we  j 

need  not  be  diffident  in  expressing  our  raptiu-es  at  their  ! 

beauty,  nor  hesitate  to  pronoimce  them  the  most  polished  j 

remains  of   antiquity.     They  are  all  beauty,  all  enchant-  ) 

ment.     He  steals  us  so  insensibly  along  with  liim,  that  we  ! 

sympathize   even   in  his  excesses.     In  his  amatory  od'ta  I 

tliere  is  a  delicacy  of  compliment  not  to  be  foimd  in  any 
other  ancient  poet.  Love  at  that  period  was  rather  an 
unrefined  emotion;  and  tlie  intercourse  of  tlie  sexes  was 
animated  more  by  passion  than  sentiment.     They  knew  \ 

not  tliose  little  tendernesses  wliich  fonn  the  spuitnal  part 
of  afleotion ;  their  expression  of  feeling  was  therefore  rude 
and  unvaried,  and  the  poetry  of  love  deprived  of  its  most 
captivating  graces.  Anacreon,  however,  attained  some 
ideas  of  tliis  gallantry;  and  tlie  same  delicacy  of  mind 
which  led  him  to  this  refinement,  prevented  him  from 
yielding  to  the  freedom  of  language,  which  has  sullied  the 
pages  of  all  the  other  poets.  His  descriptions  are  wainn ; 
but  the  warmtli  is  in  the  ideas,  not  the  words.     He  i« 
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aportive  without  being  wanton,  and  ardent  v/itliout  being 
licentious.  His  poetic  invention  is  most  brilliaiitly  dis- 
played in  tliose  allegorical  fictions,  whicli  so  many  have 
endeavoiu'cd  to  imitate,  becau.se  all  have  confessed  them  to 
be  inimitable.  Simplicity  is  the  distingiiishing  featiu'e  of 
these  odes,  and  they  interest  by  tlieir  innocence,  wliile 
they  fascinate  by  their  beauty;  they  ai-e,  indeed,  tiie  in- 
fants of  the  Muses,  and  may  be  said  to  hsp  in  nimibers. 

I  shall  not  be  accused  of  entliusiastic  ptu-tiahtj-  by  those 
who  have  read  and  felt  the  original ;  but  to  otliers  I  am 
conscious  that  tliis  should  not  be  the  lajiguage  of  a  trans- 
lator, wliose  faint  rellcction  of  those  beauties  can  but  little 
justuy  his  admiration  of  them. 

In  tlie  age  of  Anacreon  music  and  poeby  were  insepa- 
rable. These  Idudi-ed  tixlents  were  for  a  long  tunc  associated, 
and  the  poet  always  sung  his  own  compositions  to  tlie  lyre. 
It  is  probable  that  tliey  were  not  set  to  any  regular  air,  but 
rather  a  kind  of  musical  recitation,  wliich  was  varied  ac- 
cording to  tlie  fancy  and  feelings  of  the  moment.  The 
poems  of  Anacreon  were  simg  at  banquets  as  late  as  the 
time  of  Aulas  GeUius,  who  tells  us  that  he  heai'd  one  of 
the  odes  performed  at  a  buthday  entertainment. 

The  singular  beauty  of  our  poet's  style,  and  perhaps  the 
careless  facility  with  which  he  appears  to  have  trilled,  have 
induced,  as  I  remai-ked,  a  number  of  imitations.  Some 
have  succeeded  witli  wonderful  fehcity,  as  may  be  discerned 
in  tlie  few  odes  which  ai'e  attributed  to  \\Titers  of  a  later 
period.  But  none  of  his  emidators  have  been  so  dangerous 
to  liis  fiune  as  those  Greek  ecclesiastics  of  the  cai-ly  ages, 
who,  conscious  of  inferiority  to  theu*  prototj'pes,  detemiinod 
on  removing  the  possibility  of  compai'isou,  and,  under  a 
semblance  of  moral  zeal,  destt'o^'^ed  tlie  most  exquisite  ti'ca- 
sures  of  antiquity.  The  zcid  by  wliich  these  bishops  pro- 
fessed to  be  actuated,  gave  birth  more  innocently,  indeed, 
to  an  absui'd  species  of  parody,  as  repugnant  to  piety  as  it 
is  to  taste,  where  tlie  poet  of  voluptuousness  was  made  a 
preacher  of  the  gospel,  and  his  muse,  like  tlie  Venus  in 
armoiu-  at  Lacedaemon,  was  ai-rayed  in  all  the  severities  of 
priestly  instruction.  Such  was  the  "  xVnacreon  llecantatus," 
by  Cai'olus  de  Aquino,  a  Jesuit,  pubhshed  1701,  wliich 
consisted  of  a  series  of  pahnodos  to  the  several  songs  of  our 
poet.  Such  too  was  the  Cliiistian  Anacreon  of  Patiignanus, 
auotlier  Jesuit,  who  preposterously  ti'iinsferred  to  a  most 
sacred  subject  all  that  Anacreon  had  sung  to  festivity. 

^Ye  come  now  to  a  retrospect  of  the  editions  of  Anacreon 
To  Hemy  Stephen  we  are  indebted  for  having  first  re- 
coverp^  his  remains  from  tlie  obsctii-ity  in  which  they  had 
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reposed  for  so  many  ages.  He  foimcl  the  7(h  ode,  as  wo  are 
told,  on  the  cover  of  an  old  book,  and  coinmiiniciited  it  to 
Victorius.  who  mentions  tlie  circumstance  in  his  "  Various 
Readings."  Stephen  was  tlien  very  young ;  and  this  dis- 
covery was  considered  by  some  critics  of  tliat  day  as  a 
literary  imposition.  In  1551.  however,  he  gave  Anacreon 
to  tlie  world,  accompanied  w\i\\  annotations  and  a  Latin 
version  of  the  jjreater  pai't  of  the  odes.  The  learned  stiJl 
hesitated  to  receive  them  as  tlie  rehcs  of  tlie  Teian  bard, 
and  suspected  tliem  to  be  tlie  fabrication  of  some  monks  of 
the  sixteenth  century.  This  was  on  idea  from  wliich  the 
classic  muse  recoiled ;  and  the  Vatican  manuscript,  cou- 
Bulted  by  Soaliger  and  Salmasius,  conlirmed  tlie  antiquity 
of  most  of  the  poems.  A  very  inaccurate  copy  of  tlus  MS. 
was  tidien  by  Isaac  Vossius,  and  this  is  the  authority  which 
Barnes  has  followed  in  his  collation ;  accordingly  ho  mis- 
represents almost  as  often  as  he  quotes;  and  tlie  subsequent 
editors,  rel}'ing  upon  liim,  have  spoken  of  tlie  manuscript 
with  not  less  confidence  tlian  ignorance.  The  literary 
world  has  at  lengUi  lieen  gi'atiticd  with  tliis  curioua  memo- 
rial of  tlie  poet,  by  tlie  industry  of  tlio  Abbe  Spaletti,  who, 
in  l7Hl,  published  at  Rome  a  facsimile  of  the  pages  of 
the  Vatican  manuscript,  wliicli  contained  the  odes  of 
Anacreon. 

Monsieiu-  Gail  has  given  a  catalogue  of  all  the  editions 
and  translations  of  Anacreon.  I  find  their  niuuber  to  be 
nuich  gi-eater  than  Icoidd  possibly  have  had  an  opportunity 
of  consulting.  I  sliall  tlicrefore  content  myself  witli  enu- 
merating those  editions  only  which  I  have  been  able  to 
collect;  they  are  very  few,  but  I  believe  tliey  ai-e  tlio  most 
important. 

The  edition  by  Henry  Stephen,  lr.51,  at  Paris — the 
Latin  version  is  by  Colomcsius  attributed  to  John  Dorat. 

The  old  French  translations,  by  Ronsard  and  ReUoau — 
the  former  published  in  1555,  the  latter  in  1550.  It  ap- 
pears that  Henry  Stephen  communicated  his  manuscript  of 
Anacreon  to  Ronsai'd  before  he  published  it,  by  a  note  of 
Murelus  upon  one  of  the  soimeta  of  that  poet. 

The  edition  by  Le  Fevre.  IGOO. 

The  edition  by  Madame  Dacier,  IGOl,  with  a  prose  trans- 
lation. 

The  edition  by  Longepiei-re,  1084,  if'tli  a  translation  in 
verse. 

The  edition  by  Baxter,  London,  1G05. 

A  French  translation  by  La  Fosse,  1704, 

"  L'Histoire  des  Odes  d'iVnacreon,"  by  MaMsieur  Gajon : 
Uotterdam,  17 1». 
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A  translation  in  English  verse,  by  several  hands,  1713,  in 
which  tlie  odes  by  Cowley  are  inserted. 

The  edition  by  Barnes,  Loudon.  1721. 

Tiie  edition  by  Dr.  Trapp,  I7u3,  \,iLh  a  Latin  version  in 
elegiac  metro. 

A  translation  in  English  verse,  by  John  Addison,  173^. 

A  collection  of  Italian  translations  of  i\jiacreon,  pub- 
lished at  Venice,  173(J,  consisting  of  those  by  Corsuii, 
Rcguier,  Salvini,  Marchetti,  and  one  by  several  anonymous 
autliors. 

A  translation  in  English  verse,  by  Fawkes  and  Doctor 
Broome,  17G0. 

Another,  anonymous,  17G0. 

Tlie  edition  by  Spalotti,  at  Rome,  1781;  mtli  the  fac- 
simile of  tlio  Vatican  MS. 

Tlie  edition  by  Dcgen,  178(5,  who  published  also  a  Ger- 
man translation  of  Anacreon,  esteemed  the  best. 

A  translatii:)n  in  Eiighsh  verse,  by  Un^uhart,  1787. 

Tlie  edition  by  Citoyen  Gail,  at  Paris,  7th  year,  1799, 
witli  a  prose  b'ansiatiou. 
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JUVENILE  rOEMS. 


TO  JULIA. 

rtJ   AT.1.USI0N   TO   SOME   ll.I.IBEIUI.   CniTICI?MB 

Why,  let  the  stiuglcss  critic  cliiile 
With  all  that  fiune  of  vacant  inide 
Wliich  msmtles  o'er  tlic  pedaut  fool, 
Lilie  vapour  on  a  stajj^ant  pool ! 
Oh  !  if  tlie  song,  to  feeling  ti-ue, 
Can  jjloase  the  elect,  tlio  sacred  few, 
AVliose  souls,  by  Taste  and  Nature  taught, 
Tlirill  witli  tlie  genuine  pulse  of  tliought  — 
If  some  fond  feeling  maid  lilce  tliee, 
The  ■waiTU-eyed  child  of  S}nnpath3', 
Shall  say,  while  o"cr  my  simple  tlieme^ 
She  languishes  in  Passion's  dream, 
"  He  was,  indeed,  a  tender  soul — 
Ko  critic  law,  no  dull  conti-ol, 
Should  ever  £i-eeze,  by  timid  art, 
The  llowings  of  so  fond  a  hcoi't ! " 
Yes,  soul  of  Nature !  soul  of  Love ! 
That,  hovering  like  a  snow-wing'd  dovo, 
Breathed  o'er  my  cradle  warblirigs  wild. 
And  hail'd  me  Passion's  warmest  child! 
GriUit  me  the  tear  from  Beauty's  eye, 
From  Feehug's  breast  tlie  votive  sigh; 
Oh  !  let  my  song,  my  memorj',  find 
A  slirine  witliin  tlie  tender  mind; 
And  I  wiU  scorn  Uie  critic's  chide, 
And  I  wUl  scorn  the  fume  of  pride, 
^^']uch  mantles  o'er  the  pedant  fool. 
Like  vapour  on  a  stagnant  pool ! 

• 
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TO  A  LADY,  WITH  SOjME  MANUSCPJPT 
POEMS. 

ON   LEAVING    THE   COUNTHT. 

When,  casting  many  a  look  behind, 

I  leave  the  friends  I  clierish  here — 
Perchance  some  other  friends  to  find, 

But  surely  finding  none  so  dcai" — 
Haply  the  little  simple  page, 

"Which  votive  thus  I've  traced  for  thee. 
May  now  and  then  a  look  engage, 

And  steal  a  moment's  tliouglit  for  me. 
But,  oh !  in  pity  let  not  tliose 

"Whose  heaj-ts  are  not  of  gentle  mould, 
Let  not  the  eye  tliat  seldom  Hows 

With  feeling  tear,  ray  song  behold. 
For,  trust  me,  tliey  who  never  melt 

With  pity,  never  melt  with  love  ; 
And  they  will  fro\\Ti  at  all  I've  felt. 

And  all  my  losing  lays  reprove. 
But  if,  perhaps,  some  gentler  mind. 

Which  ratlier  loves  to  praise  than  blame, 
Should  in  my  page  an  interest  find, 

And  Unger  kindly  on  my  name ; 
!  Tell  Iiun, — or,  oh !  if,  gentler  still, 

I  By  female  lips  my  name  be  blest: 

All !  where  do  all  affections  thrill 
1  .  So  sweetly  as  in  woman's  breast  ?— 

Tell  her,  that  he  whose  loving  themes 

Her  eye  indulgent  wanders  o'er, 
Could  sometimes  walie  from  idle  dreams, 
*.  -^^  And  bolder  flights  of  fancy  soar ; 
!Pli.at  Gloiy  oft  would  claim  the  lay. 

And  Frii^ndship  oft  Ikis  numbers  move; 
But  wliisper  thep,  that,  "  sooth  to  say, 
His  sweetest  song  was  given  to  Lo\'e  !" 


TO  THE  LARGE  AND  BEAUTIFUL  MISS  — -— 

IS    ALLUSION   TO    SOME    PARTNERSHIP   IN    A   LOTTERY   SHARK. 

IMPKOMPTU. 

^— Ego  pars.—  Fi.'^. 

In  wedlock  a  species  of  lottery  lies. 

Where  in  blanks  and  in  prizes  we  deal ; 
But  how  comes  it  that  you,  such  a  capital  prize, 

^\iOM\^  so  \on<i\\2i\Q  remain d  in  the  wheel?  3 
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i  r  ever,  by  Fortune's  indulgent  decree, 

To  me  sucli  a  ticket  slioiUd  roll, 
A  sixteenth,  Heaven  knows  !  were  sufficient  for  nii ; 


I  For  what  could  I  do  witli  tlie  uhole  f 


INCONSTANCY. 

And  do  I  then  wonder  that  Julia  deceives  me, 
AVlion  surely  tliere's  notliLng  in  nature  more  common  ? 

Slie  vows  to  be  true,  and  while  vowing  she  leaven  me — 
But  could  I  expect  any  more  from  a  woman  ? 

0  woman !  your  heart  is  a  pitiful  treasure  ; 

And  Mahomet's  docb-ine  was  not  too  severe, 
When  he  llionght  you  were  ouly  materiiils  of  pleasure, 

Ajid  reason  and  thinking  were  out  of  your  sphere. 

rSy  your  heart,  when  tlie  fond  sighing  lover  can  win  it, 
He  thinks  lliat  an  age  of  anxiety  's  paid ; 

But,  oh  !  while  he  s  blest,  let  liim  die  on  tlie  minute — 
If  he  live  but  a  daij,  he'U  be  surely  betray 'd. 


IMITATION  OF  CATULLUS.' 

TO   HIMSELF. 
Miser  Catiille,  desinas  ineptire,  &€• 

Cease  the  sighing  fool  to  play ; 
Cease  to  trifle  life  away  ; 
Nor  vainly  tliink  those  joys  thine  own, 
■\Vhich  all,  alas  !  have  falsely  flo\ATi ! 
"Wliat  hours,  Catiillus,  once  were  tliiiie! 
How  fairly  seem'd  thy  day  to  sliine, 
"When  lightly  tliou  didst  fly  to  meet 
The  girl,  who  smiled  so  rosy  swoct — 
The  girl  tliou  lov'dst  with  fonder  pain 
Than  e'er  thy  heai't  can  feel  again  ! 
Yuu  met — your  souls  seem'd  all  in  one — 
Swoct  little  sports  were  said  and  done — 
Tliy  heart  was  wann  enough  for  botli, 
Ami  hers,  indeed,  was  notliing  loatli. 
Such  were  the  hours  that  once  were  tliine. 
But,  all !  Uiose  hours  no  longer  sliine  ! 

'  Few  pp'its  knew  Letter  than  Catuliua  vrliat  a  French  writer  c»l!»— 

la  dclicafesse 
L'un  vo'uplucux  acniinient; 

»wt  liif.  Da»s"-ns  tpn  ofifu  obscure''  his  imagination. — Ed. 
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For  now  the  nymph  delights  no  more 
In  what  she  loved  so  cleax  before ; 
And  all  Catullus  now  can  do, 
Is  to  be  proud  and  frigid  too ; 
Nor  follow  where  the  wanton  flics, 
Nor  sue  the  bhss  that  she  denies. 
False  maid  !  he  bids  farewell  to  tliee, 
To  love,  and  all  love's  misery. 
The  hey-day  of  liis  heart  is  o'er. 
Nor  -ndll  he  coui-t  one  favour  more  ; 
But  soon  he'U  see  thee  droop  thy  head, 
Doom'd  to  a  lone  and  loveless  bed, 
When  none  wall  seek  the  happy  night, 
Or  come  to  traffic  in  deUght ! 
Fly,  pequred  girl ! — but  wliither  fly  ? 
Who  now  will  praise  thy  cheek  and  eye  ? 
Who  now  will  di'inlc  the  sj'ren  tone, 
Whicli  teUs  liim  tliou  art  all  his  own  ? 
■N\nio  now  wiU  court  tliy  wild  delights, 
Thy  honey  kiss,  and  turtle  bites  ? 
Oh  !  none. — iVnd  he  who  loved  before 
Can  never,  never  love  tliee  more ! 
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TO  JULIA. 

TnouGii  Fate,  my  girl,  may  bid  us  part, 
Oui'  souls  it  cannot,  shall  not  sever; 

The  heart  mtH  seek  its  kindred  heart. 
And  cling  to  it  as  close  as  ever. 

But  must  we,  must  we  part  indeed  ? 

Is  aU  our  dream  of  rapture  over  ? 
And  does  not  Jidia's  bosom  bleed 

To  leave  so  dear,  so  fond  a  lover  ? 

Does  she  too  mourn? — Perhaps  she  may; 

Perhaps  she  weeps  our  bUsses  fleeting : 
But  why  is  JuUa's  eye  so  gay. 

If  Julia's  heart  like  mine  is  beating  ? 

I  oft  have  loved  tlie  brUliant  glow 

Of  raptiure  in  her  blue  e^'e  streamuig — ■ 

But  can  the  bosom  bleed  with  woe. 
While  joy  is  in.  the  glances  beaming  ? 

No,  no ! — Yet,  love,  I  will  not  chide. 

Although  yom'  heart  ucre  fond  of  ro'vdng ; 

Nor  that,  nor  all  the  world  beside. 
Could  keep  yoiu*  faithful  boy  from  loving. 
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You'll  soon  bo  distant  from  his  e^'e,  j 

And,  with  yon,  all  that 's  wortJi  possessing  \ 

Oh  !  tlion  it  will  be  sw"»^t  to  die, 

When  life  has  lost  its  only  blessing !  : 


NATURE' S  LABELS. 

A   FHAOMENT. 

In  7a in  we  fondly  strive  to  trace 

Tiie  soul's  rofiootion  in  the  face; 

In  vain  wc  dwell  on  lines  and  crosses, 

Crooked  moutli,  or  short  proboscis ; 

Boobies  have  look'd  as  wise  and  bright 

As  Plato  or  the  Stagirite : 

And  man}'  a  cape  and  Icanied  slaiU 

Has  peep'd  thr(m,':;h  windows  dark  and  dull .' 

Since  then,  thouf^di  art  do  nil  it  can, 

We  ne'er  can  reach  the  inward  man, 

Nor  inward  woman,  from  without, 

(Though,  ma'am,  you  smile,  ns  if  in  doubt,) 

[  think  't\vere  well  if  Nature  could 

(And  Nature  could,  if  Natiu-e  would) 

Some  pretty  short  descriptions  •UTite, 

In  tablets  large,  in  black  and  white, 

Wliich  she  might  hang  about  our  throttles, 

Like  labels  upon  physic-bottles. 

There  we  might  read  of  alJ — But  stay — 

As  learned  dialectics  say. 

The  argument  most  apt  and  ample 

For  common  use,  is  the  example. 

For  instance,  tlien,  if  Natui-e's  care 

Had  not  airanged  tliose  traits  so  fail", 

Wiiich  speak  llie  soul  of  Lucy  L-nd-n, 

Tim  is  tlie  label  she'd  have  pinn'd  on. 

LABEL   FIRST. 

W^ithin  this  vase  tliere  lies  enshrined 

The  purest,  brightest  gem  of  mind ! 

Though  Feeling's  hand  ma}'  sometimes  throw 

Upon  its  charms  the  shade  of  woe. 

The  lustre  of  tlie  gem,  when  veil'd. 

Shall  be  but  mellow'd,  not  conceal'd. 


Now,  sirs,  imagine,  if  you're  able. 

That  Natm-e  wrote  a  second  label. 

They're  her  o^^-n  words — at  least  suppose  30— 

And  boldly  pin  it  on  Pomi)OSO. 


^ 
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LABEI,   SECOND. 

When  I  composed  llie  fustian  brain 
Of  this  redonbted  Captain  Vain, 
I  liad  at  hand  but  few  ingi-edients, 
And  so  was  forced  to  use  expedients. 
I  put  therein  some  small  discerning, 
A  gi-ain  of  sense,  a  grain  of  learning ; 
And  when  I  saw  the  void  behhid, 
I  fiU'd  it  up  -with — frotli  and  ^^^nd ! 
***** 
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TO  MRS.  M- 


SwEKT  lady !  look  not  thus  again: 
TJiose  little  pouting  smiles  recall 

A  maid  remember'd  now  vA\\\  pain, 
"Who  was  my  love,  my  life,  my  all ! 

Oh !  while  this  heart  delirious  took 
Sweet  poison  from  her  thrilling  eye, 

Thus  would  she  pout,  and  lisp,  and  look, 
And  I  would  hear,  and  gaze,  and  sigh ! 

Yes,  I  did  love  her — madly  love — 
She  was  the  sweetest,  best  deceiver ! 

And  oft  she  swore  she'd  never  rove  ! 
And  I  was  destined  to  beheve  her ! 

Then,  lady,  do  not  wear  the  smile 

Of  her  wliose  smile  could  thus  betray. 

Alas  !  I  tliink  tlie  lovely  wile 

Again  might  steal  my  heart  away. 

And  when  the  spell  that  stole  my  mind 
On  lips  so  pm-e  as  tlsine  I  see, 

I  fear  tlie  heart  which  she  resign'd 
Will  err  again,  and  ily  to  thee ! 


TO  JULIA. 

Mock  me  no  more  vA'dx  Love's  beguiling  dream, 
A  dream,  I  find,  illusoiy  as  sweet : 

Oiiti  smile  of  fi-iendsliip,  nay,  of  cold  esteem. 
Is  dearer  far  than  passion's  bland  deceit ! 

I've  heard  you  oft  eternal  truth  declare ; 

Your  heart  was  only  mine,  I  once  believed. 
Ah !  shall  I  say  that  all  j'our  vows  were  air ! 

And  must  I  say,  my  hopes  were  all  deceived  ? 
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Vow,  then,  no  longer  Uiat  our  souls  are  twined, 
That  all  our  joys  ai*e  felt  witli  mutual  zeal: 

Julia !  'tis  pit}',  pity  makes  you  kind ; 

You  know  I  love,  and  you  would  seem  to  feel. 

But  shall  I  swl  go  revel  in  tliose  arma 
On  bliss  in  wliich  allectiou  takes  no  part? 

No,  no  !  farewell !  you  give  me  but  your  charnia, 
"When  I  had  fondly  thought  you  gave  your  heart  I 
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TO  ROSA. 

Does  tlie  harp  of  Rosa  slumber  ? 
Once  it  brcatlied  the  sweetest  number  ! 
Never  does  a  wilder  song 
Steal  tlie  breezy  lyre  along, 
When  tlie  wind,  in  odours  dj'ing, 
Wooes  it  with  enamom-'d  sigliing. 

Does  the  harp  of  Rosa  cease? 
Once  it  told  a  tale  of  peace 
To  her  lover's  tlu'obbuig  breast — 
Then  he  was  divinely  blest ! 
Ah  !  but  Rosa  loves  no  more, 
Therefore  Rosa's  song  is  o'er; 
And  licr  liarp  neglected  Uos ; 
And  her  boy  forgotten  sighs. 
Silent  hai-p — forgotten  lover — 
Rosa's  love  and  song  are  over  I 


SYMPATHY. 

TO    JULIA. 
— —  sine  me  sit  nulla  y^nMA.—Sulfic'xei. 

Onn  hearts,  my  love,  were  doom'd  to  ba 
The  genuine  twins  of  SjTnpathy : 

They  live  with  one  sensation : 
In  joy  or  grief,  but  most  in  love, 
Our  heart-strings  musically  move. 

And  tlu-ill  witli  like  vibration. 

ITow  often  have  I  heard  tliee  say, 
Thy  vital  pidse  shall  cease  to  play 

^\1len  mine  no  more  is  moving ! 
Since,  now,  to  feel  a  joy  alone 
Were  worse  to  thee  than  feeling  none : 

Such  sympathy  in  loving  1 
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And,  oil !  liow  often  in  those  eyes, 
Which  melting  bcani'cl,  like  azure  skies 

In  dewj'  vernal  weathsr  — 
How  often  have  I  raptured  vloA 
The  bm-ning  glance,  that  siler.t  aaid, 

"Now,  love,  we  feel  together!" 


TO  JULIA. 

I  SAW  the  peasant's  hand  unkind 
From  yonder  oak  the  ivy  sever; 

They  scem'd  in  very  being  tmncd  ; 
Yet  now  the  oak  is  fresh  as  ever. 

Not  so  the  ■nddowM  ivy  shines : 
Torn  from  its  dear  and  only  stay, 

In  drooping  widowhood  it  pmes, 
And  scatters  all  its  blooms  away ! 

Thus,  Jidia,  did  our  hearts  entuine, 
Tin  Fate  distuvb'd  their  tender  ties: 

Tlius  gay  indifference  blooms  in  thine, 
^Ylule  mine,  deserted,  droops  and  dies  I 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LADY. 

Sweet  spirit !  if  tliy  airy  sleep 

Nor  sees  my  tears,  nor  hears  my  sighs, 

Oh  !  I  ^^ill  weep,  in  luxury  weep, 

TiU  the  last  heart's-di-op  fills  mine  eyes. 

But  if  tliy  sainted  soul  can  feel. 

And  mingles  in  our  misery ; 
Then,  tlien,  my  breaking  heart  I'll  seal — 

Thou  shalt  not  hear  one  sigh  from  me  1 

Tlie  beam  of  mom  was  on  the  stream, 
But  sullen  clouds  tlic  day  deform  : 

Thou  wert,  indeed,  that  morning  beam, 
And  death,  alas  !  that  sullen  storm. 

Thou  wert  not  form'd  for  h\'ing  here, 
For  thou  wert  kindi'ed  with  the  sky ; 

Yet,  yet  we  held  tliee  all  so  dear, 

We  thought  thou  wert  not  form'd  to  die  1 
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V>'RI'^TK.N  IN  TIIE  BLANK  LEAF 
•  V.   \  lady's  common-place  book. 

Herk  is  one  leaf  reserved  for  rae, 
From  all  thy  sweet  memorials  free ; 
And  liere  my  simple  song  might  tell 
Tlie  feelings  thou  must  guess  so  -welL 
But  could  I  thus,  within  thy  mind, 
One  little  vacant  coi-ner  find, 
"Where  no  impression  yet  is  seen, 
"Wliere  no  memorial  yet  has  been. 
Oh  !  it  sliould  be  my  sweetest  care 
To  urite  my  name  for  ever  there! 


TO  BOS  A. 

Lfkk  who  tnists  to  summer  sides, 
And  puts  his  little  bark  to  sea, 

Is  he  wlio,  lured  by  smiling  eyes, 
Consigns  his  simple  heart  to  theo. 

For  fiolde  is  tlie  summer  wind, 
And  sadly  may  the  bark  be  tost ; 

For  thou  art  sure  to  cliange  thy  mind, 
And  then  tlie  ^\Tetched  heart  is  lost  1 


TO  BOSA. 

On  !  why  should  the  girl  of  my  soul  be  in  tears 

At  a  meeting  of  rapture  like  tliis, 
When  the  glooms  of  Llie  past  and  the  soitow  of  year* 

Have  been  paid  by  a  moment  of  bliss  ? 

Are  they  shed  for  tliat  moment  of  blissful  delight, 

"Wliich  dwells  on  iicr  memory  yet  ? 
Do  they  flow,  lilie  the  dews  of  tli^e  amorous  night, 

From  the  warmth  of  the  sun  tliat  has  set '? 

Oh !  sweet  is  the  tear  on  that  Inngtiishing  smile, 

That  smile,  wliich  is  loveliest  then ; 
And  if  such  are  tlie  drops  that  delight  can  beguile, 

Thou  shalt  weep  tliem  again  and  again ! 
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EONDEAU. 

"  Good  night !  good  night  1 " — And  is  it  su  ? 

And  must  I  from  my  Rosa  go  ? 

O  Kosa  !  say  "  Good  night ! "  once  more, 

And  I'll  repeat  it  o'er  and  o'er, 

Till  the  first  glance  of  dawning  light 

Shall  lind  us  saying,  still,  "  Good  night!" 

And  still  "  Good  night,"  my  Rosa  say — 

But  wliisper  stiU,  "  A  minute  stay ; " 

And  I  wiU  stay,  and  every  minute 

Shall  liave  an  age  of  rapture  in  it. 

We'U  kiss  and  kiss  in  quick  delight. 

And  mm-niur,  wlule  we  kiss,  "  Good  night !" 

"  Good  night ! "  you'll  murmur  -nith  a  sigh, 

And  teU  me  it  is  time  to  fly : 

And  I  will  vow  to  kiss  no  more. 

Yet  kiss  you  closer  than  heforo  ; 

TlU  slmnber  seal  our  we:xiy  sight — 

And  then,  my  love  !  my  soul !  "  Good  night !" 
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TO  ROSA. 

WRITTEN    CUiUNG   ILLNESS. 

TiiK  wisest  soul,  by  anguish  torn. 

Will  soon  unlearn  the  lore  it  know ; 
And  when  the  shrining  casket's  worn 

The  gem  witliin  will  tarnish  too. 
But  love's  an  essence  of  the  soul. 

Which  sinks  not  with  this  chain  of  clay; 
Which  throbs  beyond  the  chill  control 

Of  witherhig  pain  or  pale  decay. 
And  surely,  when  the  touch  of  Death 

Dissolves  the  spirit's  mortal  tics, 
Love  still  attends  the  soaring  breath, 

And  makes  it  purer  for  the  skies  ! 
O  Rosa !  when,  to  seek  its  sphere. 

My  soul  shall  leave  this  orb  of  men. 
That  love  it  found  so  blissful  here 

Shall  be  its  best  of  blisses  then  I 
And,  as  in  fabled  dreams  of  old. 

Some  au-y  genius,  child  of  time, 
I'resided  o'er  each  star  that  roll'd. 

And  track'd  it  through  its  path  sublime 
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So  tliou,  fair  i:)lanet,  not  uuled, 
!Shalt  Uirough  tliy  mortal  orlit  Btray  , 

Tliy  lover's  shade,  diviuely  wed, 

Sliall  lioger  round  tliy  wandering  way. 

Let  other  spirits  range  tlie  sky, 
And  brighten  in  tlie  solar  gem; 

I'll  bask  beneath  that  lucid  eye, 
Nor  envj'  worlds  of  suns  to  tliem ! 

And,  oh  !  if  airy  shapes  ma}'  steal 
To  mingle  ^\'itll  a  mortal  frame. 

Then,  tlien,  my  love  ! — but  drop  the  veil ; 
Hide,  liide  from  Heaven  tlie  luiholy  llane 

No !  when  that  lieart  sliall  cease  to  beat. 
And  wlicn  tliat  breatli  at  length  is  free; 

Then,  llosa,  soul  to  soul  we'll  meet, 
And  mingle  to  eternity ! 


ANACREONTIQUE. 

'^—  in  lachrynoi  vcrtcrat  oninc  mcruni— Tii.  lib.  i.  cleg.  6. 

PuKss  the  grape,  and  lot  it  pour 
Around  the  board  its  purple  shower ; 
And  wliile  tlie  di-ops  my  goblet  steep, 
I'll  tliink — in  uoe  tlie  clusters  weep, 

"NVeep  on,  weep  on,  my  pouting  vine ! 
Heaven  gi-ant  no  tears,  but  tears  of  wine. 
A\'ocp  ou  ;  and,  as  thy  sorrows  How, 
111  taste  the  luxury  of  uoe! 


ANACREONTIQUE, 

-      Fni END  of  my  soul!  tliis  goblet  sip, 
'Twill  chase  that  pensive  tear ; 
Tis  not  so  sweet  as  woman's  Up, 
But.  oh  !  'tis  more  sincere. 
Lilce  her  delusive  beam, 

'Twill  steal  away  tliy  mind : 
But,  like  Affection's  dream. 
It  leaves  no  sting  behind ! 

Come,  twine  the  wTeath,  thy  brows  to  shade ; 

These  flow'rs  were  cull'd  at  noon  ; — 
Like  woman's  love  the  rose  wiU  fud% 

But,  ah !  not  half  so  soon ! 

*^ ^4; 
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For  though  the  flower 's  decay'd. 
Its  fragi'ance  is  not  o'er  ; 

But  once  when  love  's  beti'ay'd, 
The  heart  can  bloom  no  more ! 
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CHARITY. 

"  Neither  do  1  coaJemn  thee ;  go,  and  sin  no  more  1 " 

SI.  John,  cliap.  tiii 

0  WOMAN  !  if  by  smiple  wile 

Thy  soul  has  stray'd  from  honour's  track, 
'Tis  mercy  only  can  beguile, 

By  gentle  ■si'^iys,  the  wanderer  back. 

The  stain  that  on  thy  virtue  lies, 

"NVash'd  by  thy  tears,  may  yet  decay, 

As  clouds  that  sully  morning  skies 
May  all  be  wept  in  showers  away. 

Go,  go — be  innocent,  and  live — 

The  tongues  of  men  maj'  wound  thee  soro ; 
But  Heaven  in  pity  can  forgive. 

And  bids  tlice  "  go,  and  siu  no  more !" 


-LOTE,  AND  MARRIAGE. 

Eque  brevi  verbo  ferre  pereiine  malum. 

Scfiiiidtis, 

Stilt,  the  question  I  must  pany, 
Still  a  wayward  truant  prove  : 

"Where  I  love,  I  must  not  marry ; 
"Where  I  marry,  cannot  love. 

Were  she  fairest  of  creation. 
With  the  least  presummg  mind : 

Learned  without  affectation ; 
Not  deceitful,  yet  relined  ; 

Wise  enough,  but  never  rigid ; 

Ga_y,  but  not  too  lightly  free ; 
Chaste  as  snow,  and  yet  not  frigid; 

Wann,  yet  satisfied  with  me : 

Were  she  all  tliis  ten  times  over, 
All  tliat  Heaven  to  eaith  allows, 

I  should  be  too  much  her  lover 
Ever  to  become  her  spouse. 

Love  will  never  bear  enslaving ; 

Siunmtv?  gannents  suit  liim  best ; 
Bliss  itself  is  not,  worth  having, 

If  we're  by  compulsion  blest. 
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TO  MISS . 


OH    HER  ASKINO   IHE  AUTHOR   WHY   SHE   HAT)   SLEEPLESS 

NIGHTS. 

I'll  ask  tlie  sylph  who  round  thee  flies, 
And  in  tliy  breatli  his  pinion  dips, 

Who  suns  him  in  tliy  hiccut  ej'es, 
And  faints  upon  tliy  sigliiug  hp3 : 

I'll  ask  hira  where 's  tlie  veil  of  sloop 
'J'hat  used  to  shade  thy  looks  of  hght ; 

And  why  tliose  eyes  tlicLr  vigU  kt-cp, 
When  other  suns  are  sunk  in  night. 

And  I  will  say — her  angel  breast 

lias  never  tlirobb'd  witli  guilty  sting, 

Her  bosom  is  the  sweetest  nest 
Where  Slumber  could  repose  his  whig  I 

And  I  will  say — her  cheeks  of  flame, 
"Which  glow  Idve  roses  in  the  sun. 

Have  never  felt  a  blush  of  shame, 
Except  for  what  her  eyes  have  done  I 

Then  tell  me,  why,  thou  cliild  of  air  ! 

Does  slmnber  from  her  eyelids  rove? 
What  is  her  heart's  inipassion'd  care  ? — 

tcrhaps,  0  sylph!  perhaps  'tis  lovei 


NONSENSE. 

Good  reader !  if  you  e'er  have  seen, 

^^^len  Phoebus  hastens  to  liis  pillow, 
The  memiaids,  with  their  tresses  gi-uen, 

D'Oncing  upon  tlie  western  billow : 
If  you  have  seen,  at  twihght  dim. 
When  the  lone  spirit's  vesper  hj-mn 

Floats  wild  along  tlie  winding  shore : 
If  you  have  seen,  tkrough  mist  of  eve, 
The  fahy  train  tlioir  ringlets  weave, 
Glancmg  along  the  spangled  green : — 

If  you  have  seen  all  tiiis,  and  more, 
God  bless  me  !  what  a  deal  you'va  seea  1 
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TO  JULIA. 

ON   HEB  BERTH-DAY. 

When  Time  was  entwining  tlie  garland  of  years, 
Which  to  croA\Ti  my  beloved  was  given, 

Though  some  of  the  leaves  might  be  sullied  with  tears 
Yet  the  flowers  were  all  gather'd  in  heaven ! 

And  long  may  tlois  gai-land  be  sweet  to  the  eye, 

May  its  verdure  for  ever  be  new ! 
Young  Love  shall  em-ich  it  vA\l\  many  a  sigh, 

And  Pity  shall  nurse  it  with  dew ! 


TO  ROSA. 

A  far  conserra,  e  cumulo  d'amanti.— Pa»^  Fii, 

And  are  you  then  a  thing  of  art, 
Seducing  aU,  and  loving  none  ; 

And  have  I  sti-ove  to  gain  a  heai-t 

Which  every  coxcomb  tliinlcs  his  own? 

And  do  you,  like  tlie  dotard's  fire, 
Wh'ch,  powerless  of  enjoying  any, 

Feeds  its  abortive  sick  desii'o, 
By  ti  ifling  impotent  ■nith  many  ? 

Do  you  .hus  seek  to  fliii  a  number, 
And  tl  rough  a  round  of  danglers  run, 

Because  5  our  heart's  insipid  slumber 
Could  nover  wake  to  fed  for  one^ 

Tell  me  at  once  if  this  be  true, 

And  I  shall  calm  my  jealous  breast ; 

Shall  leam  to  join  the  dangling  crew. 
And  share  your  simpers  ^vitl^  the  rest 

But  if  your  heai't  be  not  so  fi'ee, — 
Oh  !  if  another  shai-e  that  heart, 

TeU  not  the  damning  tale  to  me, 
But  mingle  mercy  ^^ith  your  art. 

I'd  rather  think  you  black  as  hell. 
Than  find  you  to  be  all  di\ine, 

And  know  that  heai't  could  love  so  well. 
Yet  know  that  heai-t  would  not  be  mine  I 
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THE  SURPRISE. 

Chlotiis,  1  swear,  by  all  I  ever  swore, 
That  from  tliis  lioiir  I  shall  not  love  tliee  more. — 
*'  "NMiat !  love  no  more  ?  Oh  !  why  this  alter'd  vow  ?" 
Because  I  cannot  love  thee  more — tlian  nov; ! 


TO  MRS. 


,W   HER   BEAUTIFUL   TIUN8LATI0N    OF  VOITURE's    KISS 

Mun  ani:  sur  niou  Itvre  6ti)it  tors  tout  euHtre, 
i'uur  Bavourer  le  miel  qui  sur  la  votre  6toit ; 

Mais  eii  mc  retirant,  elle  rrsla  dcrriire, 
Tante  de  cc  doux  plaisir  I'umorcc  I'aiTestoit.— Fei/. 

How  heavenly  was  the  poet's  doom 
To  breatlie  liis  spirit  tlirou;,'h  a  kiss ; 

And  lose  ^\'ithin  so  sweet  a  tomb 
The  trembling  messenger  of  bliss ! 

And,  ah  !  his  soul  retum'd  to  feel 

That  it  (iijdin  could  ravish'd  be  ; 
For  in  tlie  kiss  that  tliou  didst  steal, 

His  life  and  soul  have  fled  to  thee ! 


TO  A  LADY,  ON  HER  SINGING. 

Thy  song  has  taught  my  l^eart  to  feel 

Those  soothing  thoughts  of  heavenly  love 

Wliich  o'er  the  sainted  spiiits  steal 
"When  listening  to  the  spheres  above  1 

Wlien,  tired  of  life  and  misery, 

I  wish  to  sigh  my  latest  breath, 
O  Enmia  !  I  •nill  fly  to  thee, 

And  tliou  shalt  sing  me  into  death  f 

And  if  along  thy  lip  and  cheek 

That  smile  of  heavenly  softness  play, 
Wliich, — all !  forgive  a  mind  that  s  weak, — 

So  oft  has  stolen  my  mind  away  ; 

Thou'lt  seem  an  angel  of  the  sky. 

That  comes  to  cliann  me  into  bliss . 
I'U  gaze  and  die- -Who  would  not  die. 

If  death  were  half  so  sweet  as  tliis  ? 

*^ ^ ^ 
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A  DREAM. 

I  THOUGHT  this  heart  consiiming  lay 
On  Cupid's  bmiiing  shiine  : 

I  tliought  he  stole  Uiy  heai't  away, 
And  placed  it  near  to  mine. 

I  saw  thy  heart  begin  to  melt, 

Lilce  ice  before  the  sun  ; 
Till  both  a  glow  congenial  felt, 

And  mingled  into  one ! 


67 


WRITTEN  IN  A  COMMON-PLACE  BOOK, 

CALLED    "the    BOOK   OF   FOLUES  I " 

I*  which  every  one  that  opened  it  should  contrihute  sometliiDg. 

TO   THE    BOOK   OF   FOLLIES. 

This  tribute  's  from  a  \^Tetched  elf, 
Wlio  hails  thee,  emblem  of  himself! 
The  book  of  life,  which  I  have  traced, 
Has  been,  like  tliee,  a  motley  waste 
Of  foUies  scxibbled  o'er  and  o'er, 
One  folly  bringing  hundreds  more. 
Some  have  indeed  been  \mt  so  neat. 
In  characters  so  fair,  so  sweet, 
That  those  who  judge  not  too  severely. 
Have  said  they  loved  such  fuUies  dearly  I 
Yet  stiU,  0  book  !  the  allusion  stands ; 
For  these  were  penn'd  hj  female  handa: 
The  rest, — alas  !  I  o\\-n  the  ti-uth, — 
Have  all  been  sciibbled  so  imcouth, 
That  Prudence,  witli  a  witliering  look. 
Disdainful  ilings  away  tlie  book. 
Like  tliine,  its  pages  here  and  there 
Have  oft  been  staiu'd  A\ith  blots  of  care ; 
And  sometimes  hours  of  peace,  I  own. 
Upon  some  fairer  leaves  have  sho^vn, 
Wliite  as  the  snowings  of  that  heaven 
By  wliich  those  hours  of  peace  were  givan 
But  now  no  longer — such,  oh  !  suv-h 
The  blast  of  Disappointment's  touch  ! — 
No  longer  now  those  hours  appear ; 
Each  leaf  is  sullied  by  a  tear : 
Blank,  blank,  is  every  page  with  care, 
Not  e'en  a  foUy  brightens  there. 
WiU  they  yet  brighten  ? — Never,  never ! 
Then  shut  tlie  book,  0  God !  for  ever  1 


■^ 


><') 


♦- 


•!• 


K 

68  JUVENILE  POEMS. 

THE  TEAR. 

On  beds  of  snow  the  moonbeam  slept, 

And  chilly  was  the  midni<,'lit  gloom, 
^Vllen  by  the  damp  gi-ave  Ellen  wept — 

Sweet  maid !  it  was  her  Lindoi's  tomb ! 
A  wai-m  tear  frnsli'd,  the  wintry  air 

Congeal'd  it  as  it  llow'd  away : 
All  night  it  lay  an  ice-dn)p  tliere, 

At  morn  it  glitter'd  in  tlie  ray  ! 

An  angel,  wandering  from  her  sphere, 

\Vlio  saw  tliis  briglit.  tlds  fi'ozcn  gem. 
To  dew-eyed  I'ity  brought  the  tear, 

And  hmig  it  on  her  diadem ! 
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TO  JULIA,  WEEPING. 

On  !  it  your  tears  are  given  to  care. 

If  reaJ  woe  distmhs  your  peace, 
Come  to  my  besom,  weeping  fail* ! 

And  I  will  bid  your  weeping  cease. 
But  if  ^\'itll  Fancy's  vision'd  fears, 

Witli  dreams  of  woe  yom-  bosom  tlirill. 
You  look  so  lovely  in  j-our  tears. 

That  1  must  bid  you  drop  them  still  1 


SONG. 

IcLkvb.  you  not  seen  the  timid  tear 

Steal  ti-embling  from  mine  eye? 
Have  you  not  mai-k'd  the  flush"  of  fear, 

Or  caught  the  raunnur'd  sigh  ? 
And  can  you  tliink  my  love  is  cliill, 

Nor  fix'd  on  you  alone  ? 
And  can  you  rend,  by  doubting  still, 

A  heart  so  much  }our  o^^^l ? 

To  you  my  souls  affoctions  move 

Devoutly,  wanuly  true ; 
My  life  has  been  a  task  of  love. 

One  long,  long  thought  of  j'ou. 
If  all  yom-  tender  faith  is  o'er, 

]f  still  my  trutli  you'll  tiy ; 
Alas !  I  know  but  one  proof  more, — 

I'll  bless  your  name,  and  die  I 
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THE  SHIELD. 

Oh  !  did  you  not  hear  a  voice  of  death  ? 

And  did  j^ou  not  mark  the  paly  form 
Which  rode  on  the  silver  mist  of  tlie  heath, 

And  sung  a  ghostly  dkge  in  the  storm '? 

Was  it  a  wailing  bu*d  cf  the  gloom, 

Wliich  sludeks  on  the  house  of  woe  all  night  * 

Or  a  shiveriag  fiend  that  flew  to  a  tomb, 
To  howl  and  to  feed  till  tlie  glance  of  light  ? 

'Twas  not  the  death-bird's  cry  ft-ora  the  wood. 
Nor  shiveiing  fiend  that  hung  in  the  blast; 

'Twas  the  sliade  of  Helderic — mau  of  blood — 
It  screams  for  the  gmlt  of  days  that  ai-e  past ! 

See  !  how  the  red,  red  hghtning  strays, 
And  scares  the  gliding  ghosts  of  tlie  heath  ! 

Now  on  the  leafless  yew  it  plays, 
Where  hangs  the  sliield  of  tliis  son  of  death ! 

That  shield  is  blusliing  witli  murderous  stains  ; 

Long  has  it  hung  from  the  cold  yew's  spray ; 
It  is  blown  by  storms  and  A\'ash'd  by  rains, 

But  neither  can  take  the  blood  away  ! 

Oft  by  that  yew,  on  the  blasted  field. 

Demons  dance  to  the  red  moon's  light ; 
While  the  damp  boughs  creak,  and  tlie  swinging  shield 

Singe  to  the  raving  spirit  of  night ! 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS, 

SUPPOSED   TO   BE   WRITTEN    BY   JULIA,    ON    THE    DEATH    Of 
HER   BROTHER. 

Though  soitow  long  has  worn  my  heai-t ; 

Though  every  day  I've  coimted  o'er 
Has  brought  a  new  and  quickemng  smaii; 

To  wounds  that  ranlded  fresh  before ; 

Though  in  my  earhest  life  bereft 

Of  nianj'^  a  link  by  nature  tied ; 
Though  hope  deceived,  and  pleasure  left ; 

Though  Mends  betray'd.  and  foes  behed ; 
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I  still  had  hopes — for  hope  will  staj 

After  the  sunset  of  delitjht ; 
So  hke  tlie  star  which  ushers  day, 

We  scarce  can  think  it  heralds  night ! 
I  hoped  that,  after  all  its  stiife, 

My  weary  heai't  at  lengUi  should  rest. 
And.  fainting  from  tlie  waves  of  life. 

Find  hai-bour  in  a  brother's  breast. 
That  brother's  breast  was  warm  mtli  truth 

Was  bright  with  liononr's  purest  ray; 
He  was  the  deaicst,  gentlest  youth— 

Oil !  wliy  tlien  was  ho  torn  away  ? 

He  sliould  have  stay'd,  have  lingor'd  here. 

To  calna  his  Julia's  every  woe ; 
He  should  have  chased  each  bitter  tear. 

iVnd  not  have  caused  tliose  tears  to  fi'ow. 
We  saw  liis  youtliful  soul  expand 
«rJ",  '^^"'^"^^  of  genius,  nm-sed  by  taste  ; 
While  Science,  with  a  fostering  hand, 

Upon  liis  brow  her  chaplct  placed.' 
We  saw  liis  gradual  opening  mind 

Enrich'd  by  all  the  graces  dear ; 
Enhghten'd,  social,  and  refined, 

In  friendsliip  fh-m,  in  love  sincere. 
Such  was  tlie  youtli  we  loved  so  well  • 

Such  were  the  hopes  tliat  fate  denied— 
We  loved,  but,  ah  !  we  could  not  tell 

How  deep,  how  dearly,  till  he  died  ! 
Close  as  the  fondest  links  coidd  strain, 

Twined  with  my  verv  lieai-t  he  grew ; 
And  by  that  fate  which  brealcs  the  chaia, 

The  heart  is  ahnost  broken  too  ! 


A  NIGHT  THOUGHT. 

How  oft  a  cloud,  with  envious  veU, 
Obscures  yon  basliful  light, 

Which  seems  so  modestly  to  steal 
Along  the  waste  of  night ! 

Tis  tlius  the  world's  obtrusive  wrongs 

Obscui-e  with  malice  keen 
Some  timid  heart,  wliich  only  longs 

To  hve  and  die  unseen ! 
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ELEGIAC  STANZAS. 

Sic  juvat  perire. 

When  wearied  wretches  sink  to  sleep, 
How  heavenly  soft  tlieir  sliunbers  lie ! 

How  sweet  is  death  to  those  who  weep, 
To  those  who  weep  and  long  to  die ! 

Saw  you  the  soft  and  grassy  bed, 

Where  flow'rets  dock  tlie  green  earth's  breaat? 
'Tis  there  I  ^vish  to  lay  my  head, 

'Tis  there  I  wish  to  sleep  at  rest ! 

Oh  !  1st  not  tears  embahn  ray  tomb, 
None  but  the  dews  by  ttt-ilight  given  I 

Oh !  let  not  sighs  disturb  tlic  gloom, 
None  but  the  whispering  winds  of  heaven  1 


THE  KISS. 

Grow  to  ray  lip,  thou  sacred  kiss, 
On  wliich  my  soul's  beloved  swore 
That  there  should  come  a  time  of  bliss. 
When  she  woidd  mock  my  hopes  no  more ; 
And  fancy  shall  thy  glow  renew. 
In  sighs  at  morn,  and  di'eams  at  night. 
And  none  shall  steal  thy  holy  dew 
i  .  Till  thou'rt  absolved  by  rapture's  rite, 

j  Sweet  hom-s  that  are  to  make  mc  blest, 

\  Oh !  fly,  like  breezes,  to  the  goal, 

I  And  let  ray  love,  my  more  than  soiJ, 

Come  panting  to  this  fever'd  breast ; 
And  wlule  in  every  glance  I  drink 
The  rich  o'erlIo^^ings  of  her  mind. 
Oh !  let  her  all  impassion'd  sinli, 
In  sweet  abandonment  resign'd, 
Blusliing  for  all  oiu-  struggles  past, 
And  mui-mm-ing,  "  I  am  thine  at  lastl" 


TO , 

With  all  my  soid,  then,  let  us  part. 
Since  both  are  anxious  to  be  free , 

And  I  will  send  you  home  yom*  heavt,. 
If  you  will  send  back  mine  to  me. 
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We've  had  some  happy  hours  together, 
But  joy  must  often  cliange  its  wing ; 

And  sj)ring  would  be  but  gloomy  weather, 
If  we  had  notJiing  else  but  spring. 

'Tis  not  tliat  I  expect  to  find 
A  more  devoted,  fond,  and  true  one, 

With  rosier  cheek  or  sweeter  mind — 
Enough  for  me  that  she 's  a  new  one. 

Thus  let  us  leave  tlie  bower  of  love. 
Where  we  have  loiter'd  long  in  bliss ; 

And  you  may  do\vn  that  pathway  rove, 
While  I  shall  take  my  way  through  this 

Our  hearts  have  suffer'd  little  hai'm 
In  tliis  short  fever  of  desire ; 

You  have  not  lost  a  single  chann. 
Nor  I  one  spark  of  feeling  lire. 

My  kisses  have  not  stain'd  the  rose 
AVhich  Nature  hung  upon  your  hp ; 

And  still  your  sigh  -n-itli  nectar  flows 
For  many  a  raptured  soul  to  sip. 

Farewell !  and  when  some  oOier  fair 
Shall  call  youi-  wanderer  to  her  ai'ms, 

'Twill  be  my  luxury  to  compai'e 
Her  spells  witli  your  remember'd  chancs 

"  This  cheek,"  I'll  say.  "  is  not  so  bright 
As  one  that  used  to  meet  my  Idss ; 

Tills  eye  has  not  such  liquid  Mght 
As  one  that  used  to  talk  of  bliss ! " 

Farewell !  and  when  some  future  lover 
Shall  claim  tlie  heart  which  I  resign, 

And  in  exulting  jovs  discover 
All  tlie  charms  that  once  were  mine ; 

I  thinli  I  should  be  sweetly  blest, 

If ,  in  a  soft  imperfect  sigh, 
You'd  say,  while  to  his  bosom  prest, 

He  loves  not  half  so  well  as  I ! 


'•4-* 


:i 


A  REFLECTION  AT  SEA. 

See  how,  beneath  the  moonbeam's  smil«, 
Yon  Uttle  billow  heaves  its  breast, 

And  foams  and  sparkles  for  a  while. 
And  miu'mui-ing  then  subsides  to  rest 
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Thus  man,  tlie  sport  of  bliss  and  care, 

Rises  on  Time's  eventful  sea , 
And,  ha\-ing  swell'd  a  moment  there, 

Thus  melts  into  eternity! 


I  A  CHALLENGE. 


Come,  tell  me  where  the  maid  is  found, 
i  ^^^lose  heart  can  love  -without  deceit, 

I  And  I  -ivill  range  the  world  ai-ound, 

[  To  sigh  one  moment  at  her  feet. 

I  Oh !  tell  me  where  's  her  sainted  home, 

<  "\Miat  air  receives  her  blessed  sigh, 

I  A  pilgrimage  of  years  I'll  roam 

I  To  catch  one  sparkle  of  her  eye ! 

3  And  if  her  cheek  be  rosy  bright, 

'  "While  ti'uth  witliin  her  bosom  lies, 

!!  I'll  gaze  upon  her  mom  and  night, 

j  Till  my  heai't  leave  me  tln-ough  my  eyea  1 

I  Show  me  on  earth  a  thing  so  rare, 

I'll  o\Mi  all  miracles  ai-e  ti'ue ; 
To  make  one  maid  sincere  and  fair, 
Oh !  'tis  the  utmost  Heaven  can  do ! 


SONG. 


If  I  swear  by  that  eye,  you'll  allow  ? 

Its  look  is  so  sliifting  and  new,  i 

That  the  oath  I  might  talie  on  it  now,  ' 

The  very  next  glance  would  iindo !  ; 

Those  babies  that  nestle  so  sly,  | 

Such  diflerent  aiTOws  have  got,  | 

That  an  oath  on  the  glance  of  an  eye  \ 

Such  as  yom's,  m-ay  be  off  in  a  shot !  | 

Should  I  swear  by  tlie  dew  on  youi-  lip,  [ 

Though  each  moment  the  treasui-e  renews,  ! 

If  my  constancy  mshes  to  trip,  I 

I  may  kiss  off  the  oath  when  I  choose !  { 

Or  a  sigh  may  disperse  fi-om  that  flower  I 

The  dew  and  the  oath  that  are  tlierel  t 

And  I'd  make  a  new  vow  every  hour,  ■ 

To  lose  them  so  sweetly  in  air  t  ? 
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But  clear  up  tliat  heaven  of  your  brow, 
Nor  ftincy  ray  faith  is  a  feather  ; 

On  ray  heart  I  mil  pledge  you  my  vow, 
And  tliey  both  must  be  broken  together  I 
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TO 


Remember  him  thou  leav'st  behind, 
Whose  heart  is  warmly  bound  to  thee, 

Close  as  the  tenderest  links  can  bind 
A  lieart  as  warm  as  heai't  can  be. 

Oh  !  I  had  long  in  freedom  roved. 

Though  many  scem'd  my  soul  to  share ; 

'Twas  passion  when  I  tliought  I  loved, 
'Twas  fancy  when  I  thought  them  fair. 

E'en  she,  my  muse's  eai'ly  theme, 
Bt'guilod  me  only  while  she  warm'd  ; 

'Twas  yoimg  Desii-e  that  fed  tlie  dream. 
And  reason  broke  what  passion  form'd 

But  thou — ah  !  better  had  it  been 
If  I  had  still  in  freedom  roved. 

If  I  had  ne'er  thy  beauties  seen, 
For  then  I  never  should  have  loved  ! 

Then  all  the  pain  wliich  lovers  feel 
Had  never  to  my  heart  been  known ; 

But,  ah  !  the  joys  wliich  lovers  steal, 
Should  they  have  ever  been  my  own  ? 

Oh !  trust  me,  when  I  swear  tliee  tliis, 
Dearest !  the  pain  of  loving  tlice. 

The  very  pain,  is  sweeter  bliss 
Than  passion's  wildest  ecstasy ! 

That  httle  cage  I  would  not  p|art. 
In  wliich  my  "soul  is  prison'd  now, 

For  tlie  most  light  and  ringed  heart 
That  wantons  on  tlie  passing  vow. 

StiU,  my  beloved !  still  keep  in  mind, 
However  far  removed  from  me. 

That  tliere  is  one  tliou  leav'st  behind, 
\Yhose  heai-t  respii-es  for  only  thee ! 

And  though  ungenial  ties  have  boimd 
Thy  fate  imto  another's  care ; 

That  "arm,  which  clasps  thy  bijsom  round,. 
Caimot  confine  the  heart  that 's  there. 


<y> 


*^ 


JUVENILE  POEMS.  ?S 

No,  no  !  that  heai't  is  only  mine 

By  ties  all  other  ties  above, 
For  I  have  wed  it  at  a  sluine 

"Where  we  have  had  no  priest  but  Love  I 


SONG. 
Fly  from  the  world,  O  Bessy !  to  me, 

Thou'lt  never  find  any  sincerer  ; 
I'U  give  up  the  world,  0  Bessy !  for  thee, 

I  can  never  meet  any  tliat  's  deai'er ! 
Then  teU  me  no  mors,  with  a  tear  and  a  sigh. 

That  our  loves  wall  be  ccnsm-ed  by  many  ; 
All,  all  have  their  follies,  and  who  will  deny 

That  om*s  is  the  sweetest  of  any? 

When  your  lip  has  met  mine,  in  abandonment  swae^ 

Have  we  felt  as  if  virtue  forbid  it  ? — 
Have  we  felt  as  if  Heaven  denied  them  to  meet  ?— 

No,  rather  'twas  Heaven  that  did  it ! 
So  innocent,  love,  is  the  pleasure  we  sip, 

So  little  of  giiilt  is  there  in  it, 
That  I  wish  all  my  errors  were  lodged  on  your  lip, 

And  I'd  kiss  them  away  in  a  minute  I 

Then  come  to  your  lover,  oh !  fly  to  his  shed, 

From  a  world  wliich  I  know  thou  despisest ; 
And  sliunber  will  hover  as  hght  on  om-  bed. 

As  e'er  on  tlie  couch  of  tlie  wisest ! 
And  when  o'er  our  pillow  tlie  tempest  is  driven. 

And  thou,  pretty  innocent,  feai-est, 
I'll  tell  thee,  it  is  not  the  chiding  of  Heaven, 

'Tis  only  our  lullaby,  dearest ! 

And,  oh  !  when  we  lie  on  our  death-bed,  my  lovG, 

Looldng  back  on  tlu;  scene  of  our  errors, 
A  sigh  from  my  Bessy  shall  plead  then  above, 

And  Death  be  disai-m'd  of  liis  terrors ! 
And  each  to  the  other  embracing  wdU  say, 

"  Farewell !  let  us  hope  we're  forgiven  ! " 
Thy  last  fading  glance  ^vill  illumine  tlie  way, 

And  a  kiss  be  our  passport  to  heaven ! 


SONG. 
Think  on  that  look  of  humid  ray, 

Wliich  for  a  moment  luix'd  with  mise,. 
And  for  that  moment  seem'd  to  say, 

"  I  dare  not,  or  I  would  be  thine ! " 
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Tliink,  think  ol  every  smile  and  glance, 
On  all  tliou  hast  to  charm  and  move , 

And  tlien  forgive  my  bosom's  trance, 
And  tell  me  'tis  not  sin  to  love  ! 

Oh  !  not  to  love  thee  were  tlie  sin  ; 

For  sure,  if  Heaven's  decrees  be  done. 
Thou,  thou  art  destined  still  to  \\xa. 

As  I  was  destined  to  be  won  ! 


THE  CATALOGUE. 

"  Come,  tell  me,"  s.ays  Rosa,  as,  Idssing  and  kiss'd. 

One  day  she  reclined  on  my  breast ; 
"  Come,  tell  me  tlie  number,  repeat  me  tlie  list 

Of  tlie  njTuphs  you  have  loved  and  cai-ess'd." 
0  Hosa !  'twas  only  my  fancy  that  roved, 

My  heart  at  the  moment  was  free  ; 
Eat  I'll  tell  tliee,  my  gii-1.  how  many  I've  loved, 

And  the  nimaber  shall  fnusli  wiUi  thee ! 

My  tutor  was  Kitty  ;  in  infant  y  wild 
She  taught  me  tlie  way  to  be  blest ; 
She  taught  me  to  love  her,  I  loved  like  a  child, 
But  Ivitty  could  fancy  the  rest. 
\  Tliis  lesson  of  dear  and  eni-apturing  lore, 

I  I  have  never  forgot,  I  allow ; 

I  I  have  had  it  hj  rote  very  often  before, 

J  But  never  by  heart  imtil  now ! 

I  Pretty  ^Nlai'tlia  was  next,  and  my  soul  was  all  flamo. 

i  But  my  head  was  so  full  of  romance, 

;  That  I  fancied  her  into  some  cliivahy  dame, 

\  And  I  was  her  knight  of  tlie  lance  ! 

[  But  Mai-tlia  was  not  of  tliis  fanciful  school, 

And  she  laugh'd  at  her  poor  little  knight ; 
"While  I  thought  her  a  goddess,  she  thought  me  a  fool. 

And  I'll  swear  she  was  most  in  the  right. 
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My  soul  was  now  calm,  till,  by  Cloris's  looks, 

Again  I  was  tempted  to  rove  ; 
But  Oloris,  I  found,  was  so  learned  in  books. 

That  she  gave  me  more  logic  than  love  ! 
So  I  left  tliis  young  Sappho,  and  hasten'd  to  fly 

To  those  sweeter  logicians  in  bUss, 
Wlio  ai-gue  the  point  witli  a  soul-telling  eye. 

And  couviuce  us  at  once  with  a  kiss ! 
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Oh  !  Susan  was  then  all  the  world  unto  me, 

But  Susan  was  piously  given ; 
And  tlie  worst  of  it  was,  we  could  never  agi'ee 

On  the  road  that  was  shortest  to  heaven  ! 
"  O  Susan  ! "  I've  said,  in  the  moments  of  mulh, 

"  What 's  devotion  to  thee  or  to  me  ? 
I  devoutly  believe  there 's  a  heaven  on  eai-th, 

And  believe  tliat  that  heaven 's  in  thee!" 
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Where  is  tlie  nj-mph,  whose  azure  eye 
Can  shine  t]u-ough  rapture's  tear  ! 

The  sun  has  sunk,  the  moon  is  high. 
And  yet  she  comes  not  here ! 

Was  that  her  footstep  on  tlie  liill — 
Her  voice  upon  tlie  gale  ? — 

No,  'tsvas  tlie  ■v\ind,  and  all  is  still, 
O  maid  of  Mai-hvale  ! 

Come  to  me,  love,  I've  wander'd  far,  ' 
'Tis  past  tlie  promised  hour ; 

Come  to  me,  love,  tlie  t\vilight  star 
Shall  guide  thee  to  my  bower. 
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When  Time,  who  steals  our  years  away, 
Shall  steal  oui"  pleasures  too, 

The  memory  of  the  past  will  stay. 
And  half  our  joys  renew. 

Then,  Chloe,  when  thy  beauty's  flower 

Shall  feel  tlie  wdntry  aii% 
Remembrance  ■\\'ill  recall  the  hour 

When  thou  alone  wert  fair ! 

Then  talk  no  more  of  future  gloom ; 

Our  joys  shall  always  last; 
For  hope  shall  brighten  days  to  come, 

And  memory  gild  the  past ! 

Come,  Chloe,  fill  the  genial  bowl, 

I  diink  to  Love  and  thee  : 
Thou  never  canst  decay  in  soul, 

Thou'lt  still  be  young  for  me. 
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And  as  thy  lips  tlic  tear-drop  chase 
"Wliich  on  my  cheek  tliey  find. 

So  hope  shall  steal  away  the  trace 
Wliioh  sorrow  leaves  beliind ! 

Tlien  fill  the  howl — away  witli  gloom ! 

Our  joys  shall  always  last; 
For  hope  shiill  brif:;hton  days  to  come. 

And  memory  gild  tlie  past ! 

But  mark,  at  tliought  of  future  years 
^\^^en  love  sliall  lose  its  soul, 

My  Chloe  drops  her  timid  tears. 
They  mingle  with  my  bowl ! 

How  like  tliis  bowl  of  wine,  my  fair. 

Our  loving  liJ'c  shall  lleet ; 
Thougli  tears  may  sometimes  mingle  thtr*. 

The  di-aught  will  still  be  sweet ! 

Then  fill  the  bowl — away  widi  gloom ! 

Our  joys  shall  always  last ; 
For  hope  ■nill  brighten  days  to  come. 

And  memorj'  gild  tlio  past ! 
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THE  SHRINE. 

TO . 

My  fates  had  destined  me  to  rove 
A  long,  long  pilgi-imago  of  love ; 
And  many  an  alcar  on  my  way 
Has  lured  my  pious  steps  to  stay ; 
For,  if  the  saint  was  young  and  fair, 
I  turn'd  and  sung  my  vespers  there. 
Tliis,  fi'om  a  youtliful  pilgiim's  fire. 
Is  what  youi-  pretty  saints  requii-e : 
To  pass,  nor  tell  a  single  bead, 
"With  them  would  be  jirofane  indeed ! 
But  tiTist  me,  all  tliis  young  devotion 
Was  but  to  keep  my  zeal  in  motion  ; 
And,  every  humbler  altar  past, 
I  now  have  reach'd  the  shrine  at  last ! 


REUBEN  AND  ROSE. 

A   TALE    OF   ROMANCE. 

The  darkness  which  hung  upon  WUlumberg's  walls 
Has  long  been  remember'd  Anlh  awe  and  dismay  . 

For  years  not  a  sunbeam  had  play'd  in  its  halls, 
And  it  sccm'd  as  shut  out  from  tlxe  regions  of  day ; 
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Thougli  the  valleys  were  briglitend  by  many  a  beam, 
Yet  none  could  the  woods  of  tlie  castle  illume ; 

And  tlie  lightning,  wliich  flash'd  on  the  neighbouriug  stream, 
Flew  back,  as  if  fearing  to  enter  the  gloom ! 

"  Oh  I  when  shall  tliis  honible  darkness  disperse  ?" 
Said  Willumberg's  lord  to  the  seer  of  the  cave ; — 

"  It  can  never  dispel,"  said  the  ^vizard  of  verse, 

"  Till  the  blight  star  of  claivalry  's  sunk  in  the  wa'we  ! " 

And  who  was  the  bright  star  of  cliivalry  then  ? 

Who  could  be  but  Reuben,  tlie  flower  of  the  age  ? 
For  Reuben  was  first  in  tlie  combat  of  men. 

Though  Youth  had  scai'ce  ^ratten  his  name  on  her  page 

For  Willumberg's  daughter  his  bosom  had  beat. 
For  Rose,  who  was  bright  as  the  spii-it  of  da^vn, 

When  with  wand  di'opping  diamonds,  and  silvery  feci.. 
It  walks  o'er  tlie  flowers  of  the  mountain  and  lawTi ! 

Must  Rose,  then,  from  Reuben  so  fatally  sever  ? 

Sad,  sad  were  the  words  of  tlie  man  in  the  cave, 
That  dai-kness  should  cover  the  castle  for  ever, 

Or  Reuben  be  simk  in  tlie  merciless  wave ! 

She  flew  to  tlie  wizard — "  And  tell  me,  oh  tell ! 

Shall  my  Reuben  no  more  be  restored  to  my  eyes  ?  "— 
"  Yes,  yes, — when  a  spirit  shall  toll  the  great  bull 

Of  the  mouldering  abbey,  your  Reuben  shall  rise ! " 

Twice,  thiice  lie  repeated,  "  Your  Reuben  shall  rise ! " 
And  Rose  felt  a  moment's  release  fi-om  her  pain ; 

She  ■\\iped,  while  she  hsten'd,  tlie  tears  fi'om  her  ej^ess. 
And  she  hoped  she  might  yet  see  her  hero  again ! 

Her  hero  could  smile  at  the  terrors  of  death, 

When  he  felt  that  he  died  for  tlie  ske  of  his  Ros8 ; 

To  the  Oder  he  flew,  and  there  plunging  beneath. 
In  the  lapse  of  the  billows  soon  found  his  repose. — 

How  strangely  tlie  order  of  destiny  falls ! — 

Not  long  in  tlie  waters  the  warrior  lay. 
When  a  sunbeam  was  seen  to  glance  over  the  walla, 

And  the  castle  of  Willumbeig  bask'd  in  the  ray  ! 

All,  all  but  the  soul  of  the  maid  was  in  light. 
There  soitow  and  terror  lay  gloomy  and  blank : 

Two  days  did  she  wander,  and  all  the  long  night, 
In  quest  of  her  love,  on  the  wide  river's  bank. 
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Oft,  oft  did  she  pause  for  the  toll  of  the  bell, 

AuJ  slie  hoard  but  tlie  breiitliings  of  uight  in  the  air; 
Long,  long  did  she  gaze  on  the  watery  swell. 

And  she  saw  but  tlie  foam  of  tlie  wliite  billow  tliere. 
And  often  as  midnight  its  veil  would  imdraw, 

And  she  look'd  at  tlie  light  of  tlie  moon  in  tlie  sti-eam, 
Slie  thought  'twas  liis  helmet  of  silver  she  saw, 

As  the  cmi  of  the  surge  glitter'd  liigh  in  the  beam. 

And  now  tlie  tliii-d  night  was  begemming  tlie  sky, 

Poor  Rose  on  the  cold  dewy  margent  reclined, 
Tlicre  wept  till  tlie  tear  almost  froze  in  her  eye, 

^\^len, — hark ! — 'twas  tlie  beU  that  came  deep  in  tlie  wind  I 

She  startled,  and  saw,  through  the  glimmering  shade, 

A  form  o'er  the  waters  in  majesty  ghde  ; 
She  knew  'twas  her  love,  though  liis  cheek  was  decay'd, 

And  liis  helmet  of  silver  was  wash'd  by  tlie  tide. 

Was  this  what  the  seer  of  the  cave  had  foretold  ? — 
Dim,  dim  tlirough  tlie  phantom  the  moon  shot  a  gleam ; 

'Twas  Reuben,  but  ah  !  he  was  deatlily  and  cold, 
And  fleeted  away  like  tlie  spell  of  a  dream  ! 

Twice,  tlirice  did  he  rise,  and  as  often  she  thought 
From  the  banlc  to  embrace  him,  but  never,  ah  !  never  I 

Then  springing  beneath,  at  a  billow  she  caught, 
And  sunk  to  repose  on  its  bosom  for  ever ! 


THE  RING.' 

A   TALE. 
Annulus  ille  viri.— Orii.  Amor.  lib.  ii.  eleg.  15. 

The  happy  day  at  lengtli  arrived 

"SVhen  Rupert  was  to  wed 
The  fairest  maid  in  Saxony, 

And  take  her  to  Ids  bed. 

As  soon  as  morn  was  in  tlie  sky, 

The  feast  and  sports  began ; 
The  men  admired  tlie  happy  maid. 

The  maids  the  happy  man. 

>  1  should  be  sorry  to  think  that  Mr.  Moore  had  any  serious  intention*  of 
friglitening  the  nursery  by  this  story:  I  ratlier  liope— though  the  manner  of  it 
leads  me  to  doubt— that  bis  design  was  tp  ridicule  tliat  distempered  taste 
which  prefers  those  monsters  of  the  fancy  to  the  "speciosa  mirucuia"  of  true' 
poetic  imagination. 

I  find,  by  a  note  in  the  manuscript,  that  he  met  with  this  story  in  a  German 
author— Fromman  upon  Fascination,  Book  i,:.  part.  vi.  chap.  18.  On  consult- 
ing the  work,  I  perceive  that  Fromman  quotes  it  from  Bcluacensig,  amon* 
many  other  stories  equally  diabolical  aud  interesting.— Ec. 
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THE  RING. 

<•  Upon  its  marble  finger  then 
He  tried  the  ring  to  fit."— P.  81, 
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In  many  a  sweet  device  of  mirth 

The  day  was  pass'd  along  ; 
And  some  the  feady  dauce  amxised, 

And  some  the  dulcet  song. 

The  younger  maids  with  Isahel 
Disported  tlirough  the  bowers, 

And  deck'd  her  robe,  and  crowu'd  her  head 
With  motley  bridal  tiowera 

The  matrons  all  in  rich  attu-e, 

Within  the  castle  walls. 
Sat  Usteniiig  to  tlie  choral  strains 

That  echo'd  through  the  haUs. 

Yoimg  Rupert  and  his  friends  repair'd 

Unto  a  spacious  court, 
To  strilce  the  boimding  tennis-ball 

In  feat  and  manly  sport. 

The  bridegroom  on  his  finger  had 

The  wedding-ring  so  bright, 
Which  was  to  grace  the  hly  hand 

Of  Isabel  that  night. 

And  fearing  he  might  break  tlic  gem, 

Or  lose  it  ui  tlie  play, 
He  look'd  aromid  the  com't,  to  see 

Where  he  the  ring  might  lay. 

Now  in  the  court  a  statue  stood, 
Wliich  there  full  long  had  been ; 

It  was  a  Heathen  goddess,  or 
Perhaps  a  Heathen  queen. 

Upon  its  marble  fmger  then 

He  tried  the  ring  to  fit : 
And,  tliuildng  it  was  safest  there. 

Thereon  he  fasten'd  it. 

And  now  the  tennis  sports  went  on, 

Till  they  were  wearied  all. 
And  messengers  announced  to  them  • 

Their  dinner  in  the  hall. 

Yoimg  Rupert  for  liis  weddmg-iing 

Unto  the  statue  went ; 
But,  oh  !  how  was  lie  shock'd  to  find 

The  marble  finger  bent ! 
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The  liand  was  closed  upon  tlie  ring 
"NVilli  lirm  and  miglily  clusp  ; 

In  vain  lie  tiied,  and  U-ied,  and  tried, 
He  could  not  loose  tlie  gi'asp ! 

How  sore  siu-prisod  was  Rupert's  mind, — 
As  well  Ids  mind  might  be  ; 

"  I'll  come,"  quotli  he,  "  at  night  again, 
When  none  ai-e  here  to  see." 

lie  Avent  mito  the  feast,  and  much 

He  thought  ujjon  liis  ring; 
And  nuuh  he  wonder'd  what  could  mean 

So  very  strange  a  thing ! 

The  feast  was  o'er,  and  to  tlie  court 

He  wont  wiUiout  delay. 
Resolved  to  hrealt  tlie  marble  hand, 

And  force  tlie  ring  away  ! 

But  miuk  a  stranger  wonder  sUll — 
The  ring  was  tliure  no  more ; 

Yet  was  tlie  marble  hand  luigi-asp'd, 
And  open  as  before  ! 

He  search'd  tlie  base,  and  all  the  court, 

And  notliing  could  he  iind. 
But  to  tlie  castle  did  return 

Witli  sore  bewilder'd  mind. 

Witliin  he  found  tliem  all  in  mirth, 

The  night  in  dancing  flew ; 
The  youth  anotlier  ring  procured, 

And  none  the  adventui-e  knew. 

And  now  tlie  priest  has  join'd  tlieir  hands, 
The  horns  of  love  advance  ! 

Rupert  almost  forgets  to  tliink 
Upon  the  morn's  mischance. 

WiOiin  the  bed  fair  Isabel 
In  blusliing  sweetness  lay, 
.    Like  flowers,  half-open'd  by  the  da^fn, 
And  waiting  for  the  day. 

And  Rupert,  by  her  lovely  side, 

In  Toutliful  beauty  glows, 
Like  I-hcfibus,  when  he  bends  to  cas* 

His  beams  upon  a  rose ! 
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And  here  my  song  should  leave  them  both, 

Nor  let  tlie  rest  be  told 
But  for  the  horrid,  horrid  tale 

It  yet  has  to  luifold ! 

Soon  Rupert,  'twdxt  his  bride  and  him, 

A  death-cold  carcass  found; 
He  saw  it  not,  but  tliought  he  felt 

Its  arms  embrace  bim  round. 

He  started  up,  and  then  retiuTx'd, 

But  foimd  tlie  phantom  still ; 
In  vain  he  shi'uuk,  it  chpp'd  him  round, 

With  damp  and  deadly  cliill ! 

And  when  he  bent,  the  earthy  lips 

A  kiss  of  horror  gave ; 
Twas  like  the  smell  from  charnel  vaults, 

Or  from  tlie  mouldering  OTave  ! 


-■o  O' 


Ill-fated  Piupert,  wild  and  loud 

Thou  criedst  to  thy  wife, 
"  Oh !  save  me  from  tliis  horrid  fiond. 

My  Isabel !  my  life  ! " 

But  Isabel  had  notliing  seen, 

She  look'd  ai"ound  ui  vain ; 
And  much  she  mourn'd  the  mad  conceit 

That  rack'd  her  Rupert's  brain. 

At  length  from  tliis  invisible 
These  words  to  Rupert  came  ; 

(O  God !  while  he  did  hear  the  words, 
^Vllat  terrors  shook  his  frame  !) 

"Ilusbaud!  liusband  !  I've  the  ling 

Thou  gav'st  to-day  to  me ; 
And  thou'rt  to  me  for  ever  wed, 

As  I  am  wed  to  thee  ! " 

And  all  the  night  the  demon  lay 

Cold-chilling  by  his  side, 
And  sh-ain'd  Imn  -witli  such  deadly  grasj\. 

He  thought  he  should  have  died ! 

But  when  the  da'mi  of  day  was  near, 

The  horrid  phantom  fled, 
And  left  the  affrighted  youth  to  weep 

By  Isabel  in  bed. 
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All,  ftll  tliat  da}'  a  gloomy  cloud 
Was  seen  on  llupert's  brows ; 

Fair  Isabel  was  liltewise  sad, 
But  strove  to  cheer  her  sjiouse. 

And,  as  the  day  advanced,  he  Oiought 
Of  coming  night  with  fear : 

Ah  !  that  he  must  with  tciTor  view 
The  bed  that  should  be  dear !    - 

At  length  the  second  night  arrived, 
Again  tlieir  couch  tliey  press'd  ; 

Poor  Rupert  hoped  that  all  was  o'er, 
And  look'd  for  love  and  rest. 

But,  oh  !  when  midnight  came,  again 
The  fiend  was  at  liis  side. 

And,  as  it  strain'd  liim  in  its  gi'asp, 
With  howl  exulting  cried, — 

"  Husband  !  husband  !  I've  tlic  ring. 

The  ring  thou  gav'st  to  me  ; 
And  tliou'rt  to  me  for  ever  wed 

As  I  am  wed  to  thee ! " 

In  agonj-  of  wild  despair, 
lie  stiu-ted  from  tlie  bed; 

And  tlius  to  Ills  bewilder'd  wife 
The  trembling  lluj)ert  said : 

"  0  Isabel !  dost  thou  not  see 
A  shape  of  horrors  liere. 

That  strains  me  to  tlie  deadly  kiss 
And  keeps  me  from  my  dear  ? ' 

"  No,  no,  my  love  !  my  Rupert,  I 
No  shape  of  horrors  see  ; 

And  much  I  mourn  the  phantasy 
That  keeps  my  dear  from  me ! " 

This  night,  just  like  the  night  before, 

In  terrors  pass'd  away. 
Nor  did  tlie  demon  vanish  thence 

Before  the  dsiwrx  of  day. 

Says  Rupei-t  tlien,  "  My  Isabel, 
Dear  pai-tner  of  my  woe. 

To  Father  Austin's  holy  cave 
This  instant  will  I  go." 
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Now  Austin  was  a  reverend  man, 
Who  acted  wondei's  maint, 

Wiom  oil  the  country  round  believed 
A  devil  or  a  saint ! 

To  Father  Austin's  holy  cave 
Then  Rupert  went  fiill  straight, 

And  told  liim  all,  and  ask'd  liiin  how 
To  remedy  liis  fate. 

The  father  heard  the  youth,  and  then 

Retired  awhile  to  pray ; 
And  ha\-ir.,c;  pray'd  for  half  an  hour, 

Retui-n'd,  and  thus  did  say  : 

"  There  is  a  place  where  foui-  roads  m; 

Wliich  I  vAM  tell  to  thee ; 
Be  there  this  eve,  at  fall  of  night. 

And  list  what  thou  shalt  sec. 
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Thou'lt  see  a  group  of  figures  pass 

In  sti-ange  disorder'd  crowd, 
TraveUing  by  torchlight  through  the  ror'ds, 

"With  noises  sti'ange  and  loud. 

And  one  that's  high  above  tlie  rest, 

Terrific  towering  o'er, 
Will  make  thee  know  him  at  a  glance. 

So  I  need  say  no  more. 

To  liim  from  me  these  tablets  give, 

They'll  soon  be  understood ; 
Thou  need'st  not  fear,  but  give  them  stvaiglit, 

I've  scra\\  I'd  them  with  my  blood  ! " 

The  night-faU  came,  and  Rupert  all 

In  pale  amazement  wont 
To  whore  tlie  cross-roads  met,  and  he 

Was  b}'  the  father  sent. 

And  lo  !  a  group  of  figures  came 

In  strange  disorder'd  crowd. 
Travelling  by  torch-light  through  the  ronda, 

With  noises  sti'ange  and  loud. 

And,  as  the  gloomy  train  advanced, 

Rupert  beheld  from  far 
A  female  form  of  wanton  mien 

Seated  upon  a  car. 
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And  Rupert,  as  lie  gazed  iipou 

The  loosely -vested  dame, 
Thought  of  tJie  raaihle  statue's  look, 

For  hers  -was  just  the  same. 

Behind  her  walk'd  a  hideous  form, 

With  eyeballs  flasliiug  death ; 
Wliene'er  he  breatlied,  a  sulphur'd  smoke 

Came  burning  in  liis  breath  ! 

He  seem'd  the  fii-st  of  all  the  cro\Yd, 

Tenific  towering  o'er ; 
"  Yes.  yes,"  said  Rupert,  "  this  is  ho, 

And'l  need  ask  no  more." 

Then  slow  he  went,  and  to  this  fiend  | 

The  tablets  trembling  gave,  I 

Wlio  look'd  and  read  tliem  ^\■ith  a  yell  i 

That  would  distxirb  tlie  gi-ave.  j 


Anil  when  he  saw  the  blood-scrawl'd  name, 

His  eyes  witli  fury  shine ; 
"  I  thought,"  cries  he,  "  his  time  was  out, 

But  he  must  soon  be  mine  ! " 

Then  darting  at  tlie  youtli  a  look, 
"Which  rent  liis  soul  with  fear, 

He  went  unto  tlie  female  fiend, 
And  whisper'd  in  her  ear. 

Tlie  female  fiend  no  sooner  heard 

Than,  with  reluctant  look. 
The  veiy  ring  that  Rupert  lost, 

She  from  her  finger  took. 

And,  glN^g  it  unto  the  youtli, 
Witli  eyes  that  breatlied  of  hell, 

She  said,"in  tlmt  tremendous  voice, 
Which  he  remember'd  well : 

"  In  Austin's  viame  take  back  tlie  ring, 

The  ring  thou  gav'st  to  me  ; 
And  tliou'rt  to  me  no  longer  wed, 

Nor  longer  I  to  thee." 
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He  took  the  ring,  the  rabble  pass'd, 
He  home  retum'd  again ; 

His  -ftife  was  then  tlie  happiest  fair. 
The  happiest  he  of  men. 
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SONG. 

ON   THE   BIRTHDAY   OF   MRS.   ', 

Written  in  Ireland. 

Ov  all  ray  liappiest  hours  of  joy,  ^ 

And  even  I  have  had  my  measure, 
Wlien  liearts  were  full,  and  every  eye 

Has  kindled  with  the  beams  of  pleasure  \ 

Such  hoiu'S  as  tliis  I  ne'er  was  given, 

So  dear  to  friendship,  dear  to  bUsses  ; 
Young  Love  himself  looks  down  from  heavea. 

To  smile  on  such  a  day  as  this  is ! 

Then  oh !  my  friends,  tliis  hour  improve, 
Let's  feel  as  if  we  ne'er  could  sever ; 

And  may  the  bhth  of  her  we  love 
Be  tlius  with  joy  remember'd  ever ! 

Oh !  banish  every  thought  to-night, 
■\Miich  could  disturb  our  soul's  communica ' 

Abandon'd  thus  to  dear  deUght, 
We'U  e'en  for  once  forget  the  Union  ! 

On  that  let  statesmen  try  theh*  powers. 
And  tremble  o'er  the  rights  they'd  die  for ; 

The  miion  of  the  soul  be  ours, 
And  every  union  else  we  sigh  for ! 

Then  oh  !  my  friends,  tliis  hour  improve. 
Let's  feel  as  if  we  ne'er  could  sever ; 

And  may  the  birth  of  her  we  love 
Be  tlius  with  joy  remember'd  ever  ! 

In  eveiy  eye  around  I  mark 

The  feelings  of  the  heart  o'erflowing ; 
From  every  soul  I  catch  the  spark 

Of  sympathy,  in  friendship  glowing  ! 

Oh !  could  such  moments  ever  fly  ; 

Oh  !  that  we  ne'er  were  doom'd  to  lose  'aMi  j 
And  aU  as  bright  as  Chaiiotte's  eye, 

And  all  as  pure  as  Charlotte's  bosom. 


!  But  oh !  my  fi-iends,  this  hour  improve, 

•  Let's  feel  as  if  we  ne'er  could  sever ; 

';  And  may  the  bhth  of  her  we  love 

\  Be  thus  with  joy  remember'd  ever  ! 
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For  me,  Ahate'er  my  span  of  years, 
AVliatever  sun  may  lif.'lit  my  roving  ; 

Wlietlier  I  waste  my  lii'e  in  tciu'S, 

Or  live,  as  now,  for  miith  and  loving  I 

This  ilay  sliall  come  with  aspect  kind, 
"\Mierevcr  fate  may  cast  your  rover  ; 

He'll  think  of  those  he  left  behind. 
And  diink  a  health  to  bliss  tliat  's  over  1 

Then  oh !  my  fiiends,  this  hour  improv« 
Let's  feel  as  if  we  ne'er  could  sever ; 

And  may  tlie  biitli  of  her  we  love 
Be  tlius  with  joy  remember'd  ever ! 


\ 


TO  A  BOY,  WITH  A  WATCH. 

WRITTEN    FOR   A   FRIEND. 

Is  it  not  sweet,  beloved  youth, 
To  rove  tlirou.Ljh  Erudition's  bowers, 

And  cuU  tlie  golden  fruits  of  trutli, 
And  gather  Fancy's  brilliant  flowers? 

Ajid  is  it  not  more  sweet  tlian  this, 
To  feel  thy  parents'  hearts  approvinfj. 

A.nd  pay  tlicni  back  in  sums  of  bb'-.o 
The  dear,  the  endless  debt  of  lovmg  ? 

It  must  be  so  to  thoo,  my  youth; 

"With  tliis  idea  toil  is  lighter ; 
This  sweetens  all  the  fruits  of  tnitli, 

And  malics  the  flowers  of  Fancy  brighter  S 

The  little  gift  we  send  tliee,  boy, 
]\Iay  Fometimes  teach  thy  soul  to  ponder, 

If  indolence  or  syren  joy 

Should  ever  tempt  that  soul  to  wander ; 

'Twill  tell  thee  that  the  wuigcd  day 

Can  ne'er  be  chain'd  by  man's  endcavoiuf ; 

That  life  and  time  shall  fade  away. 

While  heaven  and  ^ivtue  bloom  for  ever  ! 
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FRAGMENTS  OF  COLLEGE  EXERCISES. 

Nobilitas  sola  est  atque  nnica  virtus.— /wr. 

Mark  those  proud  boasters  of  a  splendid  line, 
Lilie  gilded  ruixis,  mouldering  wliile  they  sliine, 
How  heavy  sits  that  weight  of  alien  show, 
Lilve  mai'tial  helm  upon  an  infant's  brow ; 
Those  borrow'd  splendours,  whose  contrasting  light 
Throws  back  the  native  shades  in  deeper  night. 

Ask  the  proud  train  who  glor^^'s  shade  pui'sue, 
Where  are  the  arts  by  which  tliat  glory  gi-ew  ? 
The  genuine  virtues  that  \\'ilh  eagle  gaze 
Sought  young  RenoA^Ti  m  all  her  orient  blaze  ! 
"Where  is  the  heart  by  chnnic  truth  refined, 
The  exploring  soul,  whoso  eye  had  read  mankind  ? 
Wliere  are  the  linlis  that  twined,  with  heavenly  art, 
His  country's  interest  round  the  patriot's  heart  ? 
Where  is  the  tongue  that  scalter'd  v/ords  of  fire  ? 
The  spirit  breathing  through  the  poet's  ha-e  ? 
Do  tliesc  descend  with  all  that  tide  of  fame 
Wliich  vainly  waters  an  unfruitful*  name  ? 

*  +  *  *  ♦ 


J'.'stum  nellam  qtiibtis  necessarium,  et  pia  arma  quibas  nulla  nisi  in  armii 
elinqiiilur  spcs.— Xiuy. 

***** 

Is  tliere  no  call,  no  consecrating  cause. 
Approved  by  Heaven,  ordain'd  by  Natiu-e's  laws, 
Where  justice  flies  the  herald  of  our  way. 
And  trutli's  pure  beams  upon  tlie  banners  play  ? 

Yes,  tliere 's  a  call  sweet  as  an  angel's  breath 
To  slumbering  babes,  or  innocence  in  death ; 
An'l  m-geut  as  tlie  tongue  of  heaven  -uithiii, 
\Vhen  the  mind's  balance  trembles  upon  sin. 

Oh !  'tis  cur  countrj^'s  voice,  whose  claim  should  meet 

An  echo  m  tlie  soul's  most  deep  retreat ; 

Along  the  heart's  responding  string  sliould  run,  \ 

Nor  let  a  tone  there  vibrate — but  tJie  one  !  \ 
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SONG.' 

Mary,  I  believed  thee  tnie, 

Ki\\  I  was  blesi  in  llius  believing ; 
But  now  I  mAiirn  tliat  e'er  I  knew 

A  girl  so  fair  and  so  decei^'ing ! 

Few  have  ever  loved  like  me, — 

Oh  !  I  have  loved  thee  too  sincerely  I 
And  few  have  e'er  deceived  like  thee, — 

Alas  !  deceived  me  too  severely  ! 

Fare  thee  well !  yet  tliink  awhile 

On  one  whose  bosom  bleeds  to  doubt  thee; 
NVlio  now  would  rather  trust  (hat  smile. 

And  die  witli  tliee  than  live  witliout  tliee  ! 

Fare  thee  well !  I'll  tliink  of  thee, 

Thou  leav'st  me  many  a  bitter  token , 
For  see,  distracting  woman  !  see, 

My  peace  is  gone,  my  heai't  is  broken ! — 
Fai-e  tliee  well ! 


SONG. 


Why  docs  azure  deck  the  sky  ? 

'Tis  to  be  LUvC  tliy  looks  of  blue ; 
\Vliy  is  red  the  rose's  dj'e? 

Because  it  is  tliy  blushes'  hue. 
All  that 's  fair,  by  Love's  decree, 
Has  been  made  resembUng  thee ! 

Why  is  falling  snow  so  white, 
But  to  be  like  tliy  bosom  fair  ? 

Wliy  are  solar  beams  so  bright? 

Tliat  they  may  seem  thy  golden  hair! 

All  tliat 's  bright,  by  Love's  decree, 

Has  been  made  resembling  thee ! 

Wliy  arc  Nature's  beauties  felt  ? 

Oil !  'tis  thine  in  her  we  see  ! 
Why  has  music  power  to  melt? 

Oh !  because  it  speaks  like  thee. 
All  that 's  sweet,  by  Love's  decree, 
Has  been  made  resembling  thee ! 

'  I  bel'eve  tlicse  words  were  adapted  to  the  patlietic  Scotch  aii  "Gallj 
Water."— Ed. 
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MORALITY,   A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLK 

ADDRESSED   TO   J.   AT — NS — N,   ESQ.,   M.R.I.A.' 

Though  long  at  scliool  and  college  dozing, 
On  books  of  rhjone  and  books  of  prosing, 
And  copying  £i-om  theu-  moral  pages, 
Fine  recipes  for  fonnhig  sages  ; 
Though  long  with  those  di%dnes  at  school, 
Who  think  to  make  us  good  by  rule ; 
Who,  in  methodic  fonns  advancing, 
Teaching  morality  Ulie  dancing, 
TeU  us,  for  He.iven  or  money's  salce. 
What  stej^s  we  are  tlirougli  life  to  take : 
Though  tlius,  my  friend,  so  long  employ'd, 
And  so  much  midnight  oil  dcsti-oy'd, 
I  must  confess,  my  seai'ches  past, 
I  only  learn'd  to  doubt  at  last. 

I  find  the  doctors  and  the  snges 
Have  differ'd  in  aU  climes  and  ages, 
And  two  in  fifty  scarce  agi'ee 
On  what  is  pure  morality  ! 
'Tis  Ulie  the  rainbow's  sliifting  zone, 
And  every  vision  makes  its  own. 

The  doctors  of  the  Porch  advise, 
As  modes  of  being  gi-eat  and  wise, 
That  we  should  cease  to  own  or  know 
The  luxm-ies  that  from  feeling  flow. 

"  Reason  alone  must  claim  direction. 
And  Apathy  's  the  soul's  perfection. 
Like  a  dull  lalie  the  heart  must  he, 
Nor  passion's  gale  nor  pleasure's  sigh. 
Though  heaven  the  breeze,  the  breatli  supplied, 
Must  cuii  the  wave  or  swell  the  tide  ! " 

Such  was  tlie  rigid  Zeno's  plan 
To  form  his  pliilosophic  man ; 
Such  were  tlie  modes  lie  taught  mankind 
To  weed  the  garden  of  tlie  mind  ; 
They  tore  away  some  weeds,  'tis  true, 
But  aU  the  Jioicers  were  ra\'ish'd  too  ! 

J  The  gentleman  to  wliom  this  poem  is  addressed  is  the  autlior  of  Bone 
esteemed  works,  and  was  Mr.  Moore's  most  particulur  friend.  Mr.  Moore  has 
been  very  frequently  heard  to  speak  of  liim  as  one  in  whom  "  the  elements  were 
so  mixed,"  that  neither  in  his  head  nor  heart  had  nature  left  any  deficiency.— Ed. 
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Now  listen  to  the  wily  strains, 
Wliich,  on  Gyrene's  sandy  plains, 
"NVlien  IHcasure,  njTuph  \nLli  loosen'd  zona, 
Usurp'd  tJio  philosopliic  tlirone  ; 
Hear  what  tlie  courtly  sage's'  tongue 
To  his  surrounding  pupils  sung : 

"  Pleasure  'a  tlie  only  nohle  end 
To  -whicli  all  liunian  powers  should  tend. 
And  Virtue  gives  her  heavenly  lore, 
But  to  malce  Pleasure  please  us  more  ! 
Wisdom  and  she  were  botli  design'd 
To  make  the  senses  more  refined, 
Tliat  man  might  revel,  free  from  cloying. 
Then  most  a  sage,  when  most  enjoying  ! " 

Is  this  morality  ? — Oh,  no  ! 
E'en  I  a  Miser  path  could  show. 
Tlie  flower  within  tliis  vase  confined, 
The  pui-e,  tlie  unfading  flower  of  inind, 
Must  not  throw  all  its  sweets  away 
Upon  a  mortal  mould  of  clay ; 
No,  no !  its  richest  breatli  sliould  rise 
In  virtue's  incense  to  tlie  skies  ! 

But  thus  it  is,  all  sects  we  see 
Have  watch-words  of  morahty  ! 
Some  cry  out  ^'enus,  others  Jove ; 
Here  'tis  rehgion,  tliere  'tis  love  ! 
But  wliile  they  thus  so  widely  wander, 
^^^lile  mystics  dream,  and  doctors  ponder ; 
And  some,  in  dialectics  firm, 
Seek  vii'tue  in  a  middle  temi ; 
Wliile  tlins  they  strive,  in  Heaven's  defiance 
To  chain  morality  -with  science  ; 
The  plain  good  man,  whose  actions  teswh 
More  \'irtue  tlian  a  sect  can  preach. 
Pursues  his  course,  unsagely  blest, 
His  tutor  wliispering  in  liis  breast ; 
N'or  could  he  act  a  purer  pai-t. 
Though  he  had  TuUy  all  by  heart  • 
And  when  he  di-ops  the  tear  on  woe, 
He  little  knows  or  cares  to  know 
That  Epictetus  blamed  that  tear, 
By  Heaven  approved,  to  vii-tue  dear  ! 
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Oh  !  when  I've  seen  the  morning  beam 
Floating  within  the  dimpled  stream  ; 
AVliiie  Nature,  wakening  from  the  night, 
Has  just  put  on  her  robes  of  light, 
Have  I,  with  cold  optician's  gaze, 
Explored  the  doctrine  of  those  rays  ? 
No,  pedants,  I  have  left  to  you 
Nicely  to  separate  hue  from  hue  ; 
Go,  give  that  moment  up  to  art, 
Wlieu  Heaven  and  Nature  claim  the  heart 
Aud,  dull  to  all  tlieir  best  attraction, 
Go — measure  nvrjles  of  refraction  ! 
While  I,  in  feeling's  sweet  romance. 
Look  on  each  day-beam  as  a  glance 
From  the  great  eye  of  Him  above. 
Wakening  His  world  with  looks  of  love ! 


THE  NATAL   GENIUS,  A  DREAM. 

TO   ,   THE    MORNING    OF    HER   BIRTH-DAY. 

In  witching  slumbers  of  the  night, 
I  dreani'd  I  was  the  airy  sprite 

That  on  tliy  natal  moment  smiled  ; 
And  thought  I  wafted  on  my  wing 
Those  flowers  which  in  Elysium  spring. 

To  crown  my  lovely  mortal  child. 

With  olive-branch  I  bound  tliy  head, 
■  Heart's-ease  along  thy  path  I  shed, 

Which  was  to  bloom  through  all  thy  years ; 
Nor  yet  did  I  forget  to  bind 
Love's  roses,  witli  his  myrtle  twined. 

And  dew'd  by  sympathetic  tears. 

Such  was  the  wild  but  precious  boon, 
Which  Fancy,  at  her  mogic  noon, 

Bade  me  to  Nona's  image  pay — 
Oh  !  were  I,  love,  thus  doom'd  to  be 
Thy  little  guardian  deity. 

How  blest  around  thy  steps  I'd  play  1 

Thy  life  should  softly  steal  along, 
Calm  as  some  lonely  shepherd's  song 

That's  heard  at  distance  in  the  grova ; 
No  cloud  should  ever  shade  thj'  sky. 
No  thorns  along  thy  pathway  lie, 

But  all  be  sunshine,  peace,  and  love ! 


4 


<^ 


94  JUVENILE  POEMS. 

Tlie  wing  of  time  should  never  bmsh 
Tliy  dewy  lip's  luxiu-iant  flush. 

To  bid  its  roses  withering  die ; 
Nor  age  itself,  thougli  dim  and  dark, 
Shv)uld  ever  queni-h  a  single  spark 

1  hat  Hashes  from  my  Nona's  oje  I 
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PREFACE. 

The  principal  poems  in  the  followdng  collection  were 
written  diu'ing  an  absence  of  fourteen  months  from  Eui'ope. 
Though  cmiosity  was  certainly  not  the  motive  of  my  voyage 
to  America,  yet  it  happened  tliat  the  gi'atiiication  of  curi- 
osity was  tlie  only  advantage  which  I  derived  from  it. 
Finding  myself  in  the  coimUy  of  a  new  people,  whose  in- 
fancy had  promised  so  much,  and  whose  progress  to  matu- 
rity has  been  an  object  of  such  interesting  speculation,  I 
determined  to  employ  the  short  period  of  tune,  wliich  my 
plan  of  return  to  Eui-ope  afforded  me,  in  ti'avelling  tlirough 
a  few  of  the  States,  and  acquiring  some  knowledge  of  the 
inhabitants. 

The  impression  which  my  mind  received  from  the  cha- 
racter and  manners  of  these  ropubUcans,  suggested  the 
Epistles  which  ai'e  written  from  the  City  of  Wasliington 
and  Lake  Erie.  How  far  I  was  right,  in  thus  assuming 
the  tone  of  a  satirist  against  a  people  whom  I  \dcwed  but 
as  a  sti-anger  and  a  visitor,  is  a  doubt  wliich  my  feelings 
did  not  allow  me  time  to  investigate.  All  I  presmne  to 
answer  for  is,  tlie  fidelity  of  the  picture  which  I  have 
given;  and  though  prudence  might  have  dictated  gentler 
language,  truth,  I  tlunk,  would  have  justified  severer. 

J.  went  to  America,  ■nitii  prepossessions  by  no  means  uu- 
favoiu'able,  and  indeed  ratlier  indulged  in  many  of  those 
illusive  ideas,  wiUi  respect  to  tlio  piulty  of  the  Government 
and  the  primitive  happiness  of  tlie  people,  wliich  I  had 
early  imbibed  in  my  native  coimtry,  where,  unfortimately,. 
discontent  at  home  enliances  every  distant  temptation,  and 
tlie  western  world  has  long  been  looked  to  as  a  reti'eat  from 
real  or  unaginary  oppression ;  as  tlie  Elysian  Atlantis, 
where  persecuted  patriots  might  find  their  visions  realized, 
and  be  welcomed  by  kindi'ed  spu-its  to  liberty  and  repose. 
I  was  completely  disappointed  in  eveiy  flattering  expecta 
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I  tion  wliich  I  had  formed,  and  was  inclined  to  say  to  Ame 

I  rica,    as   Horace  says  to  liis  misti-ess,   "  iiitontatr.  uitea." 

Brissot,  in  the  preface  to  his  travels,  observes,  tliat  "  free- 
dom in  that  country  is  carried  to  so  high  a  degree  as  to 
border  upon  a  state  of  nature  ; "  and  tliere  certainly  is  a 
close  approximation  to  savage  life,  not  only  in  tlie  liberty 
which  tliey  enjoy,  but  in  tlie  violence  of  party  sjjirit  and  of 
private  aiiimosity  wliich  results  from  it.  Tliis  illiberal  zeal 
embitters  all  sociiil  intercourse;  and,  tliough  I  scarcely 
could  hesitiite  in  selecting  tlie  party,  whose  views  appeared 
the  more  pure  and  rationiJ,  yet  I  was  sorry  to  observe  that, 
in  asserting  tlieir  opinions,  they  botli  assume  an  equal  share 
of  intolerance ;  tlie  Democrats,  consistently  with  tlieii 
principles,  exhibiting  a  vulgarity  of  rancour,  wliich  the 
Federalists  too  often  are  so  forgetful  of  their  cause  as  to 
imitate. 

The  rude  familiarity  of  the  lower  orders,  and  indeed  the 
impoUshed  state  of  society  in  general,  would  neither  siir- 
prise  nor  disgust  if  tliey  seemed  to  flow  from  that  simplicity 
of  chai-acter,  tliat  honest  ignorance  of  the  gloss  of  refine- 
ment, which  may  be  looked  for  in  a  new  and  inexperienced 
people.  But,  when  we  find  tliem  ai-rived  at  matmity  in 
most  of  the  vices,  and  all  the  pride,  of  civilization,  wliile 
tliey  ai-e  still  so  remote  from  its  elegant  chai-acteristics,  it 
is  impossible  not  to  feol  that  tliis  youthful  decay,  this  crude 
anticipation  of  the  natural  period  of  corruption,  represses 
every  sanguiue  hope  of  the  future  energy  and  greatness  of 
America. 

I  am  conscious  tliat,  iu  ventming  these  few  remarks,  I 
have  said  just  enough  to  offend,  and  by  no  me^ins  sufficient 
to  convmce  ;  for  the  lunits  of  a  preface  will  not  allow  me 
to  enter  into  a  justification  of  my  opinions,  and  I  am  com- 
mitted on  the  subject  as  effectually  as  if  I  had  written 
volumes  in  tlicir  defence.  My  reader,  however,  is  apprised 
of  the  very  cursory  observation  upon  wliich  these  opinions 
are  founded,  and  can  easily  decide  for  himself  upon  the 
degree  of  attention  or  confidence  which  tliey  merit. 

With  respect  to  the  poems  in  general,  which  occupy  the 
follov.ing  pages,  I  know  not  in  what  manner  to  apologize 
to  the  public  for  intmding  upon  their  notice  such  a  mass  of 
unconnected  ti-ifies,  such  a  world  of  epicurean  atoms,  as  I 
have  here  brought  in  conflict  togetlier.  To  say  that  I  have 
been  tempted  by  the  Uberal  oflers  of  my  bookseller  is  an 
excuse  wliich  can  hope  for  but  Uttle  indulgence  from  the 
critic ;  yet  I  o^\'n  that,  without  tliis  seasonable  inducement, 
these  poems  very  possibly  would  never  have  been  sub- 
mitted to  the  world.    The  glare  of  publication  is  too  strong 


^> 


^ 


EPISTLES,    ODES,   ETC. 


9? 


for  such  imperfect  productious  :  tliey  slioiild  be  slio-mi  but 
to  the  eye  of  fi-iendsliip  iu  that  dim  light  of  privacy 
which  is  as  favoui'ablc  to  poetical  as  to  female  beauty,  and 
serves  as  a  veil  for  faults,  wliile  it  euliiiuces  every  chai-m 
which  it  displays.  Besides,  this  is  nut  a  period  for  tlie 
idle  occupations  of  poetry,  and  times  like  tlie  present  re 
quire  talents  more  active  and  more  useful.  Few  have  now 
tlie  leisiu'e  to  read  such  ti-illes,  and  I  sincerely  regret  that 
I  have  had  the  leisure  to  wi'ite  them. 


TO  LORD  VISCOUNT  STRANGFORD. 


AB0.\RD    THE    PHAETON     FRIGATE,    OFF    THE    AZORES 
By  Moouliglit. 

Sweet  Moon !  if  hlce  Crotona's  sage, 
By  anj'  spell  my  liand  could  dare 

To  make  thy  disk  ils  ample  page, 

And  wTite  my  tlioughts,  my  wishes  there ; 

How  many  a  friend,  whose  cai-eless  eye 

Now  wanders  o'er  that  stany  sky, 

Should  smile,  upon  thy  orb  to  meet 

The  recollection,  kmd  and  sweet. 

The  reveries  of  fond  regret. 

The  promise  never  to  forget, 

And  all  my  heail  and  soiU  would  send 

To  many  a  deai'-lovcd,  distant  fiiend ! 

0  Strangford  !  when  we  pai'ted  last, 

1  little  thought  the  thues  were  past. 
For  ever  past,  when  bj-illiant  joy 
Was  all  my  vacant  heart's  employ  : 
When,  fresh  fi'om  mirth  to  mirth  again, 

We  tliought  tlie  rapid  hours  too  few, 
Cm"  only  use  for  knowledge  then 

To  tm-n  to  rapture  all  we  knew ! 
Dehcious  daj-s  of  wliim  and  soul ! 

\Vlien,  miugliug  lore  and  laugh  together, 
We  lean'd  tlie  book  on  pleasure's  bowl, 

And  tm-n'd  tlie  leaf  with  foll3''s  feather ! 
I  htfle  tliought  tliat  all  wei'e  lied, 
That,  ere  that  summer's  bloom  was  shed, 
My  eye  should  see  the  sail  unfiui'd 
Thftt  wafts  me  to  the  western  world ! 
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And  yet  't^as  time — in  youtlifnl  dayo, 
To  cool  tlio  season's  burning  rays, 
The  heart  may  hit  its  wanton  wing 
Repose  awliile  in  pleasiu-e's  spring, 
But,  if  it  wait  for  Avinter's  breeze, 
The  spring  will  chy,  tlie  heart  Avill  freeze  f 
And  then,  tliat  Hope,  that  fairy  Hope, 

Oil !  she  awalced  such  happy  dreams, 
And  gave  my  soul  such  tempting  scope 

For  all  its  dearest,  fondest  schemes, 
That  not  Verona's  child  of  song. 

When  Hying  from  the  Pluygian  shore, 
With  lighter  hopes  could  bound  along, 

Or  paut  to  00  li  wanderer  more ! 

Even  now  delusive  hope  will  steal 
Amid  the  dai"k  rcgi'ets  I  feel, 
Sootliing,  as  yonder  placid  beam 

Pursues  tlie  murmm-ers  of  the  deep. 
And  liglits  them  with  consoling  gleam. 

And  smiles  them  into  ti-anquil  sleep ! 
Oh  !  such  a  blessed  night  as  this, 

I  often  tliinlv,  if  friends  were  near, 
How  we  should  feel,  and  gaze  witli  bliss 

Upon  tlie  moon-bright  scenery  here ! 
The  sea  is  lUce  a  silvery  hike. 

And,  o'er  its  cahu  the  vessel  glides 
Gently,  as  if  it  fear'd  to  waJie 

The  sliunber  of  the  sUent  tides  ! 
The  only  envious  cloud  that  lowers, 

Hatli  hung  its  shade  on  Pico's  height,' 
Where  dimly,  mid  tlie  dusk,  he  towers. 

And  scowling  at  tlus  heaven  of  light. 
Exults  to  see  the  infant  storm 
Cling  dai'kly  round  his  giant  form ! 

Now,  could  I  range  those  verdant  isles, 

Invisible,  at  tliis  soft  hour, 
And  see  tlie  looks,  the  melting  smiles, 

Tliat  brighten  many  an  orange  bower; 
And  could  I  Hit  each  pious  veil. 

And  see  the  blusliing  cheek  it  shades. 
Oh !  I  should  have  fuU  many  a  tale 

To  teU  of  young  Azorian  maids. 


I  Pico  is  a  very  high  mountain  on  one  of  tlie  Azores,  fiom  whic>:  the  islacd 
lerives  its  name.    Ic  is  said  by  some  to  be  as  high  as  tlie  Feuk  of  TcneriCTe. 
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Dear  Sh'anirford  !  at  this  hoiu',  perliaps, 

Some  f'aiLliful  lover  (uot  so  blest 
As  they,  who  iii  tlieir  ladies'  laps 

]\Iay  cradle  every  wish  to  rest) 
Warbles,  to  touch  his  dear  oiiu's  soul, 

Those  mach-igals,  of  breath  divine, 
rtHiich  Camoeus'  harp  from  raptiu-e  stole 

And  gave,  all  glo\^^ng  warm,  to  thine  !  | 

Oh !  could  the  lover  learn  from  tliee,  | 

And  breathe  them  with  thy  gracefid  tone, 
Such  dear,  beguiling  minsti-elsy 

Would  make  tlie  coldest  n^anph  liis  own ! 

But,  hark ! — the  boatswain's  pipings  tell 
'Tis  tune  to  bid  my  ckeam  fiu-ewell : 
Eight  bells : — the  middle  watch  is  set ; 
Good  night,  my  Strangford  ! — ne'er  forget 
That,  far  beyond  the  western  sea' 
Is  one,  whose  heart  remembers  thee ! 


STANZAS.  ^ 
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Ov/X05    Se    TTOT    f/JlOS 

;ae  Trpocr^iitvei  raSs' 

Vii/iiXTKe  TavdimTTCia  /i)j  artpeii'  ayav. 

jSischyl.  Fragment. 

A  REAM  of  tranquillity  smiled  in  the  west. 

The  storms  of  the  mornhig  pursued  us  no  more, 

And  the  wave,  wliile  it  welcomed  the  moment  of  rest, 
Still  heaved,  as  rememberhig  ills  tliat  were  o'er ! 

Serenely  my  heart  took  the  hue  of  the  hour. 

Its  passions  were  sleepmg,  were  mute  as  tlie  dead, 
And  the  spuit  becahn'd  but  rcmember'd  their  power, 

As  the  biUo^v  the  force  of  the  gale  that  w'as  lied ! 

I  thought  of  the  days,  when  to  pleasure  alone 
]\Iy  heai't  ever  gi-anted  a  wish  or  a  sigh ; 

When  the  saddest  emotion  my  bosom  had  known, 
Was  pity  for  those  who  were  wiser  than  I ! 

1  From  Captain  Cockliurn,  wl-.o  commaiicled  tlie  Phaeton,  I  received  suea 
kinil  attentions  as  I  must  ever  remember  with  gratitude.  As  some  cf  the  jour- 
naUsls  liave  {jravcly  a'scrled  that  I  went  to  America  to  speciilule  in  lands,  it 
aiay  not  be  inipcrtiiieiit  to  slate,  that  the  object  of  this  vojage  acrosg  Ihs 
Atlantic  was  my  appointment  to  the  office  of  Registrar  of  the  Vice-Admiralty 
Court  of  Bermuda. 
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I  fflt  how  the  piire,  intellecUial  lire 

lu  luxmy  loses  its  heavenly  raj- ; 
IIow  soon,  in  tlie  lavishing  cup  ot"  desire, 

The  peaii  of  tlie  soul  may  he  meUod  a«  a 

And  I  pray'd  of  that  Spirit  who  lighted  the  (lame, 
That  pleasure  no  more  might  its  purity  dim  ; 

And  that  sullied  hut  liltle,  or  hriglitJy  the  saiDe, 

I  might  give  back  tlie  gem  I  had  borrow'd  from  Him ! 

The  tliought  was  ecstatic !  I  felt  as  if  Heaven 
Had  ah-eady  tlie  vreatli  of  eteriiitj'  shown  ; 

As  if,  passion  all  chasteu'd  and  error  forgiven, 
My  heait  had  begun  to  be  piu'ely  its  own  ! 

I  look'd  to  tlie  west,  and  tlie  beautiful  slcy 

"Wliicli  morning  had  clouded,  was  clouded  no  mora  : 

"  Oh  !  tlius,"  I  exchiim'd,  "  can  a  hoavouly  eye 
Shed  light  ou  the  soul  that  was  dai'kcu'd  before ! " 


THE  TELL-T.VLE  LYRE. 

I've  heai'd,  tliere  was  in  ancient  days 
A  Lyre  of  most  melodious  spell ; 

Tw  as  heaven  to  hear  its  faiiy  lays, 
If  half  be  ti-ue  tliat  legends  tell. 

'Twas  play'd  on  by  tlie  gentlest  sighs, 
And  to  tlieir  breath  it  breatlied  again 

In  such  entrancing  melodies 

As  ear  had  never  drunk  till  then ! 

Not  harmony's  serenest  touch 
So  stilly  could  the  notes  prolong ; 

They  were  not  heavenly  song  so  much 
As  they  were  dreams  of  heavenly  song  I 

If  sad  the  heait,  whose  munnuring  air 
Along  Uie  chords  in  languor  stole, 

The  sootliings  it  awaken'd  tliere 
^^'cre  eloquence  from  pity's  soul  I 

Or  if  tlie  sigh,  serene  and  light. 
Was  but  tlie  breath  of  fancied  woes, 

The  sti-ing,  that  felt  its  airy  flight, 
Soon  wliisper'd  it  to  kind  repose  ! 

And  oh  !  when  lovers  talli'd  alone. 
If,  mid  their  bHss  the  Lyre  was  near, 

It  made  their  m'uJ-murs  all  its  own, 

And  echoed  notes  that  heaven  might  hear  I 
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Tliere  wp,3  a  njmpli,  who  long  had  loved. 
But  aarccl  not  tell  the  world  hov.'  well; 

The  shades,  where  she  at  evening  roved. 
Alone  could  know,  alone  could  telL 

'Twas  there,  at  twilight  time,  she  stole 
So  oft,  to  make  the  dear  one  hlest. 

Whom  love  had  given  her  virgin  sonl, 
And  natiure  soon  gave  all  the  rest ! 

It  chanced  that,  in  the  fairy  bower 

"Where  tliey  had  fovmd  their  sweetest  shed. 

Tills  LjTre,  of  strange  and  magic  power, 
Hiing  gently  whispering  o'er  their  head. 

And  while,  with  eyes  of  mingling  fire, 
They  listen'd  to  each  other's  vow. 

The  youth  fidl  oft  would  malce  tlie  Lj-re 
A  piUov/  for  his  angel's  brow  1 

And  while  the  melting  words  she  breathed 
On  all  its  echoes  wanton'd  roiuid, 

Her  hair,  amid  the  sti-ings  enwreathed, 
Tlu-ough  golden-  mazes  chai'm'd  the  sound  5 

Alas  !  tlieir  hearts  but  little  tliought, 
"Wliilc  thus  entranced  they  listening  lay. 

That  every  sound  the  Lyre  was  taught 
Should  linger  long,  and  long  bctiay  ! 

So  mingled  witli  its  hmcful  sotd 
Were  all  their  tender  murmvu-s  gi-ov,Ti, 

That  other  sighs  unauswer'd  stole, 

Nor  changed  the  sweet,  tlie  ti-easurcd  less. 

Unhappy  nymph !  thy  name  was  sung 
To  every  passing  lip  that  sigh'd ; 

The  secrets  of  tliy  gentle  tongue 
On  every  ear  in  mmTniu's  died  I 

The  fatal  Lj-re,  by  envy's  hand 

Hung  high  amid  the  breezy  groves. 

To  every  wanton  gale  that  fanu'd 
Betray'd  the  mj'ster}'  of  yoiu:  loves  5 

Yet,  oh ! — not  many  a  suffering  hour. 
Thy  cup  of  ahame  on  earth  was  gi  \'ea ; 

Benignly  came  some  pityiiig  Power, 
And  took  tlie  LjTe  and  thee  to  heave ss ! 
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There  ns  thy  lover  diies  Uie  tear 
Yet  Avanii  from  life's  malignant  wrongs, 

Within  his  anus,  tliou  lov'st  to  hear 
The  luckless  Ljtc's  rcmcmber'd  songa  1 

Still  do  3'our  happy  fouIs  attune 
The  notes  it  learn'd,  on  earth,  to  move ; 

Still  breatliing  o'er  the  chords,  commime 
In  sympatliies  of  angel  love ! 


TO  THE  FLYING-FISH. 

Whkn  I  have  seen  tliy  snowy  wing 

O'er  the  blue  wave  at  evening  spring, 

And  give  tliose  scales,  of  silver  wliite,  ' 

So  gaily  to  tlie  eye  of  light, 

As  if  tliy  fi-ame  were  fonu'd  to  rise,  ' 

Aiid  live  ainid  tlic  glorious  sides ; 

Oh  !  it  has  made  me  proudly  feel,  '\ 

How  like  tliy  Anng's  impatient  zeal  • 

Is  tlie  pure  soul,  that  scorns  to  rest  * 

Upon  tlie  world's  ignoble  breast. 

But  talves  tlie  plume  tliat  God  has  gives  \ 

And  rises  into  light  and  heaven  !  i 

\ 
But,  when  I  see  that  wing,  so  bright. 

Grow  languid  with  a  moment's  flight,  i 

Attempt  the  paths  of  air  in  vain,  \ 

And  sink  into  tlie  waves  again ;  \ 

Alas  !  the  flattering  pride  is  o'er ;  > 

Like  thee,  awhile,  the  soul  may  soa:^  \ 

But  ening  man  must  blush  to'tliink,  | 

Lilce  tlice,  again,  the  soid  may  sink  !  \ 

0  Virtue !  v/hen  thy  clime  I  seek, 
Let  not  my  spirit's  flight  be  weak : 
Let  mc!  not,  like  this  feeble  thing, 
Willi  biine  still  dropping  from  its  win;7, 
Just  sparkle  in  tlie  solar  glow, 
And  plunge  again  to  depths  below ; 
But,  when  I  leave  llie  grosser  tlii-ocg 
V/ith  whom  my  soul  hath  dwelt  so  long. 
Let  me,  in  that  aspiring  day, 
Cast  every  Hngering  stain  away. 
And,  panting  for  thy  purer  air, 
Fly  up  at  once  and  fix  nfie  thera  1 
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TO  MISS  M ^E. 

FEOM   NORFOLK,    IN   VIRGINIA,   NOVEMBER,    1803. 

In  days,  my  Kate,  wlien  life  was  new, 

AVhen,  lull'd  with  innocence  and  you, 

I  heard,  in  liome's  beloved  shade. 

The  din  the  world  at  distance  made  ; 

"NVlicn,  every  night  m.y  weaiy  head 

Sunk  on  its  own  untlioraed  bed, 

And,  mild  as  evening's  matron  hour 

Looks  on  the  faintly  shutting  flower, 

A  mother  saw  our  eyeUds  close, 

And  bless'd  them  into  pure  repose ! 

Then,  haply  if  a  week,  a  day, 

I  linger'd  from  yom*  amis  away, 
:  How  long  the  little  absence  seem'd ! 

How  bright  the  look  of  welcome  bcam'd, 

As  mute  you  heard,  with  eager  smile. 

My  tales  of  all  tliat  pass'd  the  Vidiile ! 

Yet  now,  my  Kate,  a  gloomy  sea 

Rolls  wide  between  that  home  and  me ; 

The  moon  may  thrice  be  born  and  die, 

Ere  e'en  j'our  seal  can  reach  mine  ej'e ; 
■  And  oh!  e'en  then,  that  darling  seal 

\  (Upon  whose  jnint,  I  used  to  feel 

'■  The  breath  of  home,  the  cordial  air 

f  Of  loved  lips,  still  freslily  tliere  ! ) 

;!  Must  come,  alas  !  through  every  fata 

\  Of  time  and  distance,  cold  and  late, 

\  AVlien  the  deai-  hand,  whose  touches  fiH'i^ 

j  Tiie  leaf  with  sweetness  may  be  cbilld ! 

I  But  hence,  that  gloomy  thought !  at  last, 

\  Beloved  Kate  !  the  waves  are  past : 

X  tread  on  earth  securely  now, 

And  the  gi'een  cedar's  living  bough 

Breathes  more  refieshment  to  my  ej^es 

Than  could  a  Claude's  divinest  d3'cs  ! 

At  lengtli  I  toucli  the  happy  sphere 

To  Hberty  and  vii-tue  dear, 

"^Hiere  man  looks  up,  and,  proud  to  claim 

His  rank  witliin  the  social  frame, 

Sees  a  gi-and  system  roimd  liim  roll, 

Himself  its  centre,  sun  and  soul ! 

Far  fi-om  the  shocks  of  Eiu-ope ;  far 

From  every  wild,  elliptic  star 
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lliat,  slinotinf»  witJi  a  devious  fire, 
Kindled  by  Heaven's  .avcnf:fing  iro, 
So  oft  liatli  into  cliaos  luirl'd 
Tlie  S3-stcms  of  tlic  ancient  world ! 

The  warrior  here,  in  arms  no  more, 
Thinks  of  the  toil,  the  conflict  o'er, 
And  glorying  in  llie  rights  they  won 
For  hearth  and  altar,  sire  and  son. 
Smiles  on  the  dusky  webs  that  hide 
His  sleeping  sword's  remember'd  pride  1 
"Wliilc  peace,  witli  sunny  dieeks  of  toil, 
Walks  o'er  the  free,  uulorded  soil, 
Eflacing  with  her  si)lendid  share 
The  drops  tliat  war  had  sprinlilcd  there  \ 
Thrice  happy  land  !  Avhere  ho  who  flies 
From  the  dark  ills  of  other  sides, 
From  scora,  or  want's  imner\'ing  woea, 
May  shelter  him  in  proud  repose  ! 
Hope  sings  along  the  yellow  sand 
His  welcome  to  a  patriot  land  ; 
The  mighty  wood,  with  pomp,  receives 
The  sti-anger,  in  its  world  of  leaves, 
U'liich  soon  their  baiTcn  glory  yield 
To  the  wtu-m  slied  and  cultured  field  ; 
And  he,  who  came,  of  all  bereft. 
To  whom  nioligiiant  fate  had  left 
Nor  home  nor  friends  nor  countiy  dear. 
Finds  home  and  friends  and  counb-y  here! 

Such  is  the  pictnro,  warmly  such, 

That  long  the  spell  of  fancy's  touch 

Hatli  painted  to  my  sanguine  ej'e 

Of  man's  new  woild  of  liberty  ! 

Oh  !  ask  me  not,  if  truth  A^dll  seal 

Tlie  reveries  of  fancy's  zeal. 

If  yet  my  charmed  eyes  behold 

These  features  of  an  age  of  gold — • 

No — yet,  alas  !  no  gleaming  trace  ! 

Never  did  youth,  wlio  loved  a  face 

From  portrait's  rosy,  flattering  art, 

Recoil  with  more  regret  of  heart, 

To  find  an  owlet  eye  of  grey, 

Wliere  painting  poiir'd  tlie  sappliire's  rfiy, 

Than  I  have  felt,  indignant  felt. 

To  think  the  glorious 'cb'eams  should  melt, 

"Which  oft,  in  boyhood's  witching  time, 

Have  rapt  me  to  tliis  wondrous  clime ! 
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But,  courp, go  !  yet,  my  wavering  lieart ! 

Blame  not  the  temple's  meanest  part,' 

Till  you  have  traced  the  fabric  o'er : — 

As  yet,  v.-e  have  beheld  no  more 

Than  just  the  porch  to  freedom's  fane, 

And,  though  a  sable  drop  may  staia 

The  vestibule,  'tis  impious  sin 

To  doubt  tliere  's  holiness  A\itliin ! 

So  here  I  pause — and  now,  my  Kofe, 

To  you  (whose  simplest  ringlet's  I'liie 

Can  claim  more  interest  in  my  soid 

Than  all  the  Powers  from  pole  to  pole) 

One  word  at  parting;  in  the  tone 

Most  sweet  to  yon,  and  most  my  own. 

The  simple  notes  I  scud  you  here,' 

Though  rude  and  wild,  Avould  still  bo  desjr, 

If  you  but  knew  the  trance  of  thought 

In  which  my  mind  their  munniu-s  caught. 

'Twas  one  of  those  enchanting  dreams 

That  lull  me  oft,  wlion  music  seems 

To  pour  the  soul  in  sound  along. 

And  tm-n  its  every  sigh  to  song ! 

I  thouglit  of  home,  th'  according  lays 

Respired  the  breath  of  happier  days; 

"Warmly  in  every  rising  note 

I  f(jlt  some  deal'  remembrance  float, 

Till,  led  by  music's  fairy  cliain, 

I  wander'd  back  to  home  again ! 

Oh  !  love  the  song,  and  let  it  oft 

Live  on  yoiu-  lip,  in  warble  soft ! 

Say  that  it  tells  you,  simply  well. 

All  I  have  bid  its  murmm'S  tell. 

Of  memory's  glow,  of  dreams  that  shed 

The  tinge  of  joy  when  joy  is  lied, 

And  all  the  heart's  illusive  lioiu'd 

Of  love  renew'd  and  friends  restoi'cd ! 

Now,  svreet,  adieu  ! — tliis  artless  air, 

And  a  few  rhymes,  in  ti'anscript  fair,'' 

Are  all  the  gifts  I  yet  can  boast 

To  send  ^-ou  from  Colmnbia's  coast ; 

'  Norfolk,  if  Timst  be  owneJ,  is  an  unfavouraljle  spcrimcn  of  America.  Tha 
characteristics  of  ViiKJiiia  in  •:eneral  are  not  Biuli  :i3  cm  deii;;lit  eitlicr  tlio 
politician  or  tlis  moiaiisf.and  at  Norfollc  tlicy  are  cxliiliitcd  in  tlicir  least  attrac- 
tive  form.  At  tlie  lime  when  we  arrived  the  yellow  fever  had  nut  yet  disa;i- 
peared,  and  every  odour  that  assailed  us  in  the  streets  very  strongly  accounted 
':rr  its  visitation. 

">  A  trifling  attempt  at  musical  composition  acconipaEied  thii  epittls. 

3  The  poems  w  bich  immediately  follow. 
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But  ifv'lien  the  snn,  with  wanner  smilo, 
Shall  light  me  to  my  destined  islo/ 
You  sluiU  have  many  a  cowshp-bcU 
^Vhel•c  Ariel  slept,  and  many  a  shell 
In  wliich  tlie  gentle  sphit  drew 
From  honey  liowers  the  morning  dew  I 
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TO  CARA, 

A.FTEK  AN   INTERVAL  OF  ABSENCE. 

Coxceal'd  witliin  the  shady  wood 
A  mother  left  her  sleeping  child, 

And  Hew  to  cull  her  rustic  food, 
The  fruitage  of  tlie  forest  wild. 

But  storms  upon  her  pathway  rise, 
The  motlier  roams,  astray  and  weeping 

Far  from  Die  weak  appealing  cries 
Of  him  she  left  so  sweetly  sleeping. 

She  hopes,  she  feai-s ;  a  light  is  seen, 

And  gentler  blows  tlie  night  wind's  breath; 

Yet  no — 'tis  gone — the  storms  are  keen, 
The  baby  may  be  chill'd  to  death ! 

Perhaps  his  little  eyes  are  shaded 

Dim  by  death's  eternal  cliill — 
And  yet,  perhaps,  they  are  not  faded  ; 

Life  and  love  may  light  them  still. 

Thus,  when  my  soul,  witla  parting  sigh, 
Hung  on  thy  hand's  bewildering  touch, 

And,  tiinid,  ask'd  that  spealdng  eye, 
If  parting  pain'd  thee  half  so  much  : 

I  thought,  and,  oh,  forgive  the  thought! 

For  who,  by  eyes  like  thine  inspired. 
Could  e'er  resist  tlie  flatteiing  fault 

Of  fancying  what  his  soul  desired  ? 

Yes — I  did  think,  in  Cara's  mind, 
Though  yet  to  Cara's  mind  unlmown, 

I  left  one  infant  wish  behind. 

One  feeling,  wliich  I  caU'd  my  own  ! 

Oh,  blest !  tliough  but  in  fancy  blest. 

How  did  I  ask  of  pity's  care. 
To  shield  and  strengthen,  in  thy  brc.<xst. 

The  nui'shng  I  had  cradled  there. 

»  Bennnda. 
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And  many  an  hour  beguiled  by  pleasui'e, 
And  many  an  hour  of  soitow  uunabering, 

I  ne'er  forgot  the  new-bom  treasure 
I  left  witliin  thy  bosom  slumbering. 

Perhaps,  indifference  has  not  chiU'd  it, 
Haply,  it  yet  a  throb  may  give — 

Yet  no — perhaps  a  doubt  has  kill'd  it ! 
O  Cara ! — does  the  infant  live  ? 
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TO  CARA, 

ON  THE   DAWNING   OF  A   NEW  TEAr's   DA7. 

WiiKN  midnight  came  to  close  the  year, 
We  sigh'd  to  tliinli  it  Ihns  should  (ako 

The  hom'3  it  gave  us — houis  as  dear 
As  spnpathy  and  love  could  make 

Their  blessed  moments  !  every  sun 

Saw  us,  my  love,  more  closely  one ! 

But,  Cara,  when  the  da'WTi  was  nigh 
"Wliich  came  another  year  to  shed, 

The  smile  we  caught  fi-om  eye  to  eye 
Told  us,  those  moments  were  not  ilod, 

Oh,  no ! — we  felt,  some  futm-e  sim 

Should  see  us  still  more  closely  one ! 

Thus  may  we  ever,  side  by  side, 
From  happy  years  to  happier  glide ; 
And  still,  my  Cai'a,  maj'  tlie  sigh 

"We  give  to  hours,  that  vanish  o'er  ti3, 
Be  follow'd  by  tlie  smiling  ej^o 

That  Hope  shall  shed  on  scenes  before  ug  ! 


TO  THE  INVISIBLE  GIRL. 

They  tiy  to  persuade  me,  my  dear  little  sprite, 

That  you  ai'e  not  a  daughter  of  ether  and  Ught, 

Nor  have  any  concern  with  those  fanciful  fomis 

That  dance  upon  rainbows  and  ride  upon  storms ; 

That,  in  short,  you're  a  woman ;  j-oiur  Hp  and  your  breaat 

As  mortal  as  ever  were  tasted  or  press'd ! 

But  I  ■will  not  believe  tliem — no.  science  !  to  you 

I  have  long  bid  a  last  and  a  careless  adieu : 
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Stiil  flyiiig  fi-om  Natiuc  to  study  hor  laws, 

And  dulling:;  delight  by  exploring  its  cause,  j 

You  forget  liow  superior,  for  mortals  below,  ,| 

Is  the  fiction  ♦hey  dream  to  the  tinith  that  they  know.  j 

Oh !  who,  thiit  has  ever  had  rapture  complete,  ; 

AVould  ask  how  we  feci  it,  or  why  it  is  sweet;  j 

How  rays  are  coufu'jed.  or  how  particles  fly  ! 

Tlirough  the  medium  rclincd  of  a  glance  or  a  sigh  ' 

If?  there  one,  who  but  once  would  not  rather  have  knovvu  l! 

Than  wTitten.  with  Ilai-voy,  whole  vohuncs  upon  it? 

No,  no — but  for  you,  my  invisible  love,  j 

I  will  s\\  ear,  you  are  one  of  tliose  spirits  that  rove  j 

By  the  bank  where,  at  t\vilight,  the  poet  reclines. 

When  the  star  of  tlie  west  on  Ids  solitude  sliines,  ? 

And  the  magical  lingers  of  fancy  have  hung  | 

Every  breeze  witli  a  sigh,  every  leaf  with  a  tongiw)  « 

Oh  !  wliisper  him  tlicn,  'tis  retirement  alone  \ 

Can  hallow  his  hai-p  or  ennoble  its  tone ;  j 

ijike  you,  wiih  a  veU  of  seclusion  between,  i 

His  song  to  the  world  let  liim  utter  luisecn,  * 

And  LUic  you,  a  legithiiritc  child  of  the  spheres,  j 

Escape  from  the  e3'e  to  enraptm-e  the  ears !  I 

Sweet  spirit  of  mystery !  how  I  should  love,  j 

In  llie  wearisome  ways  I  am  fated  to  rove. 

To  have  you  for  ever  invisibly  nigh, 

Inhahng  for  ever  yoiu*  song  and  3'our  sigh ! 

'!Mid  tlie  crowds  of  tlic  world  and  the  murmurs  of  care, 

I  might  sometimes  converse  with  my  nymph  of  the  uir, 

And  turn  w  ith  disgust  from  the  clamorous  crew. 

To  steal  in  tlie  pauses  one  whisper  from  you. 

Oh  !  cor.ie  and  be  near  me,  for  ever  be  mine. 

We  shall  hold  in  tlie  air  a  communion  divine,  -■ 

As  sweet  as.  of  old,  was  imagined  to  dweU.  | 

In  the  grotto  of  Numa,  or  Socrates'  cell.  | 

And  oft,  at  those  lingering  moments  of  night,  .  ] 

Wlieu  tlie  heart  is  weigh'd  down  and  the  eyelid  is  ligli^:  I 

Yfiu  shall  come  to  my  pillow  and  tell  me  of  love,  i 

Such  as  angel  to  angel  m.ight  ^\lusper  above  !  ■ 

0  spii-it ! — and  then,  could  you  boiTOW  the  tone  j 
Of  that  voice,  to  my  ear  so  bcmtchingly  known,  | 
The  voice  of  the  one  upon  earth  who  has  twined  j 
Witli  her  essence  for  ever  my  heart  and  ray  mind !  ! 
Though  lonely  and  far  fi-om  the  light  of  her  smile,  j 
An  exile  and  weary  and  hopeless  the  while,  i 
Could  you  shed  for  a  moment  that  voice  on  my  oav,  ' 

1  wUl  tluiik  at  tliat  moment  my  Cara  is  neai-, 
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That  she  comes  witli  consoling  enchantment  to  speak. 
And  lasses  my  eyelid  and  siglis  on  my  cheek, 
And  tells  me,  tlie  night  shall  go  rupicily  by, 
For  the  da\yn  of  oiu-  hope,  of  om*  heaven,  is  nigh ! 

Sn'eet  spii'it !  if  such  he  your  magical  power, 
It  -i^ill  lighten  the  lapse  of  full  many  an  hoiu*; 
And  let  fortimc's  reanties  ixowvi  as  they  v/ill, 
Hope,  fancy,  and  Cara  may  smile  for  me  still! 
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PEACE  AND  GLOPtY. 

Where  is  now  the  smile  that  lighten'd 

Every  hero's  couch  of  rest  ? 
Where  is  now  the  liopc  that  brighten'd 

Honoiu-'s  eye  and  pity's  breast  ? 
Have  we  lost  llie  wreath  we  braided 

For  om*  wear}^  warrior  men  ? 
Is  the  faithless  ohve  faded? 

Must  tlie  bay  be  pluck'd  again  ? 

Passing  hour  of  sunny  weather 

Lovely,  in  your  light  awhile. 
Peace  and  Glory,  wed  together, 

Wander'd  tlu-ough  the  blessed  isle. 
And  tlie  eyes  of  peace  would  ghsten, 

Dewy  as  a  morning  sim, 
When  tlie  timid  maid  v.ould  Usf on 

To  the  deeds  her  chief  had  done. 

Is  the  hour  of  dalliance  over  ? 

Must  the  maiden's  trcmbhng  feet 
Waft  her  fi-om  her  warhke  lover 

To  the  desert's  still  reti-eat  ? 
Fare  you  well !  witli  sighs  wc  banish 

Nymph  so  fair  and  guest  so  briglit ; 
Yet  the  smile,  with  winch  you  vanish, 

Leaves  beliind  a  sootliing  light ! 

Sootliing  light !  that  long  shall  sparldo 

O'er  yom'  warrior's  sanguine  way, 
Through  the  field  where  horrors  darkle. 

Shedding  hope's  consohng  ray ! 
Long  the  smile  liis  heai*t  \^'ill  cherish, 

To  its  absent  idol  ti-ue. 
While  aroimd  him  mjTiads  peris!i^ 

Glory  still  v^ill  sigh  for  you  1 
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To  be  tliG  tlicme  of  every  lioiir 

The  heart  devotes  to  fancy's  power, 

"When  her  soft  magic  fills  the  mind 

Witli  fiieiids  aud  joys  we've  left  bclund, 

And  joys  retiu'n  and  fi-iends  ai'e  near, 

And  all  are  welcomed  with  a  tear ! 

In  the  mind's  pui'cst  seat  to  dwell, 

To  be  remember'd  oft  and  well 

By  one  ^vllose  heai-t,  tliough  vain  and  wild, 

By  passion  led,  by  youth  beguiled, 

Can  proudly  stiU  aspire  to  know 

Tlie  feeling  soul's  divinest  glow ! 

If  thus  to  live  in  every  pai't 

Of  a  lone  weaiy  wanderer's  heart ; 

If  thus  to  bo  its  sole  employ 

Can  give  tliee  one  faint  gleam  of  joy, 

BeUeve  it,  Maiy!  oh,  believe 

A  tongue  tliat  never  can  deceive, 

When  passion  dotli  not  lirst  betray 

And  tinge  the  thought  upon  its  way  I 

In  pleasure's  dream  or  son'ow's  hoiu', 

In  crowded  hall  or  lonely  bower. 

The  business  of  my  life  shall  be. 

For  ever  to  remember  tliee  ! 

And  though  that  heart  be  dead  to  mine, 

Since  love  is  hfe  and  wakes  not  tlii;ie, 

I'll  take  thy  image,  as  the  form 

Of  some  tiling  I  should  long  to  warm, 

Wliich,  though  it  yield  no  answering  tlirill 

Is  not  less  deai',  is  lovely  still ! 

I'll  take  it,  wheresoe'er  t  stray, 

The  bright,  cold  burthen  of  my  way  ! 

To  keep  this  semblance  fresh  in  bloom, 

Lly  heart  shall  be  its  glo^ving  tomb, 

Aud  Love  shall  lend  his  sweetest  care, 

With  memory  to  embalm  it  there ! 
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SONG. 


Take  back  tlie  sigh,  thy  lips  of  art 

In  passion's  moment  breatlied  to  me ; 
Yet,  no — it  must  not,  will  not  part, 
'Tis  now  the  Hfe -breath  of  my  heai-t. 
And  has  become  too  pure  for  tliea ! 
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Take  back  the  kiss,  that  faithless  sigh 

With  all  the  warmtli  of  ti-uth  impress  d ; 
Yet,  no — the  fatal  kiss  may  he, 
Upon  thy  lip  its  sweets  would  die. 
Or  bloom  to  make  a  rival  blest ! 

Take  back  Uie  vows  that,  night  and  day, 

My  heart  received,  I  thought,  from  tliiao' 
Yet,  no — allow  them  still  to  stay, 
They  might  some  other  heart  beti'ay. 
As  sweetly  as  they've  ruin'd  mine  ! 


A  BALLAD. 

THE  LAKE   OF  THE   DISJIAL  SWAMP. 
Written  at  Norfolk,  in  Virginia. 

"They  tell  of  a  younj  man  who  loit  his  niinJ  upon  the  death  of  a  g'rl  he 
Inveil,  and  wlio,  suddenly  disuppeariiig  from  his  friends,  was  ne\er  afterwards 
hciird  of.  As  he  had  frequently  snid,  in  his  ravin;;s,  that  Uie  girl  was  not  dead, 
but  gone  to  tlie  Dismal  Swamp,  it  is  supposed  lie  had  wandered  into  that 
dreary  wilderness,  and  died  of  hunger,  or  been  lost  in  Bome  of  its  dreadful 
mnrasses." — Anon. 

La  Pudaie  a  scs  monstres  comme  la  '^a.inrs.—D' Alemlert. 

"  They  made  her  a  grave,  too  cold  and  damp 

For  a  soul  so  wai-m  and  true ; 
And  she  's  gone  to  tlie  Lake  of  the  Dismal  Svv'amp,* 
Where,  aU  night  long,  by  a  fire-fly  lamp, 

She  paddles  her  white  canoe. 

"  And  her  fire-fly  lamp  I  soon  shaU  see, 

And  her  paddle  I  soon  shall  hear ; 
Long  and  loving  oui-  hfe  shaU  be. 
And  I'U  hide  the  maid  in  a  cypress  tree, 

When  the  footstep  of  Deaiii  is  near ! " 

Away  to  the  Dismal  Swamp  he  speeds — 

His  path  was  rugged  and  sore, 
Tlu'ough  tangled  jimiper,  beds  of  reeds, 
Tlu'ough  many  a  fen,  where  the  serpent  feeds 

And  man  never  trod  before  ! 

And,  when  on  tlie  earth  he  smik  to  sleep, 

If  slumber  his  eyelids  knew, 
He  lay,  where  the  deadly  viae  doth  weep 
Its  venomous  tear  and  nightly  steep 

The  flesh  vidth  blistering  dew ! 

•  The  Great  Dismal  Swamp  is  ten  ojr  twelve  miles  distant  from  Norfolk,  and 
the  lake  ill  the  middle  of  it  (about  seven  miles  long)  is  called  Drummoad's 
I'ond, 
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And  near  hini  tlie  she-wolf  slirr'd  vise  bralco. 
And  Uio  copper-snr.ke  bi:eaLliinl  in  liis  ear. 
Till  he  stiutinjf  cnod.  Li-u;ii  Ids  drormi  awulie, 
"  Oil !  when  shall  1  soe  the  dusky  Lake, 
And  the  wliite  canoe  of  my  doai*  ?  " 

He  saw  the  I-alce,  and  a  meteor  bright 

Quick  over  its  surface  play'd — 
"AVelcomf!,"  lie  said,  "my  dear  one's  light!" 
And  the  dim  shore  echoed,  for  many  a  night. 
The  name  of  the  death-cold  maid  ! 

Till  he  hollow'd  a  boat  of  the  biichen  bark, 

\Vhicli  caiTied  lum  olF  from  shore ; 
Far  lie  followd  the  meteor  spai'k. 
The  wind  was  lugh  and  the  clouds  were  darL', 
And  Uie  boat  rctiuu'd  no  more. 

But  oft,  from  the  Indian  himter's  camp 

This  lover  and  maid  so  time 
Are  seen  at  tlie  hour  of  midnight  damp, 
To  cross  the  Lake  by  a  fire-ily  lamp, 

And  paddle  their  white  canoe  ! 


TO  THE 

MARCHIONESS  DOWAGEIl  OF  D — LI^ 

From  Bermuda,  January,  1804. 


Lady  !  where'er  yon  roam,  whatever  beam 
Of  bright  creation  wai'ins  your  mimic  di'eam  ; 
"Whether  you  ti-ace  the  vaUey's  golden  meads. 
Where  mazy  Linth  liis  lingeiing  current  leads;' 
Enamour'd  catch  tlie  mellow  hues  that  sleep, 
At  eve,  on  Meillerie's  immortaJ  steep  ; 
Or  musing  o'er  tlie  Lake,  at  day's  decline, 
^Icj-k  the  last  shadow  on  the  holy  shruie,* 
■*\'here,  many  a  nij(ht,  tlie  soul  oi'  Tell  complains 
Of  Gallia's  triumph  and  Helvetia's  chains ; 
Oh  !  lay  the  pencil  for  a  moment  bj', 
Tm-n  from  the  tablet  that  creative  eye, 
And  let  its  splendoiu",  like  the  morning  ray 
Upon  a  shepherd's  harp,  iilimie  my  lay ! 


1  Lady  !>.,  I  supposed,  was  at  this  time  sKll  in  Switzerland, wh-^r?  ib'  jiTfen 
of  licr  pencil  liiiu-t  l.iive  been  Irtqiiculiy  awhkciied. 
»  Tlie  chapel  of  Will  am  Tell  on  the  Lake  o;'  Liicenvj, 
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'iL^  Lady,  no  ! — for  song  so  rude  as  iviinc, 
Chase  not  the  wonders  of  your  dream  divine ; 
Still,  radiant  eye  !  upon  the  tablet  dwell ; 
StUl,  rosy  finger !  weave  your  pictured  spell ; 
And,  wliile  I  sing  the  animated  smiles 
Of  fairy  nature  in  these  sim-born  isles, 
Oh  !  might  the  song  awake  some  bright  desiga 
Inspire  a  touch,  or  prompt  one  happy  line. 
Proud  were  my  soul,  to  see  its  himible  thought 
On  painting's  miiTor  so  di\'inely  caught, 
And  wondering  Genius,  as  he  lean'd  to  trac» 
The  faint  conception  Idndling  into  gi'ace, 
Might  love  my  nmubers  for  the  spark  they  threw, 
And  bless  the  lay  that  lent  a  chann  to  you ! 

Have  you  not  oft,  in  nightly  vision,  stray'd 
To  the  pure  isles  of  ever-blooming  shade, 
Whicli  l)ards  of  old,  with  kindly  magic,  placed 
For  happ)'  spirits  in  th'  Atlantic  waste? 
There  as  eternal  gales,  witli  fi-agrance  warm, 
Bueathed  fi'oni  elysiiun  through  each  shadowy  form 
In  eloquence  of  eye,  and  dreams  of  song. 
They  charm'd  their  lapse  of  nightless  hom-s  along ! 
Nor  yet  in  song  that  mortal  ear  may  suit, 
For  every  spirit  was  itself  a  late. 
Where  virtue  waken'd,  willi  elysian  breeze, 
Pure  tones  of  thought  and  mental  harmonies! 
BeUeve  me.  Lady,  when  the  zephp's  bland 
Floated  om*  bark  to  tliis  enchanted  land, 
These  leafy  isles  upon  tlie  ocean  tlu'ovrn. 
Like  studs  of  emerald  o'er  a  silver  zone : 
Not  all  the  charm,  that  ethnic  fancy  gave 
To  blessed  arbom'S  o'er  the  western  wave, 
Could  wake  a  cU'cam,  more  soothing  or  sublime. 
Of  bowers  ethereal  and  che  spiiit's  clune ! 

The  mora  was  loveh',  every  wave  was  stUl, 
When  the  first  perfume  of  a  cedar-liill 
Sweetly  awaked  us,  and  \s\W\  smiling  chai-ms, 
The  fauy  harbour  woo'd  us  to  its  arms.' 
Gently  we  stole,  before  tlie  languid  wind, 
Tlu-ough  plaintain  shades,  that  like  an  awning  twined 
And  Idss'd  on  either  side  the  wanton  sails, 
Breatliing  our  welcome  to  these  vernal  vales ; 

'  Nothing  can  be  mere  romantic  than  the  little  harbour  of  St.  George's, 
TS;e  number  of  beautiful  islets,  the  singular  clearness  of  the  water,  and  llio 
aniiiiatod  |,lay  of  tl.e  ;,'raceful  little  boats,  gliding  for  ever  between  the  islaiida, 
and  seeming  to  sail  from  one  cedar-grove  into  another,  form  all  together  thi 
jweetest  miniature  of  nature  that  can  be  imagined. 
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While,  far  rodected  o'er  the  wave  serene, 
Eacli  Moodcd  ishind  shed  so  soft  a  gi-ecn. 
That  the  enamoiir'd  keel,  with  wliispeTJiig  play, 
Tlirough  liquid  herbage  seem'd  to  steal  its  way  I 
Never  did  weary  bark  more  sweetly  glide. 
Or  rest  its  anchor  in  a  lovelier  tide  ! 
Along  the  margin,  many  a  brilliant  dome, 
White  as  the  palace  of  a  Lapland  gnome, 
Brightcn'd  tlie  wave ;  in  every  mjTtle  gi-ove 
Secluded  bashful,  like  a  shrine  of  love, 
Some  elfin  mansion  sparlded  tlirough  the  shade; 
And,  while  the  foliage  interposing  play'd, 
Wreatlung  tlie  sti'ucture  into  various  gi'ace, 
Fancy  woidd  love,  in  many  a  form,  to  tracb 
The  llowcry  capital,  the  shaft,  the  porch.' 
And  dream  of  temples,  tdl  her  kindling  torch 
Lighted  me  back  to  all  tlie  glorious  days 
Of  Attic  genius ;  and  I  seemed  to  gaze 
On  mai'ble,  from  tlie  rich  Pentelic  raoimt. 
Gracing  the  umbrage  of  some  Naiad's  fount. 

Sweet  aity  being !'  who,  in  brighter  hours. 
Lived  on  the  perfume  of  those  honey'd  bowers, 
In  velvet  buds,  at  evening,  loved  to  lie. 
And  win  with  music  eveiy  rose's  sigh ! 
Though  weak  tlie  magic  of  my  himible  strain, 
To  chann  your  spu-it  from  its  orb  again, 
Yet,  oh  !  for  her,  beneath  whose  smile  I  sing. 
For  her,  (whose  pencil,  if  your  rainbow  A\ing 
Were  dimm'd  or  niflled  by  a  mntry  sky, 
CoiUd  smooth  its  feather  and  relume  its  dye,) 
A  moment  wander  fi-om  your  stai-iy  sphere. 
And  if  the  lime-ti-ee  gi-ove  tliat  once  was  dear. 
The  simny  wave,  the  bower,  the  breezy  hill. 
The  spai'kling  gi-otto  can  delight  you  still. 


'  Tliis  is  an  a11iis:«n  which,  to  the  few  wlio  are  fanciful  enough  to  indulge  ia 
it,  rciulirs  ihe  scenery  of  B'Tmuda  pnrticularly  interesting,  lu  tlie  slion  but 
be;iutiful  t«ilij;ht  of  their  spring  evenin^^'s,  the  wliiie  cottazes  scattered  over 
the  islands,  and  but  partially  seen  through  the  trees  thiit  surround  tliem, 
assume  often  the  appearance  of  little  Grecian  temples,  and  fancy  niay  einl;el' 
lish  the  ]ioor  fisherman's  hut  with  columns  which  the  pencil  of  Claiule  might 
imitate.  I  had  one  favourite  object  of  this  kind  in  my  walks,  which  the  hospi- 
tality  of  its  owner  robbed  me  ot  by  asking  me  to  visit  him.  He  was  a  plain 
go  )d  man,  and  received  me  well  and  warmly;  but  1  never  could  turn  his  liousa 
into  a  Grecian  temple  again. 

•  Ariel.  Among  the  many  charms  which  Bermuda  has  for  a  poetic  eye,  we 
cannot  for  an  instant  forget  that  it  is  the  scene  of  Sliaksp. -are's  "  Tempest," 
and  that  here  he  conjured  up  the  "delicate  Ariel," who  alone  is  worth  ih* 
whole  heaven  of  ancient  mythology. 
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Oh  !  take  their  fairest  tint,  their  softest  light, 
Weave  all  tlieir  beauty  into  dreams  of  night, 
And,  while  the  lovely  artist  slumbering  lies, 
Shed  the  warm  picture  o'er  her  mental  eyes ; 
Borrow  for  sleep  her  o-svn  creative  spells, 
And  brightly  show  what  song  but  faintly  tells ! 
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THE  GENIUS  OF  HARMONY. 

AN    IKREGULAR   ODE. 


Ad  harmoniam  canere  mnndura. 

Cicero,  de  Nat.  Dtor.  lilj  iU. 


There  lies  a  shell  beneath  the  waves, 
In  many  a  hollow  ^^inding  wi'eathcd. 
Such  as  of  old, 
Echo'd  the  breath  that  warbling  sea-maids  breathed ; 
Tliis  magic  shell 
From  the  wliite  bosom  of  a  Sjrren  fell. 
As  once  she  wander'd  by  the  tide  that  laves 
SicUia's  sands  of  gold. 
It  bears. 
Upon  its  sliining  side,  the  mysUc  notes 

Of  those  enti-ancing  au-s 
The  genii  of  the  deep  were  wont  to  swell, 
When  heaven's  eternal  orbs  thou-  midnight  music  roll'd  " 

Oh !  seek  it,  wheresoe'er  it  floats ; 
And,  if  the  power 
Of  thrUUng  numbers  to  thy  soul  be  dear, 
Go,  bring  the  bright  shell  to  my  bower, 
And  I  wiW.  fold  thee  in  such  downy  dreams, 
As  lap  the  spirit  of  the  seventh  sphere, 
When  Luna's  distant  tone  falls  faintly  on  his  ear  ! 
And  thou  shalt  own. 
That,  through  the  circle  of  creation's  zone. 
Where  matter  darldes  or  where  spirit  beams  • 
From  the  pellucid  tides,  that  whui 
The  planets  tlii'ough  theu*  maze  of  song, 
To  the  small  rill,  that  weeps  along 
Murmuring  o'er  beds  of  pearl ; 
From  the  rich  sigh 
Of  the  sun's  arrow  tlu'ough  an  evening  sky. 
To  the  faint  breath  the  tuneful  osier  yields 
On  Aiiic's  burning  fields ; 
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Oil !  tJiou  shalt  own  this  universe  divine 

Is  mine ! 
That  I  respii'e  in  all  and  all  in  me, 
One  mighty  mingled  soul  of  boundless  harmony  I 

Welcome,  welcome,  mystic  shell ! 
Many  a  star  has  ceased  to  burn, 
Many  a  tear  has  Satan's  imi 
O'er  the  cold  bosom  of  the  ocean  wept 
Since  thy  aerial  spell 
Hatli  in  the  waters  slept 

I  fly, 

With  the  bright  treasure,  to  my  choral  sky, 
Where  she,  who  waked  its  eai-ly  swell, 
The  Syren,  witli  a  foot  of  fire, 
Walks  o'er  the  great  sti-ing  of  my  Oi-phic  LjTre, 
Or  guides  around  the  bui'ning  pole 
The  winged  cliariot  of  some  blissful  soul ! 
While  thou, 
0  son  of  eai-th  !  what  di-eams  shall  rise  for  tlice ! 
Eeneatli  Hispania's  sim, 
Thou'lt  see  a  streamlet  nm, 
^Vhich  I  have  warm'd  'nith  dews  of  melody; 

Listen ! — when  the  night-wind  dies 
Do^^'n  tlie  still  ciuTent,  like  a  hai-p  it  sighs ! 
A  liquid  chord  is  every  Avave  that  flows. 
An  airy  plectrum  every  breeze  that  blows ! 

There,  by  tliat  wondrous  stream. 
Go,  lay  tliy  languid  brow. 
And  I  will  send  thee  such  a  godlike  dream. 
Such — mortal !  mortal !  hast  thou  heard  of  him, 
Who,  many  a  night,  with  liis  primordial  lyre. 
Sat  on  tlie  chill  Panga;an  mount, 
And,  looking  to  the  orient  dim, 
Watoh'd  tlae  first  flowing  of  that  sacred  fount, 

From  which  liis  soiU  had  di-iuik  its  fire  ! 
Oh !  think  what  visions,  in  tliat  lonely  hour. 
Stole  o'er  liis  musing  breast ! 
What  pious  ecstacy 
Wafted  liis  prayer  to  tliat  eternal  Power, 

"Wliose  seal  upon  tliis  world  impress'd 
The  various  fonns  of  bright  divinity ! 

Or,  dost  thou  Imow  what  dreams  I  wove, 
'Mid  the  deep  hoiTor  of  that  silent  bower , 
Where  tlie  rapt  Samian  slept  liis  holy  slumber? 
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When,  free 

From  every  eartlily  chain, 
From  \Aa-eaths  of  pleasiu'e  and  from  bonds  of  pain, 

His  spiiit  flew  through  fields  above, 
Drank  at  the  source  of  Nature's  fontal  number, 
And  saw,  in  mystic  clioir,  around  liiin  move 
The  stars  of  song.  Heaven's  burning  minstrelsy ! 
Such  dreams,  so  heavenly  bright, 
I  swear 
By  tiie  gi-eat  diadem  that  twines  my  hair. 
And  by  tiie  seven  gems  that  sparkle  there, 

Mingling  tlieir  beams 
In  a  soft  iris  of  harmonious  hght, 

0  mortal !  such  shall  be  tliy  radiant  dreams  ! 
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TO,  GEOKGE  MORGAN,  ESQ., 

OF   NORFOLK,    VIRGINIA.' 
From  BermuJa,  January,  1801. 

Kfiio)  S'rji'f^ioeo'o'a  (cat  arpOTros,  oia  6'  aAiTrAjjf, 
Ai9uiv)5  Kot  ix.a.KKov  e;ri5pofios  ijejrep  ittttois, 
IIoiT^a)  eveoDjptxTat. 

Callimach.  Ili/mii.  hi  Del.  e.  11. 

Oh,  what  a  tempest  wliirl'd  us  hither!* 

Winds,  wliose  savage  breath  could  wither 

AU  the  hght  and  languid  flowers 

That  bloom  in  Epiciu-us'  bowers  ! 

Yet  think  not,  George,  tliat  fancy's  charm 

Forsook  me  in  this  rude  alarm. 


•  Tliis  gentleman  is  attached  to  the  British  consulate  at  Norfolk.  Hia 
talents  are  wortliy  of  a  much  higher  spliere;  hut  the  excellent  ilisposilions  of 
the  family  with  nhorii  lie  resides,  and  the  conlJHl  repose  he  enjuvs  aniougst 
sofiie  of  the  kindest  hearts  in  the  world,  should  l)e  almost  enou;.'h  to  atone  to 
him  for  the  worst  caprices  of  fortune.  The  consul  hiinsell.  Colonel  Hamilton, 
is  one  amon^;  the  verj  lew  instances  of  a  man  ardently  loyal  to  his  kins,  and 
yet  lieloveil  liy  the  Americans.  His  h(mse  is  the  very  temple  of  hospitality; 
and  I  sincerely  pity  flie  heart  of  tliat  stranger  who,  warm  from  ilie  welcome  of 
such  a  hoard,  and  with  the  taste  of  such  Madeira  still  uiion  Ins  ^?ps,  "col  dolee 
in  liocea,"  could  sit  down  to  write  a  libel  on  his  host  in  the  true  spirit  of  a 
modern  philosophist. — See  tlie  Travels  of  the  Due  de  la  Rochefoucault  Liancourt, 
vol.  ii. 

*  We  were  seven  days  on  our  passage  from  Isorfolk  to  Bermuda,  during  three 
of  which  we  were  forced  to  lav-to  in  a  gale  of  wind.  The  Driver  sloop  of  war, 
in  which  I  went,  was  Imilt  at  Bermuda  of  cedar,  and  is  accounted  an  e.xreller.t 
sea-hoat.  She  was  tlieu  commanded  liy  my  very  much  regretted  frit-iid  Captain 
C.mapton,  who,  in  July  last,  was  killed  aboard  the  Lilly  in  an  action  with  a 
i-'rench  privateer.  Poor  Comptou  I  he  fi-li  a  victim  to  the  strange  impolicy  ol 
allowing  such  a  miserable  thing  as  the  Lilly  to  remain  in  the  service;  so  small, 
crank,  and  unmanageable,  that  a  weli-man'ned  merchantman  was  at  any  time  a 
Biaicli  for  her 
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^Vhen  close  they  reef 'd  the  timid  sail, 

When,  every  plank  complaining  loud, 
We  labour'd  in  tlie  midnight  gale, 

And  e'en  our  haughty  main-mast  bow'dt 
The  muse,  in  tliat  unlovely  hour, 
Benignly  brought  her  sootliiug  power. 
And,  midst  the  war  of  waves  and  wind* 
In  songs  elysian  lapp'd  my  mind ! 
Slie  open'd,  \a\l\  her  golden  key, 

The  casket  ^^■hc•re  my  memory  lays 
Those  little  gems  of  poosy, 

Wluch  time  has  saved  from  ancienrt  dajB  \ 
Take  one  of  these,  to  Lais  sung ; 
I  wrote  it  while  my  hammock  swung, 
As  one  miglit  write  a  disserlaliou 
Upon  "  suspended  animation ! " 


Sweetly  you  kiss,  my  Lais  dear ! 
But,  wldle  you  kiss,  I  feel  a  tear 
Bitter,  as  tliose  wlicn  lovers  part. 
In  mystery  fi-om  your  eyelid  start ! 
Sadly  you  lean  yom*  head  to  mine. 
And  roiuid  my  neck  in  silence  t\\  ine, 
Your  hair  along  my  bosom  spread. 
All  humid  with  the  tears  you  shed ! 
Have  I  not  kiss'd  those  lids  of  snow  ? 
Yet  still,  my  love,  like  founts  they  ilow, 
Bathing  our  cheeks,  whene'er  tliey  meet- 
Why  is  it  thus  ?  do  tell  me,  sweet ! 
Ah,  Lais  !  are  my  bodings  right? 
Am  I  to  lose  you  ?  is  to-night 

Our  last go,  false  to  heaven  and  me! 

Your  very  teai's  are  ti-eachery. 


Such,  wlrile  in  air  I  floating  hung. 
Such  was  the  sti"ain,  Morgante  miol 

The  muse  and  I  together  sung. 
With  Boreas  to  make  out  the  tria 


But,  bless  the  little  fairy  isle  1 
How  sweetly,  after  all  our  lUs, 

We  saw  tlie  dewy  morning  smile 
Serenely  o'er  its  fragrant  hilla  1 
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And  felt  the  pure,  elastic  flow 
Of  airs,  that  roimd  this  Eden  blow, 
With  honey  freshness,  caught  by  stealth, 
Warm  fi-om  the  veiy  hps  of  health ! 

Oh !  could  you  view  the  scenery  dear, 

That  now  beneath  my  -nondow  lies. 
You'd  tliinlc,  that  Natiu-e  lavish'd  here 

Her  purest  wave,  her  softest  skies, 
To  make  a  heaven  for  love  to  sigh  in, 
For  bards  to  live  and  saints  to  die  in ! 
Close  to  my  wooded  bank  below 

In  glassy  calm  the  waters  sle*;p. 
And  to  the  sim-beam  proudly  show 

The  coral  rocks  they  love  to  steep ! 

The  fainting  breeze  of  morning  fails, 

The  di-owsy  boat  moves  slowly  past, 
And  I  can  almost  touch  its  sails 

That  languish  idly  round  the  mast. 
The  Sim  has  now  profusely  given 
The  flaslies  of  a  noontide  heaven, 
And,  as  the  wave  reflects  his  beams, 
Anotlier  heaven  its  surface  seems ! 
Blue  hght  and  clouds  of  silvery  tears 

So  pictured  o'er  the  waters  lie. 
That  every  languid  bark  appears 

To  float  along  a  biu-ning  sky ! 

Oh  !  for  the  boat  the  angel  gave 

To  him  who,  in  his  heavenward  flight, 
SaU'd,  o'er  the  sun's  ethereal  wave. 

To  planet-isles  of  odorous  light ! 
Sweet  Venus,  what  a  clime  he  found 
Witliin  tln-^  orb's  ambrosial  roimd ! 
There  spring  the  breezes,  rich  and  warm. 

That  pant  around  tliy  twilight  car ; 
There  angels  dwell,  so  pm-e  of  form. 

That  each  appears  a  living  star ! 

These  are  the  sprites,  0  radiant  queen ! 

Thou  send'st  so  often  to  the  bed 
Of  her  I  love,  with  spell  unseen. 

Thy  planet's  brightening  bahn  to  shed 
To  make  the  eye's  enchantment  clearer, 

To  give  the  cheek  one  rosebud  more, 
And  bid  that  flushing  hp  be  dearer, 

"WTiich  had  been,  oh !  too  dear  before ! 
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But,  wliither  means  the  muse  to  roam? 
'Tis  time  to  call  the  wanderer  home. 
^Vho  could  have  ever  thought  to  search  her 
Up  in  Uie  clouds  with  Father  lui'cher? 
So,  liealth  and  love  to  all  your  mansion  ! 

Long  may  tlie  bowl  that  pleasures  bloom  ia. 
The  flow  of  heart,  the  soul's  expansion, 

IMlrtli  and  song  yoiu*  board  illumine  ! 
Fare  you  well — remember  too, 

^\'hen  cups  are  flowing  to  tlie  brim, 
That  here  is  one  who  drinks  to  you, 

And,  oh ! — as  waimly  diink  to  him. 


THE  RING. 
TO .  1801. 

No — Lady  !  Lady  !  keep  the  ring : 

Oh  !  thin]{,  how  miiiiy  a  future  j'ear, 
Of  placid  smile  and  downy  wing, 

May  sleep  within  its  holy  sphere ! 

Do  not  distiu'b  their  tranquil  di'cani, 

Though  love  hath  ne'er  the  mystery  warm'd. 

Yet  Heaven  will  shed  a  soothing  beam. 
To  bless  tlie  bond  itself  hath  fonn'd. 

But  then,  that  eye,  tliat  burning  eye ! 

Oh  !  it  doth  ask,  with  magic  power. 
If  Heaven  can  ever  bless  the  tie, 

AVhere  love  inwTeatiics  no  genial  flower  ! 

Away,  away,  bewildering  look ! 

Or  all  the  boast  of  virtue  's  o'er ; 
Go — hie  thee  to  the  sage's  book, 

And  learn  from  liim  to  feel  no  more ! 

I  cannot  wani  thee  ;  every  touch, 

That  brings  my  piUses  close  to  tliine. 
Tells  me  I  want  thy  aid  as  much, 

Oh !  quite  as  much,  as  tliou  dost  mine  ! 

Yet  stay,  dear  love — one  effort  yet — 

A  moment  turn  those  e^'es  away. 
And  let  me,  if  I  can,  forget 

The  light  tliat  leads  my  soul  astray ! 

^ H^  ^ 
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Thou  say'st,  that  we  were  bom  to  meet, 
That  om-  hearts  bear  one  common  seal : 

O  Lady !  tliink,  how  man's  deceit 
Can  seem  to  sigh  and  feign  to  feel ! 

When  o'er  thy  face  some  gleam  of  thought, 
Like  daybeams  tlirough  tlie  morning  air. 

Hath  gradual  stole,  and  I  have  caught 
The  feehng  ere  it  kindled  there  : 

The  sjTnpatliy  I  then  beti-ay'd 
Perhaps  was  but  the  cliild  of  art ; 

The  guile  of  one,  who  long  hath  play'd 
With  all  these  \vily  nets  of  heart. 

Oh  !  thou  hast  not  my  virgin  vow ; 

Though  few  tlie  j-ears  I  yet  have  told, 
Canst  thou  beheve  I  Uve  till  now, 

Witli  loveless  heait  or  senses  cold  ? 

No — many  a  throb  of  bliss  and  pain, 
For  many  a  maid  my  soul  liath  provecl ; 

With  some  I  wanton'd  wUd  and  vain, 
'N\1ule  some  I  truly,  dcaiiy  loved  ! 

The  cheek  to  thine  I  fondly  lay, 
To  tlicirs  hath  been  as  fondly  laid  ; 

The  words  to  thee  I  warmly  say, 
To  tliem  have  been  as  warmly  said. 

Then,  scorn  at  once  a  languid  heart, 
Wliich  long  hath  lost  its  eaily  spring; 

Think  of  the  pure,  bright  soul  thou  art. 
And — keep  the  ring,  oh  !  keep  the  ring. 

Enough — now,  turn  thine  ej'es  again ; 

What,  still  that  look  and  stiU  that  sigh ! 
Dost  thou  not  feel  ray  counsel  then  ? 

Oh !  no,  beloved ! — nor  do  I. 

Wliile  thus  to  mine  tliy  bosom  lies, 
Wliile  thus  oxu'  breatlis  commingling  glo^^ , 

'Twere  more  tlianVoman,  to  be  wise, 
'Twere  more  than  man,  to  wish  thee  so ! 

I  Did  we  not  love  so  tiiie,  so  dear, 

{  Tliis  lapse  could  never  be  forgiven; 

But  hearts  so  fond  and  lips  so  near — 
(rive  me  the  ling,  and  now — 0  heaYe^ ! 
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TO 


ON    SEEING    HER   WITH    A    WHITE   VEIL   AND    A    UICH    OIRDLfJ 

Mapyapirai  87}Xou<ri  Saxpwuv  pool*. 

Ap-  Nicfjihor.  in  Oneirocriltc^, 

Put  off  the  vestal  veil,  nor,  oh ! 

Let  weeping  anpels  view  it ; 
Your  cheeks  belie  its  ^'irgin  snow, 

AikI  blush  repenting  tlu-ough  it 

Put  off  the  fatal  zone  you  wear ; 

The  lucid  pearls  around  it 
Ai-e  tears,  that  fell  from  Viitue  there. 

The  hour  tliat  Love  unbound  it. 


•^ 


THE  RESEMBLANCE. 


vo  cere nnd'  io 


Doiin.i,  quant'  e  possiliile,  ill  altrai 
La  (lesiata  vostra  forma  vera. 

Pelrareh,  Sonett.  U. 

Yes,  if  'twere  any  common  love, 
Tliat  led  my  pliant  heart  astray, 

I  grant,  there  's  not  a  power  above 
Could  wipe  the  faithless  crime  away  I 

But,  't^vas  my  doom  to  err  wtli  one 

In  every  look  so  like  to  thee, 
That,  oh,  beneath  the  blessed  sim. 

So  fair  tliere  are  but  thou  and  she ! 

Vrhate'er  may  be  her  angel  bu-tli, 
She  was  thy  l.n-ely,  perfect  twin, 

And  wore  tlie  only  shape  on  eartli, 
That  could  liavc  chami'd  my  soul  to  sin! 

Your  eyes  ! — tlie  eyes  of  languid  doves 
Were  never  half  so  lilce  each  otlier ! 

The  glances  of  tlie  baby  loves 

llesemble  less  their  warm-eyed  mother ! 

Her  lip  ! — oh,  call  me  not  false-hearted, 
^\^len  such  a  Hp  I  fondly  press'd ; 

'Twas  Love  some  melting  cheny  parted, 
Gave  thee  half  and  her  the  rest! 

And  when,  with  all  tliy  mm-muring  tone, 
They  sued  half-open  to  be  kiss'd, 

I  could  as  soon  resist  tliine  o\^ti. 
And  them  Heavea  Ijuows.  I  ne'er  resist 


■^'M 


,  > 


EPISTLES,    ODES,   ETC.  123 

Then,  scorn  me  not,  thougli  false  I  be, 
'Tvvas  love  that  waked  Hie  dear  excess ; 

My  heart  had  been  more  ti-ue  to  thee, 
Had  mine  eye  prized  thy  beauty  less ! 


TO 


When  I  loved  you,  I  can't  but  allow 
I  had  many  an  exquisite  minute  ; 

But  the  scorn  that  I  feel  for  you  now 
Hath  even  more  luxmy  in  it ! 

Thus,  whether  we're  on  or  we're  oflf, 
Some  witchery  seems  to  await  you ; 

To  love  you  is  pleasant  enough. 
And,  oh  !  'tis  dehcious  to  hate  you  ! 


FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  LIELEAGER. 

Fill  high  tlie  cup  ^\'itll  liquid  flame, 
And  speak  my  HeHodora's  name ! 
Repeat  liis  magic  o'er  and  o'er. 
And  let  the  soimd  my  lips  adore, 
Sweeten  tlie  breeze,  and  mingHng  swixtx 
On  every  bowl's  voluptuous  brku  ! 

Give  me  the  wreatli  that  withers  there. 
It  was  but  last  deUcious  night. 

It  hung  upon  her  wavy  hair, 

And  caught  her  eyes'  reflected  hght ! 

Oh  !  haste,  and  twine  it  round  my  brow ; 

It  breathes  of  HeHodora  now ! 

The  loving  rosehud  drops  a  tear, 
To  see  the  nymph  no  longer  licro, 
No  longer,  where  she  used  to  lie, 
Close  to  my  heai-t's  devoted  sigh ! 


LINES, 

WRITTEN   IN   A   STORM   AT   SEA. 

That  slcy  of  clouds  is  not  the  sky 
To  light  a  lover  to  tlie  pUlow 

Of  her  he  loves — 
The  swell  of  yonder  foaming  billow 
Resembles  not  the  happy  sigh 

That  rapture  moves. 
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J                           Yet  do  I  feel  more  tranquil  far  ' 

Amid  tlie  gloomy  wilils  of  ocean,  ; 

•  In  this  dark  liour, 

Than  when,  in  transport's  young  emotion,  \ 

;                            I've  stolen,  heneath  the  evouing  stai-,  \ 

To  Julia's  bower.  ; 

Oh  !  tliere  's  a  holy  calm  profound  1 

In  awe  like  this,  that  ne'or  was  given 

To  raptui'e's  thrill ; 
'Tis  as  a  solemn  voice  torn  heaven. 
And  tlie  soul,  listening  to  the  sound, 

Lies  mute  and  still ! 

'Tis  true,  it  taUiS  of  danger  nigh, 

Of  slumbering  witli  the  dead  to-morrow 

In  the  cold  deep, 
'Wliere  pleasure's  throb  or  tears  of  sorrow 
No  more  shall  wake  the  lieaii  or  eye. 

But  all  must  sleep  ! 

Well ! — tliere  are  some,  thou  stormy  bed. 
To  whom  tliy  sleep  would  be  a  treasure  ; 

Oil !  most  to  him 
Whose  li])  hath  di'iiiu'd  life's  cup  of  pleasuro, 
Nor  left  one  honey  drop  to  shed 

Round  misery's  brim. 

Yes — lie  can  smile  serene  at  deatli : 

Ivind  Heaven  !  do  Thou  but  chase  the  weepiag 

Of  friends  who  love  him  ; 
Tell  them  tliat  lie  lies  calmly  sleeping 
Where  sonow's  sting  or  envy's  breath 

No  more  shall  move  liim. 
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ODES  TO  NEA. 

WRITTEN    AT    BERMUDA. 
Nca  Tupayvti.—Eurip.  Media,  v.  9C7. 

Kay,  tempt  me  not  to  love  again. 

There  was  a  time  when  love  was  sweet, 
Dear  Nea !  had  I  known  thee  tliec, 

Our  souls  had  not  been  slow  to  meet ! 
But,  oh !  this  weary  beai't  hath  run, 

So  many  a  time,  the  rounds  of  pain. 
Not  even  for  tliee,  thou  lovely  one  ! 

Would  I  ejidui-e  such  pangs  agaia. 
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If  there  be  climes,  where  never  yet 
The  print  of  beauty's  foot  was  set, 
Where  man  may  pass  his  loveless  nights, 
Unfever'd  by  her  false  deUghts, 
Tliither  my  wounded  soul  would  fly, 
Where  rosy  cheek  or  radiant  eye 
Shoidd  biing  no  more  their  bhss.  their  pain. 
Or  fetter  me  to  earth  again  • 

Dear  absent  gu-1 !  whose  eyes  of  hght, 

Though  little  prized  when  all  my  own, 
Now  float  before  me,  soft  and  bright 

As  when  they  first  enamoming  shone ! 
How  many  hours  of  idle  waste, 
Within  those  witching  arms  embraced, 
Unmindfid  of  the  fleeting  da}'. 
Have  I  dissolved  life's  dream  awaj  \ 
O  bloom  of  time  profusely  shed  ' 
O  moments !  simply,  vainly  fled, 
Yet  sweetly  too — for  Love  perfumed 
The  flame  wldch  thus  my  life  consmned ; 
And  brilliant  was  the  chain  of  flowers, 
In  which  he  led  my  victim-hoiu's  I 

Say,  Nea  dear  I  could'st  thou,  like  her, 

When  wai-m  to  feci  and  quick  to  err, 

Of  loving  fond,  of  roving  fonder, 

My  thoughtless  soul  nuglit  wish  to  wander,-* 

Coidd'st  thou,  lOie  her,  the  Avish  reclaim, 

Endearing  still,  reproacliing  never, 
Till  all  my  heart  should  burn  with  shame, 

And  be  thy  own  more  lix'd  than  ever  ? 
No,  no — on  earth  there 's  only  one 

Could  hmd  such  faithless  folly  fast : 
And  siu'e  on  eaith  'tis  I  alone 

Could  make  such  wtue  false  at  last  I 

Nea !  the  heart  wliich  she  forsook. 

For  thee  were  but  a  wortldess  sluiiie — 
Go,  lovely  gud,  that  angel  look 

IMust  tin-ill  a  soid  more  piu-e  than  mine. 
Oh  !  thou  shalt  be  all  else  to  me, 

That  heart  can  feel  or  tongue  can  feign; 
I'll  pi-aise,  admii-e,  and  worsliip  thee, 

But  must  cot,  dai'e  not  love  again. 
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ODES  TO  NEA. 

Tale  iter  omne  cave. — Propert.  lib.  iv.  eleg.  §. 

I  PRAY  you,  let  US  roam  no  more 
Along  that  uild  and  lonely  shore, 

AVhcre  late  we  tlioiighUess  stray'd  ; 
'Twas  not  for  us,  whom  Heaven  intends 
To  be  no  more  tlian  simple  friends, 

Such  lonely  walks  were  made. 

That  little  Bay,  where,  winding  in 
From  ocean's  nide  and  angry  din, 

(As  lovers  steal  to  bliss) 
The  billows  Idss  the  shore,  and  tlien 
Flow  calmly  to  the  deep  again. 

As  thougli  they  did  not  luss ! 

Remember,  o'er  its  circling  flood 

In  what  a  dangerous  dream  we  stood — 

The  silent  sea  before  us, 
Aroimd  us,  all  the  gloom  of  grove, 
That  e'er  was  spread  for  guilt  or  love, 

No  eye  but  Natui'e's  o'er  us ! 

I  saw  you  blush,  you  felt  me  tremblo. 
In  vain  would  formal  art  dissemble 

All  that  we  wish'd  and  thought ; 
'Twas  more  tlian  tongue  could  dare  reveal, 
'Twas  more  than  virtue  ought  to  feel, 

But  all  tliat  passion  ought ! 

I  stoop'd  to  cull,  with  faltering  hand, 
A  shell  that,  on  the  golden  sand, 

Before  us  faintly  gleam'd  ; 
I  raised  it  to  your  lips  of  dew. 
You  Idss'd  the  shell,  I  Idss'd  it  too- 
Good  heaven !  how  sweet  it  secm'd ! 

Oh !  trust  me,  'twas  a  place,  an  hour. 
The  worst  that  e'er  temptation's  power 

Could  tangle  me  or  you  in ! 
Sweet  Nca  !  let  us  roam  no  more 
Along  tliat  wild  and  lonely  shore, 

Such  walks  will  be  our  ruin ! 


t 


You  read  it  in  my  languid  eyes, 

And  tliere  alone  should  love  be  read  ; 

You  hear  me  say  it  all  in  sighs. 
And  thus  alone  should  love  be  said. 
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Then  dread  no  more ;  I  Mill  not  speak ; 

Although  my  heart  to  anguish  tlirill, 
I'll  spare  the  burning  of  your  cheek, 

And  look  it  all  in  silence  stiU ! 

Heard  you  the  wish  I  dared  to  name, 

To  mm-mur  on  that  lucliless  night, 
When  passion  broke  tlie  bonds  of  shams, 

And  love  grew  madness  in  your  sight  ? 

Divinely  through  the  graceful  dance.     = 

You  seem'd  to  float  in  silent  song. 
Bending  to  eartli  that  beamy  glance, 

As  if  to  hght  your  steps  along  ! 

Oh  !  how  could  others  dare  to  toiich 
That  hallow'd  form  vnAh  hand  so  free. 

When  but  to  look  was  bhss  too  much, 
Too  rare  for  all  but  heaven  and  me ! 

With  smiling  eyes,  that  little  thought 
How  fatal  were  the  bcains  they  threw, 

My  trembling  hands  you  lightly  caught, 
And  roimd  me,  Uke  a  spiiit,  flew. 

Heedless  of  all,  I  wildly  tum'd, 

My  soul  forgot — nor,  oh !  condemn, 
That  when  such  eyes  before  me  burn'd. 

My  soul  forgot  all  eyes  but  them ! 

I  dared  to  speak  in  sobs  of  bliss, 

Rapture  of  every  thought  bereft  me, 
I  would  have  clasp'd  you — oh,  even  this !— - 

But,  witli  a  bound,  you  blusliing  left  me. 

Forget,  forget  that  night's  offence. 

Forgive  it,  if,  alas !  you  can  ; 
Twas  love,  'twas  passion — soul  and  sense — 

'Twas  all  tlie  best  and  worst  of  man ! 

That  moment,  did  the  mingled  eyes 

Of  heaven  and  earth  my  madness  viow, 

I  should  have  seen,  tlu-ough  eai-th  and  skies, 
But  you  alone,  but  oiily  you ! 

Did  not  a  frown  from  you  reprove, 

Mjiiads  of  ej-es  to  me  were  none; 
I  should  liave — oh,  my  only  love  ! 

My  life  !  what  shouJd  I  not  have  done  ? 
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A  DREAM  OF  ANTIQUITY. 

I  JUST  liad  tum'd  the  classic  page, 

Aiid  traced  that  happy  period  over, 
When  love  could  wanii  the  proudeKt  sage, 

And  msdom  grace  the  tenderest  lover  ! 
Before  I  laid  me  dowTi  to  sleep. 

Upon  tlie  bank  awhile  I  stood, 
And  saw  the  vestal  planet  weep 

Her- tears  of  light  on  Ariel's  flood. 

My  heart  was  full  of  fancy's  dream. 
And,  as  I  watch'd  tlie  playful  sti'eam, 
Entangling  in  its  net  of  smiles 
So  fair  a  group  of  ellin  isles, 
I  felt  as  if  the  scenery  there 

Were  lighted  by  a  Grecian  sky — 
As  if  I  breathed  the  blissful  air 

Tliat  yet  was  wann  with  Sappho's  sigh ! 

And  now,  the  downy  hand  of  rest 
Her  signet  on  my  eyes  impress'd. 
And  still  the  bright  and  balmy  speU, 
Like  star-dew,  o'er  my  fancy  fell ! 
I  thought  that,  all  cnrapf,  I  stray 'd 
Through  that  serene,  luxurious  shade, 
■Where  Epicurus  taught  tlie  Loves 

To  polish  vii'tue's  native  brightness, 
Just  as  the  beak  of  plnj'fiil  doves 

Can  give  to  pearls  a  smoother  wliiteness ! ' 

'Twas  one  of  those  delicious  nights 

So  common  in  the  chmes  of  Greece, 
When  day  ■\\-ithdraws  but  half  its  lights. 

And  all  is  moonshine,  balm,  and  peace?  | 

And  thou  wert  there,  my  o\\ti  beloved !  j 

And  dearly  by  thy  side  I  roved 
Through  many  a  temple's  reverend  gloom, 
And  many  a  bower's  seductive  bloom. 
Where  beauty  blusli'd  and  wisdom  taught, 
Where  lovers  sigh'd  and  sages  thought. 
Where  hearts  might  feel  or  heads  discern. 

And  all  was  form'd  to  soothe  or  move, 
To  make  the  dullest  love  to  learn, 

To  malie  the  coldest  learn  to  love ! 

'This  method  of  p  .lUliin?  peaHs,  by  leaving  them  awhile  to  he  played  trith 
by  iloves,  is  luenlioned  by  the  fanciful  Cardanus,  de  Rcrum  Vafittat.  lib.  vii. 
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And  now  the  fairy  pathway  seem'd 

To  lead  us  through  enchanted  gi-ound, 
Wliere  all  that  bard  has  ever  dream'd 

Of  love  or  luxury  bloom'd  around ! 
Oh  I  'twas  a  bn^ht,  bewildermg  scene — 
Along  the  alloy's  deepening  green 
Soft  lamps,  tliat  Inuig  hlce  burning  flowers, 
And  scented  and  illumed  the  bov.^ers, 
Seem'd  as  to  liim  wlio  darkling  ro\'e8 
Amid  the  lone  Herc^niian  gi'oves 
Appear  tlie  countless  bu-ds  of  light, 
That  sparkle  in  the  leaves  at  night, 
And  from  their  wings  diffuse  a  ray 
Along  the  traveller's  weary  way  ! 
'Twas  light  of  that  mysterious  kind, 

Tlrrough  which  the  soul  is  doom'd  to  roam, 
When  it  lias  left  tliis  world  behind, 

And  gone  to  seek  its  heavenly  home  ! 
And,  Nea,  tliou  didst  look  and  move, 

LUce  any  blooming  soul  of  bhss, 
That  wan(lers  to  its  home  above 

Through  mild  and  shadowy  light  like  this ! 


129 


But  now,  methought,  we  stole  along 

Through  halls  of  more  voluptuous  glory 
Than  ever  lived  in  Teian  song. 

Or  wanton'd  in  Milesian  story ! 
And  nymphs  wore  there,  whose  verj'  eyes 
Seem'd  almost  to  exliale  in  sighs ; 
^Vllose  every  little  ringlet  tlmll'd, 
As  if  with  soul  and  passion  fill'd  ! 
Some  flew,  with  amber  cups,  ai'ound, 

Shedding  the  flowery  -wines  of  Crete, 
And,  as  they  pass'd  with  youthful  bound. 

The  onyx  shone  beneath  tlieir  feet ! 
Wliile  others,  waving  arms  of  snow 

Ent-\\dned  by  snakes  of  buruisli'd  gold. 
And  s]io\\-ing  hmbs,  as  loatli  to  show, 

Tlu-ough  many  a  thin  Tarenti;in  fold, 
Ghded  along  the  festal  ring, 
With  vases,  ali  respiring  spring, 
Wliere  roses  lay,  in  languor  breatliing, 
And  the  young  bee-grape,  round  them  ^\Teath^lJ 
Hung  on  their  blushes  warm  and  meek. 
Like  curls  upon  a  rosy  cheek  '•■ 
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0  Nea  !  ^^  liy  did  morning  break 

Tlie  spc4i  Unit  so  divinely  bound  me? 

^Vlly  (lid  I  wake '.'  bow  cnnid  I  wixlie, 
With  tbee  my  own  and  heaven  around  me ! 


JVkit. — peace  to  thy  heart,  though  another's  it  be, 
And  health  to  thy  cheek,  though  it  bloom  not  for  me  1 
To-inorrow,  I  Siiil  for  tliose  cinnamon  gi'oves 
Where  nightly  the  ghost  of  tlie  Cai-ribee  roves, 
And,  fjir  from  tliine  eye,  oh !  perhaps,  I  may  yet 
Its  seduction  forgive  and  ils  splendour  forget! 
Farewell  to  Bennuda,  and  lojig  may  the  bloom 
Of  tlie  lemon  and  myrtle  its  valleys  perfume; 
May  spring  to  eternity  hallow  the  shade, 
Where  Ariel  has  Avai-bled  and  Waller  has  stray'd ! 
And  thou — when,  at  da^vn,  thou  shalt  happen  to  roam 
Tbrough  the  lime-cover'd  alley  tliat  leads  to  thy  home 
Where  oft,  when  tlic  dance  and  tlic  revel  were  done. 
And  the  stars  were  beginning  to  fade  in  the  sun, 
I  have  led  thee  along,  and  have  told  by  tlie  way 
What  my  heart  all  tlae  niglit  had  been  burning  to  say— 
Oh  !  think  of  the  past — give  a  sigh  to  those  times, 
And  a  blessing  for  me  to  tliat  alley  of  limea  1 


If  I  were  yonder  wave,  my  dear, 
And  thou  the  isle  it  clasps  around, 

I  would  not  let  a  foot  come  near 
My  laud  of  bliss,  my  fairy  ground  ! 

If  I  were  yonder  conch  of  guld, 
And  thou  the  pearl  within  it  placed, 

1  would  not  let  an  eye  behold 

The  sacred  gem  my  arms  embraced ! 

If  I  were  yonder  orange-tree. 

And  tliou  the  blossom  blooming  tlierc^ 
I  would  not  }ield  a  breath  of  thee, 

To  scent  tlie  most  imploring  air ! 

Oh !  bend  not  o'er  the  water's  brink. 
Give  not  tlie  wave  that  rosy  sigh, 

Nor  let  its  bm-ning  muTor  drink 
Xlxe  eoft  rellection  of  thine  eya. 
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Tliat  glossy  hair,  tliat  glowing  cheelr, 
Upon  the  billows  iDOur  their  beam 

So  warmly,  tliat  my  soul  could  seek 
Its  Nea  in  the  painted  stream. 

The  painted  stream  my  cliilly  grave 
A.nd  nuptial  bed  at  once  may  be, 

I'll  wed  thee  in  that  mimic  wave, 
And  die  upon  the  shade  of  Uiee ! 

Behold  the  leafy  mangrove,  bending 
O'er  the  waters  blue  and  bright, 

Like  Nea's  silky  lashes,  lending 
Shadow  to  her  eyes  of  light ! 

0  ray  beloved  !  where'er  I  turn. 

Some  trace  of  thee  enchants  mine  eyes, 
In  every  star  thy  glances  bui-n. 
Thy  blush  on  every  flow'ret  lies. 

But  then  thy  breath  ! — not  aU  the  fire, 
Tliat  lights  the  lone  Semenda's  death, 

In  eastern  cUmes,  could  e'er  respire 
An  odour  like  tliy  dulcet  breath  ! 

1  pray  thee,  on  those  lips  of  tliine 
To  wear  tliis  rosj-  leaf  for  me. 

And  breathe  of  sometliing  not  divine, 
Since  notlung  human  breatlies  of  thee ! 

All  other  charms  of  tliine  I  meet 

In  nature,  but  thy  sigh  alone  ; 
Then  take,  oh !  take,  though  not  so  sweet, 

The  breath  of  roses  for  tliine  own ! 

So,  while  I  wallt  the  flowery  grove. 
The  bud  that  gives,  through  morning  dew, 

The  lustre  of  the  lips  I  love. 

May  seem  to  give  their  perfume  too  ! 


THE  SNOW-SPIRIT. 

Tu  potes  insolitas,  Cynthia,  ferre  nivesf 

Froperl.  lib.  i.  e!eg.  8. 

No,  ne'er  did  the  wave  in  its  element  steep 

An  island  of  lovelier  charms ; 
It  blooms  in  the  giant  embrace  of  the  deep, 

Like  Hebe  in  Hercules'  arms ! 
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The  tint  of  your  bowers  is  balm  to  the  eye, 

Tlicir  melody  biilm  to  tlie  ear ; 
But  tlic  licry  planet  of  day  is  too  nigli, 

And  tlio  Snow-Spii'it  never  comes  here  ! 

The  down  from  his  ■wing  is  as  Avhite  as  tlie  pearl 

Til}'  lips  for  their  cabinet  stole, 
And  it  fiills  on  tlie  green  eartli  as  melting,  my  girl, 

As  a  mvu'nuu"  of  thine  on  the  soul  I 
Oh  !  fly  to  die  clime,  where  he  pillows  the  death 

As  lie  cradles  the  birtli  of  the  year; 
Bright  aie  your  bowers  and  balmy  their  breath, 

But  the  Snow- Spirit  cannot  come  here  ! 

How  sweet  to  behold  him,  when,  borne  on  the  gale, 

And  briglitening  the  bosom  of  morn. 
He  llings,  like  the  priest  of  Diana,  a  veil 

O'er  the  brow  of  each  viiguial  thorn  ! 
Yet  tliink  not,  the  veil  lie  so  cldllingly  casts. 

Is  tlic  veil  of  a  vestal  severe ; 
No,  no,  tliou  wilt  see,  what  a  moment  it  lasts, 

Should  the  Snow-Si)ii"it  ever  come  here  1 

But  fly  to  his  region — lay  open  Uiy  zone. 

And  he'U  weep  all  his  brilliancy  dim. 
To  tliink  Uiat  a  bosom,  as  wliite  as  his  o^ti, 

Should  not  melt  in  the  daybeam  hko  him! 
Oh  !  lovely  the  print  of  tliose  delicate  feet 

O'er  his  luminous  path  will  appear — 
I'ly  !  my  beloved  !  this  island  is  sweet, 

But  tlie  Suow-Spuit  cannot  come  here  ! 
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riiiloslrut.  Icon.  17.  lib.  3. 

I  STOLE  along  the  floweiy  bank, 
"While  many  a  bending  soa-giape'  drank 
The  sprinlde  of  tlie  feathery  oar 
That  wing'd  me  round  tliis  fairj'  shore  ! 

'Twas  noon  ;  and  eveiy  orange  bud 
Hung  languid  o'er  the  crj-stal  flood, 
Faint  as  the  hds  of  maiden  eyes 
Beneath  a  lover's  burning  sighs ! 
Oh !  for  a  naiad's  spany  bower, 
To  shade  me  in  that  glowing  hour  ! 

'  T!  e  8ea-siile  ct  maagroTc  grape,  a  native  of  the  West  Tnd<e4L 
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A  little  clove,  of  milky  hue, 

Before  ine  from  a  plantain  flew, 

Ai-d,  light  along  tlie  water's  biim, 

I  steer'd  my  gentle  bark  by  lum  ; 

For  fancy  told  me,  love  had  sent 

Tliis  snowy  bu'd  of  blandishment. 

To  lead  me,  where  my  soul  should  met't— 

I  knew  not  what,  but  something  sweet ' 

Blest  be  tlie  little  pilot  dove  ! 

He  had  indeed  been  sent  by  love, 

To  guide  me  to  a  scene  so  dear*, 

As  fate  allows  but  seldom  here ; 

One  of  tliose  rare  and  briUiant  hours. 

Which,  nice  tlie  aloe's  lingering  flowers, 

May  blossom  to  the  eye  of  man 

But  once  in  all  liis  weary  span  ! 

Just  where  the  margin's  opening  shade 
A  \'ista  from  the  waters  made, 
M}'  bird  reposed  liis  silver  plume 
Upon  a  rich  banana's  bloom. 
O  vision  bright !  O  spirit  fair ! 
AVhat  spell,  what  magic  raised  her  there  ? 
'Twas  Nea  !  slumbering  cahn  and  mUd, 
And  blo('my  as  the  dimpled  cliild. 
Whose  spu'it  in  elysium  keeps 
Its  playful  sabbath,  while  he  sleeps ! 
The  broad  banana's  green  embrace 
Hung  sliadowy  round  each  tranquil  grace ; 
One  little  beam  alone  could  win 
The  leaves  to  let  it  wander  in. 
And,  stealing  over  aU  her  chamis. 
From  lip  to  cheek,  from  nock  to  arms, 
It  glanced  around  a  fiery  kiss, 
I  AU  trembling,  as  it  went,  with  bliss ! 

I  Her  eyehd's  black  and  silken  fiinge 

\  Lay  on  lier  cheek,  of  vermU  tinge, 

I  Like  the  first  ebou  cloud,  tliat  closes 

'  Dark  on  evening's  heaven  of  roses ! 

Her  glances,  though  in  slumber  hid, 

Seem'd  glowing  thi-ough  then*  ivoiy  lid. 

And  o'er  her  lip's  reflecting  dew 

A  soft  and  hquid  lusti'e  threw, 

Such  as,  declining  dim  and  faint, 

The  lamp  of  some  beloved  saint 

Doth  shed  upon  a  flowery  wreath, 

Which  pious  Lauds  have  himg  beneath  f 
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Was  ever  \\-itchery  half  so  sweet ! 

Think,  tliink  how  all  my  pulses  beat, 

As  o'er  tlie  i-ustUnp;  bank  I  stole —  i 

O  you,  that  know  tlie  lover's  soul,  1 

It  is  for  you  to  dream  the  bliss,  \ 

The  tremblings  of  an  hour  like  tliia ! 


A  KISS  A  L'ANTIQUE. 

Behold,  my  love,  tlie  curious  gem 
Witliin  tills  simple  ring  of  gold; 
Tis  hallow'd  by  the  touch  of  tliom 
i  Who  lived  in  classic  houi'S  of  old. 

1 

I  Some  fair  Athenian  girl,  perhaps, 

,  Upon  her  hand  this  gem  disjilay'd, 

i  Nor  thought  that  Time's  eternal  lapse 

Should  see  it  grace  a  loveher  maid ! 

Look,  darling,  what  a  sweet  design ! 
j  The  more  we  gaze,  it  charms  the  more: 

Come, — closer  bring  tliat  check  to  mine, 
I  And  trace  with  me  its  beauties  o'er. 

Thou  see'st,  it  is  a  simple  youth 

By  some  enamoiu'd  nymph  embraced — 
Look,  Nea  love  !  and  sav  in  sooth 

Is  not  her  hand  most  deaily  placed ? 

Upon  his  cxu-lcd  head  beliind  - 

It  seems  in  careless  play  to  lie,  5* 

Yet  presses  gently,  half  inclined  * 
i                            To  bring  his  lip  of  nectar  nigh! 

'  O  happy  maid !  too  happy  boy  ! 

The  one  so  fond  and  faintly  loth, 
Jke  other  yielding  slow  to  joy — 
Oh,  rare  indeed,  but  blissful  botli ! 

Imagine,  love,  tliat  I  am  he, 

And  just  as  warai  as  he  is  chilling ; 
Imagine,  too,  that  thou  ai-t  she. 

But  quite  as  cold,  as  she  is  willing : 

So  may  we  tiy  the  graceful  way 

In  which  tlieii-  gentle  amis  are  t-wined» 
And  thus,  Like  her,  my  hand  I  lay 

Upon  tliy  -nTcatlicd  hair  behiud : 
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And  thus  I  feel  thee  broatliing  sweet. 
As  slow  to  luine  thy  head  I  move ; 

And  thus  our  hps  togethei*  meet, 
And — tlius  I  kiss  thee — 0  my  love '. 
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Aristut.  Rhelor.  lib.  iii.  cap.  C 

There  's  not  a  look,  a  word  of  thine 

My  soul  hatli  e'er  forgot ; 
Thou  ne'er  hast  bid  a  linglet  shine, 
Nor  given  thy  locks  one  gi-aceful  twine 

Which  I  remember  not ! 

There  never  yet  a  murmur  fell 

From  tliat  beguiling  tongue, 
Wliich  did  not,  with  a  hngering  spell, 
Upon  my  channed  senses  dwell, 

Lilie  sometliing  heaven  had  sung ! 

Ah !  that  I  could,  at  once,  forget 

All,  all  that  haimts  me  so — 
And  yet,  thou  \\itclung  girl ! — and  yet, 
To  die  were  sweeter,  than  to  let 

The  loved  remembrance  go  ! 

No ;  if  tliig  shghted  heart  must  see 

Its  faitliful  pulse  decay. 
Oh !  let  it  die,  remembering  thee, 
And,  hive  the  bm-nt  aroma,  be 

Consumed  in  sweets  away  ! 


TO  JOSEPH  ATiaNSON,  ESQ. 

FHOM   BERMUDA. 

"The  daylight  is  gone — but,  before  we  depart, 
One  cup  shall  go  round  to  the  friend  of  my  heart, 
To  tlie  kindest,  the  dearest— oh !  judge  by  tlie  tear. 
That  I  shed  wliile  I  name  him,  how  kind  and  how  dear  I " 

'Twas  thus,  by  the  shade  of  a  calabash  tree, 
Witli  a  few  who  could  feel  and  remember  lilce  me, 
The  chann,  tliat  to  sweeten  my  goblet  I  tlu'ew, 
Was  a  tear  to  the  past  and  a  blessing  on  you  I 
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Oh !  say,  do  you  thus,  in  tlie  luminous  hovtr 
Of  wine  and  of  wit,  when  tlie  heart  is  in  floNver, 
And  slioots  from  tlie  lip,  under  Bacchus's  dew, 
In  blossoms  of  tliought  ever  springing;  and  new — 
Do  you  sometimes  remember,  and  hullow  the  brim 
Of  your  cup  with  a  sigh,  as  you  ci-ouii  it  to  him 
Who  is  lonely  and  sad  ui  tliese  valleys  so  fair. 
And  would  pine  in  elysium,  if  fiiends  were  not  there  ? 

Last  night,  when  we  came  from  the  calabash  tree, 
When  my  limbs  wore  at  rest  and  my  spirit  ^\•as  free, 
The  glow  of  tlie  grape  and  tlie  dreams  of  the  day 
Put  tlie  magical  springs  of  my  fancy  in  play ; 
Ajid,  oh  !  such  a  %'ision  as  haunted  me  then 
I  could  slumber  for  ages  to  witness  again ! 
The  many  I  like,  and  the  few  I  adore, 
The  friends,  who  were  dear  and  belo\ed  before, 
But  never  till  now  so  beloved  and  dear. 
At  the  call  of  my  fancy  siUToimded  me  here  ! 
Soon,  soon  did  the  flatteiing  spell  of  their  suule 
To  a  paradise  brighten  the  blest  little  isle ; 
Serener  tlie  wave,  as  tliey  look'd  on  it,  flow'd. 
And  warmer  tlie  rose,  as  tlicy  gatlier'd  it,  glow'd  1 
Not  the  valleys  Ilerasan  (tliough  watcr'd  by  rills 
Of  tlie  peai-liest  How,  from  tliose  pastoral  hiUs, 
Where  tlie  song  of  tlie  shepherd,  primeval  and  wild 
Was  taught  to  tlie  nymidis  by  thek  mystical  child) 
Could  display  such  a  bloom  of  delight,  as  was  given 
By  tlie  magic  of  love,  to  tins  minialui'e  heaven ! 

Oh,  magic  of  love  !  uncmbellish'd  by  you, 
Has  Uie  garden  a  blush  or  the  herbage  a  line  ? 
Or  blooms  there  a  prospect  in  nature  or  ai't, 
Like  the  vista  that  shines  tluough  the  eye  to  the  heart  ? 

Alas  !  that  a  vision  so  happy  should  fade ! 
That,  when  morning  aroimd  me  in  biilliancy  Jjlay'd, 
The  rose  and  the  sti-eam  I  had  thought  of  at  night 
Should  still  be  before  me,  unfadingly  bright ; 
While  the  friends,  who  had  seem'd  to  hang  over  the  stream, 
And  to  gatlier  the  roses,  had  fled  witli  my  dream  ! 

But  see,  tlu-ougli  tlie  hai-boui",  in  floating  airay. 
The  bark  tliat  must  caiTy  tliese  pages  away  ' 
Impati.ntly  flutters  her  A^ing  to  tlie  wind, 
And  wm  soon  leave  tlie  bowers  of  Aiiel  behind  I 

>  K  sbip  read;  to  sail  far  England 
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What  billows,  v/hat  gales  is  she  fated  to  prove, 
'.  Kre  slie  sleep  in  the  lee  of  the  land  that  I  love  ! 

I  Yet  pleasant  the  swell  of  tliose  billows  would  be, 

I  And  the  sound  of  those  gales  would  be  music  to  me  ! 

I  Not  tlie  tranquillest  air  that  tlie  winds  ever  blew, 

5  Not  the  silvery  lapse  of  the  summer-eve  dew, 

Were  as  sweet  as  the  breeze,  or  as  bright  as  the  foam 
Of  the  wave  that  would  carry  youi'  wanderer  home ! 
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L0\T5  AND  REASON. 

Quaud  riionime  commence  !k  raisonncr,  il  cesse  de  sentir. 

J.  J.  Rotuits'-i. 

'TwAs  in  the  summer-time,  so  sweet. 

When  heai-ts  and  flowers  ai-e  both  in  season, 

That — who,  of  all  the  world,  should  meet. 
One  early  dawn,  but  Love  and  Reason ! 

Love  told  his  dreanri  of  yester-night, 

Y/hile  Reason  talked  about  the  wcalher ; 

Tlic  morn,  in  sooth,  was  fair  and  bright, 
And  on  they  took  tlicu-  way  togetlicr. 

The  boy  in  many  a  gambol  flew, 

Wliile  Reason  lilie  a  Juno  stalk'd, 
And  from  her  portly  figiu'o  tlu'ew 

A  lengthen'd  shadow,  as  she  walk'd. 

No  wonder  Love,  as  on  tliey  pass'd 
Should  laid  that  sunny  morning  dull, 

For  still  the  shadow  Reason  cast 
Fell  on  the  boy,  and  cool'd  him  still. 

In  vain  he  tiied  liis  mngs  to  w^arm, 

Or  find  a  pathway  not  so  dim, 
For  still  tlie  maid's  gigantic  fonn 

Would  pass  between  the  sun  and  him ! 

"  Tills  must  not  be,"  said  little  Love — 
"  The  sim  was  made  for  more  than  yoa." 

So,  tiu-ning  tlirough  a  mjTtle  gi'ove, 
He  bid  Uie  portly  nymph  adieu ! 

Now  gaily  roves  tlie  laugliing  boy 

O'er  many  a  mead,  by  many  a  streaia  , 

In  every  breeze  inhaliag  joy, 

And  di'inldng  bliss  in  every  beam. 


.6* 


■K 


I 


1 38  EPISTLES,    ODES,   ETC. 


» 


From  all  the  gardens,  all  the  bowers. 

He  ridl'd  the  many  sweets  they  shaded. 
And  ate  tlie  fruits  and  smeU'd  tlie  llowera,  \         \ 

Till  taste  was  gone  and  odour  faded  1 

But  now  tlie  sim,  in  pomp  of  noon, 

Look'd  blazing  o'er  the  parclied  plains ; 
Alas  !  tlie  boy  gi-ew  languid  soon, 

And  fever  tluill'd  tlu'ough  ail  his  veins  1 

The  dew  forsook  his  baby  brow, 

No  more  mtli  vivid  bloom  he  smiled — 
Oh  !  where  was  ti-anquil  Reason  now 

To  cast  her  shadow  o'er  the  child  ? 

Beneatli  a  green  and  aged  palm 

His  foot  at  length  for  shelter  tui-ning, 
He  saw  the  njTiiph  recUning  calm, 

"With  brow  as  cool,  as  his  was  burning ! 

"  Oh !  take  me  to  that  bosom  cold," 

In  murram-3  at  her  feet  he  s:iid  : 
And  Reason  oped  her  garment's  fold, 

And  flung  it  round  his  fever'd  head. 

He  felt  her  bosom's  icy  touch, 

And  soon  it  lull'd  his  pulse  to  rest ; 
For,  ah  !  tlic  cliill  was  quite  too  much. 

And  Love  expired  on  Reason's  breast ! 


TO  FANNY. 

Nay,  do  not  weep,  my  Fanny  dear ! 

"Wliile  in  tliese  arms  you  lie, 
The  world  hath  not  a  wish,  a  fear, 
That  ought  to  claim  one  precious  tear 

From  tliat  beloved  eye  ! 

The  world ! — ah,  Fanny  !  love  must  shun 

Tlie  path  where  many  rove  ; 
One  bosom  to  recline  upon. 
One  heai-t,  to  be  his  only  one, 

Are  quite  enough  for  love ! 

Wliat  can  we  wish,  tliat  is  not  hero 

Between  your  arms  and  mine? 
Is  tliere,  on  eaith,  a  space  so  dear 
As  that  witliia  the  blessed  sphere 
Two  loving  arms  entwine 't 


^ 


EPISTLES,    ODES,   ETC.  139 

For  me,  there  's  not  a  lock  of  jet, 

Along  your  temples  ciu-l'd, 
Witliin  whose  glossy,  tangling  net, 
My  soul  doth  not,  at  once,  forget 

All,  all  the  worthless  world  ! 

'Tis  m  your  eyes,  my  sweetest  love  t 

[My  only  Avorlds  I  see  ; 
Let  but  tlidr  orbs  in  sunshine  laova, 
And  earth  belov,'  and  sides  atuxe 

May  fi'own  or  snule  for  me ! 


ASPASIA. 

'TwAS  in  the  fair  Asj^asia's  bower, 
That  Love  and  Learning,  many  an  hour, 
In  dalliance  met,  and  Learning  smiled 
With  raptui'e  on  the  playful  child, 
Who  wanton  stole,  to  find  his  nest 
Within  a  fold  of  Learning's  vest ! 

There,  as  the  listening  statesman  hung 
In  transport  on  Aspasia's  tongue. 
The  destinies  of  Athens  took 
Their  coloui*  from  Aspasia's  look. 
Oh,  happy  time  !  when  laws  of  state. 
When  all  that  ruled  the  country's  fate, 
Its  gloiy,  quiet,  or  alarms, 
Was  plann'd  between  two  snowy  arms  f 

Sweet  times !  you  could  not  always  last— 
And  yet,  oh!  yet,  you  are  not  past; 
Though  we  have  lost  tlie  sacred  mould, 
In  which  their  men  were  cast  of  old, 
Woman,  dear  woman,  stiU  the  same, 
While  hps  are  balm  and  looks  ai-e  flamej 
VMiile  man  possesses  heart  or  eyes. 
Woman's  bright  empii-e  never  dies ! 

Fanny,  my  love,  they  ne'er  shall  say, 
That  beauty's  charm  hath  pass'd  away; 
No — give  the  universe  a  soul 
Attimed  to  woman's  soft  conti'ol, 
And  Fanny  hath  tlie  chann,  the  skill 
To  wield  a  universe  at  -will ! 


^ 
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THE  GRECIAN  GIRL'S  DREAM 

OF  IlIK   BLESSED    ISLANDS.' 
TO   HER  LOVEll. 

r)\i.  T«  (coAo« 

HvSayopi)^,  oaaoi  it  xopov  an]pi^ay  tpMTot. 

AnoKXiov  wepi  nAx>>Ti;'ov.     Oraciil.  Mttric.  a  /mm 

Opsop.  collect: 

Was  it  the  moon,  or  was  it  morning's  ray, 
Tliat  call'd  thee,  dearest,  from  these  arms  away? 
I  linger'd  still,  in  aU  the  mm-imiring  rest, 
The  languor  of  a  soul  too  riclily  blest ! 
Upon  my  breath  the  sigh  yet  faintly  hung ; 
Tliy  name  yet  died  in  wliispers  o'er  my  tongue  ; 
I  heard  tliy  lyre,  wliich  thou  hadst  loft  behind, 
In  amorous  converse  with  tlie  breathing  wind ; 
Quick  to  my  heai-t  I  press'd  tlie  shell  divine. 
And,  with  a  lip  yet  glowing  wann  from  tliiue, 
I  kiss'd  its  every  chord,  wliile  every  Iciss 
Shed  o'er  tlie  chord  some  dewy  print  of  bliss. 
Then  soft  to  thee  I  toiich'd  tlie  fervid  lyre. 
Which  told  such  melodies,  such  notes  of  fire. 
As  none  but  cliords,  tliat  dranlc  the  burning  dews 
Of  kisses  daw  as  ours,  could  e'er  diiluse  ! 

0  love  !  how  blissful  is  the  bland  repose. 
That  soothing  follows  upon  rapture's  close, 
Ijike  a  soft  twiliglit,  o'er  the  mind  to  shed 
Mild  melting  ti-aces  of  the  transport  lied  ! 

"NMiile  thus  I  lay,  in  this  voluptuous  calm, 
A  di'owsy  languor  steep'd  my  eyes  in  balm, 
Upon  my  lap  tlie  lyre  in  mui-murs  fuU, 
WliUe,  faintly  wandering  o'er  its  silver  shell. 
My  fingers  soon  their  own  sweet  requiem  play'd, 
And  slept  in  music  wliich  themselves  had  made  ! 
Then,  then,  my  Theon,  what  a  heavenly  dream  ! 

1  saw  two  spiiits,  on  the  limai*  beam, 
Two  winged  boys,  descending  from  above. 
And  gliding  to  my  bower  witli  looks  of  love, 
Like  tiie  young  genii,  who  repose  their  wings 
All  day  in  Amatha's  luxui'ious  springs. 
And  rise  at  midnight  from  tlie  tepid  rill. 
To  cool  their  plumes  upon  some  moonlight  hill ! 

'  It  was  imagiiied  by  some  of  the  ancients  that  there  is  an  ethereal  ocenn 
aoove  us,  and  that  the  sun  aud  moon  are  two  floatin:^,  liimino'is  islands  in 
which  the  spirits  (if  the  bhst  res.de.  Accordingly  we  find  liiat  the  word 
nfcfafo?  was  sometinies  synonymous  with  arip,  and  death  was  not  !Mifrequcntlj 
o41e.d  QKcavoiQ  7!0(>«i,  or  "the  passage  of  the  ocean." — r.p. 
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Soft  o'ei'  my  brow,  wliicli  IdncUed  w^ith  fheir  sigha, 
Awliile  they  play'd  ;  then  gliding  through  iny  eyes, 
("Whore  the  bright  babies,  for  a  moment,  hmig, 
Like  those  thy  lip  hath  Idss'd,  tliy  lyxQ  hatli  sung,) 
To  tliat  dim  mansion  of  my  breast  they  stole, 
Wliere,  WTeathed  in  blisses,  lay  my  captive  soul. 
S^\'ift  at  their  touch  dissolved  the  ties  that  chmg 
So  sweetly  roimd  her,  and  aloft  she  sprung ! 
Exulting  guides,  the  little  genii  flew 
Through  patlis  of  Kght,  refresh'd  with  starry  dew, 
And  fann'd  by  aks  of  that  ambrosial  breath. 
On  which  the  fi.-ee  soul  banquets  after  death  ! 

Thou  know'st,  my  love,  beyond  our  clouded  sides, 
As  bards  have  dream'd,  the  spirits'  idngdom  Ucs.  ^ 

Through  that  fair  clime  a  sea  of  ether  rolls, 
Gemm'd  with  bright  islands,  where  the  hallow'd  souls, 
"Whom  life  hath  wearied  in  its  race  of  hoiu'3 
Repose  for  ever  in  unfading  bowers  1 
That  very  orb,  whose  solitary  light 
So  often  giudes  thee  to  my  arms  at  night, 
Is  no  cliill  planet,  but  an  isle  of  love, 
Floating  in  splendour  through  those  seas  above ! 
Thither,  I  tliought,  we  wing'd  our  airy  way, 
Mild  o'er  its  valleys  stream'd  a  sUvery  day, 
Wlule,  all  around,  on  lily  beds  of  rest, 
Keclined  the  spuits  of  the  immortal  blest ! 
Oh  !  there  I  met  those  few  congenial  maids, 
\Vhom  love  hath  warm'd,  in  philosophic  shades; 
There  still  Leontiimi,  on  her  sage's  breast, 
Found  lore  and  love,  was  tutor'd  and  caress'd ; 
And  Uiere  the  tmne  of  Pythia's  gentle  ai-ms 
Repaid  the  zeal  which  deified  her  charms ! 
The  Attic  jVIaster,  in  Aspasia's  eyes 
Forgot  the  toU  of  less  endearing  ties ; 
While  fair  Theano,  umocentl^'  fair, 
Play'd  with  the  ringlets  of  her  Samian's  hair, 
Who,  fix'd  by  love,  at  length  was  all  licr  o',\-n, 
And  pass'd  his  spirit  tlirough  her  lips  alone  ! 

O  Samian  sage !  whate'er  tliy  gloA\dng  tliought 
Of  m_ystic  Numbers  so  divinely  wTought ; 
The  One  that 's  form'd  of  Two  who  dearly  love, 
Is  the  best  number  heaven  can  boast  above  ! 

But  think,  my  Theon,  how  this  soul  was  thrill'd, 
Wlien  near  a  foimt,  which  o'er  the  vale  distill'd, 
My  fancy's  eye  beheld  a  form  reclme, 
Of  lunai-  race,  but  so  resembling  thine, 
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That,  oh !—  'twas  but  fidelity  in  me, 

To  fly,  to  clasp,  and  worsliip  it  for  thee ! 

No  aid  of  words  tlie  unbodied  soul  requires, 

To  wal't  a  •sNish  or  embassy  desires ; 

But,  by  a  tlirob  to  spiiits  only  given. 

By  a  mute  impulse  only  felt  in  heaven. 

Swifter  tlian  meteor  sliaft  through  summer  skies 

From  soul  to  soul  the  glanced  idea  flies ! 

We  met — like  thee  the  youthful  vision  f?miled ! 
But  not  like  tliee,  when,  passionately  wild. 
Thou  wak'st  the  slumbering  blushes  of  my  cheek 
By  looking  tldngs  thyself  would  blush  to  speak ! 
No  !  'twas  the  tender,  intellectual  smUe, 
Flnsh'd  with  the  past,  and  yet  serene  the  ■whUe, 
Of  that  delicious  hour,  when,  glowing  yet, 
Tliou  yicld'st  to  nature  witli  a  fond  rogi-et. 
And  tliy  soul,  waldng  from  its  wilder'd  dream, 
Lights  in  tliine  eye  a  mellower,  chaster  beam ! 

0  my  beloved !  how  divinely  sweet 
Is  the  piure  joy,  when  kiucked  spiiits  meet! 
Th'  Elean  god,  whose  faitliful  waters  flow, 
With  love  tlieir  only  light,  tlirough  caves  below, 
Wafting  in  triumph  aU  the  flowery  braids. 
And  festal  rings,  witli  which  Olympic  maids 
Have  deck'd  their  billow,  as  an  oifering  meet  : 

To  pour  at  Arethusa's  crystal  feet ! 
Think,  when  he  mingles  with  his  foimtain-bride, 
^V^lat  perfect  raptm'e  thrills  the  blended  tide ! 
Each  melts  m  each,  till  one  pei-\'ading  kiss 
Confoimd  tlieir  cun'ents  in  a  sea  of  bliss  ! 
'Twas  thus — 

But,  Theon,  'tis  a  weary  theme, 
And  thou  deUght'st  not  in  my  lingering  dream. 
Oh  !  that  our  lips  w^ere  at  this  moment  near, 
And  I  would  kiss  thee  into  patience,  dear ! 
^nd  make  thee  smile  at  aU  tlie  magic  tales 
Of  starlight  bowers  and  planetary  vales, 
Wliioh  my  fond  soul,  inspired  by  thee  and  Iov8, 
In  slumber's  loom  hath  exquisitely  wove. 
But  no  ;  no  more — soon  as  to-morrow's  ray 
O'er  soft  Ihgsus  shall  dissolve  away, 
I'U  fly,  my  Theon,  to  thy  burning  breast, 
And  there  in  murmiu"s  tell  thee  all  the  rest; 
Tlien  if  too  weak,  too  cold  the  vision  seems, 
Thy  lip  shall  teach  me  something  more  than  dieama  I 
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THE  STEERSMAN'S  SONG. 

Written  aboard  the  Boston  Frigate. 

When  freshly  blows  tlie  northern  gale, 

And  under  coiu'ses  snug  we  fly ; 
When  lighter  breezes  swell  the  sail, 

And  royals  proudly  sweep  the  sky ; 
'Longside  the  wheel,  unwearied  still 

I  stand,  and  as  my  watchful  eye 
Doth  mark  the  needJe's  faithful  thriU, 

I  tliink  of  her  I  love,  and  cry. 

Port,  my  boy !  port. 

Wlien  calms  delay,  or  breezes  blow 

Right  from  the  point  we  wish  to  steer ; 
Wlien  by  the  wind  close-haul'd  we  go, 

And  strive  in  vain  the  port  to  near ; 
I  think  'tis  thus  tlie  fates  defer 

My  bhss  with  one  that 's  far  away, 
And  while  remembrance  springs  to  her, 

I  watch  the  sails,  and  sighing  say; 

Thus,  my  boj"- !  thus. 

But  see,  the  wind  draws  kindly  aft, 

AU  hands  are  up  tlie  j^ards  to  square, 
And  now  the  floating  slu'n-sails  waft 

Our  stately  ship  through  waves  and  air. 
Oh  !  then  I  "think  that  yet  for  me 

Some  breeze  of  fortime  thus  xa&j  spring, 
Some  breeze  to  waft  me,  love,  to  thee  ! 

And  in  that  hope  I  smiling  sing, 

Steady,  boy !  eo. 


TO  CLOE. 

IMITATED   FROM  JIAKTIAL. 

I  coutD  resign  that  eye  of  blue, 

Howe'er  it  burn,  howe'er  it  thi-ill  m? , 

And  though  your  lip  be  rich  with  dew. 
To  lose  it,  Cloe,  scarce  would  kill.  me. 

That  snowy  neck  I  ne'er  should  miss, 
However  wann  I've  twined  about  it  ; 

And  though  your  bosom  beat  mth  bUsg, 
I  tliink  my  soul  could  live  without  it 
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In  short,  I've  leam'd  so  ^vell  to  fast, 

1'liat,  sootli  my  love,  I  know  not  whether 

I  might  not  bring  myself  at  last, 
To — do  mtliout  you  altogether  1 


TO  THE  FIRE-FLY.' 

This  morning,  when  the  earth  and  shy 
Were  burning  A\-ith  tlie  blush  of  si-rin.^, 

I  saw  thee  not,  thou  luunble  lly  ! 

Nor  tliought  upon  thy  gleaming  wing. 

But  now  tlie  skies  have  lost  tlieir  hue, 
And  sunny  lights  no  longer  play, 

I  see  tliee,  and  I  bless  tliee  too 
For  sparlding  o'er  tlie  di-eary  way. 

Oh  !  let  me  hope  that  thus  for  me, 

"When  life  and  love  shall  lose  their  bloomi, 

Some  miUler  joys  may  come,  lUvO  thee, 
To  liglit,  if  not  to  warm,  tlie  gloom  I 


THE  VASE. 

Tiir.nK  was  a  vase  of  odour  lay 

For  many  an  hour  on  ]Jeauty's  shrine, 

So  sweet  that  Love  went  every  day 
To  banquet  on  its  breatli  divine. 

And  not  an  eye  had  ever  seen 

The  fragi'ant  charm  the  vase  conceal'd ; 

O  Love  !  how  happy  'twould  have  been. 
If  thou  luidst  ne'er  tiiat  charm  reveal'd  ! 

But  Love,  Kke  every  other  boy, 

Would  know  the  spell  tliat  lurks  withia ; 

He  wish'd  to  break  the  crystal  toy, 
But  Beauty  murmur'd  "  'twas  a  sin!" 

He  swore,  T^dth  many  a  tender  plea. 

That  neither  Heaven  nor  earth  forbad  it ; 

She  told  liim,  Virtue  kept  the  key. 
And  look'd  as  if — she  wish'd  he  had  it ! 

»  The  lively  and  varying  illumination  with  which  these  fire-fliea  li^'ht  up  tba 
woods  at  night,  gives  quite  an  idea  o!  enchantment.  See  L'Uistoire  de»  in* 
tillea,  art.  2,  chap.  4.  liv.  1. 
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He  stole  tlie  key  when  Virtue  slept 

(Even  she  can  sleep,  if  Love  but  ask  it^ 

And  Beauty  sigh'd,  and  Beautj^  wept, 
While  silly  Love  nnlock'd  the  casket 

0  dulcet  air  tliat  vanish'd  tlien ! 

Can  Beauty's  sigh  recall  thee  ever? 
Can  Love  hi  in  self  inhale  again 

A  hreatli  so  precious  ?  never,  never ! 

Go,  maiden,  weep — the  tears  of  woe 
By  Beauty  to  repentance  given, 

Though  bitterlj'  on  earth  they  flow, 
Sliall  tiu-n  to  fi-agraTit  hulm  in  lieaven ! 
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THE  WREATH  AND  THE  CHAIN. 

I  BRING  thee,  love,  a  golden  chain, 
I  bring  thee,  too,  a  flowery  Au-eath ; 

The  gold  shall  never  wear  a  stain. 

The  flow'rets  long  shall  sweetly  breathe ! 

Come,  tell  me  wliich  tlae  tie  shall  be, 

To  bind  tliy  gentle  heart  to  me. 

The  Chain  is  of  a  splendid  thread. 

Stolen  fi'om  JMiner^-a's  yeUow  hair. 
Just  when  the  setting  sun  had  shed 

The  sober  beam  of  evening  there. 
The  Wreatli  's  of  brightest  mjTtle  wove, 

With  briUiant  teai's  of  bUss  among  it, 
And  many  a  rose-leaf,  cull'd  by  Love, 

To  heal  his  Hp  when  bees  have  stung  it ! 
Come,  teU  ms  which  the  tie  shall  be, 
To  bind  thy  gentle  lieart  to  me. 

Sfes,  yes,  I  read  that  ready  eye, 

Wliich  answers  when  the  tongue  is  loth, 
Thou  Uk'st  the  foiTu  of  either  tie, 

And  hold'st  thy  playful  hands  for  both. 
Ah ! — if  there  were  not  something  \vi'ong. 

The  world  would  see  them  blended  oft ; 
The  Chain  would  make  the  Wreath  so  sti'ong ! 

The  Wreath  would  make  the  Chain  so  soft ! 
Then  might  the  gold,  the  flow'rets  be 
Sweet  fetters  for  my  love  and  me ! 
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But,  I'tJiiiy,  so  unblest  tliey  twine, 

That  (Heaven  alone  can  tell  tlie  reason) 
"When  mingled  tluis  they  cease  to  shine, 

Or  sliine  but  for  a  ti'ansient  season  ! 
Whether  the  Chain  niaj'  press  too  much, 

Or  tliat  the  Wreath  is  shghtlj^  braided, 
Let  but  the  gold  tlie  flow'rets  touch, 

And  all  their  glow,  tlieir  tints,  are  faded  ! 
Sweet  Fanny,  what  would  Piaptiu-e  do, 

When  all  her  blooms  had  lost  tlieir  gi-ace? 
Might  she  not  steal  a  rose  or  two. 

From  otlier  Wreatlis  to  fill  tlieir  place  ? 
Oh  !  better  to  be  always  fi'ee, 
Than  thus  to  bind  my  love  to  me. 


The  timid  girl  now  hung  her  head, 

And,  as  she  tiirn'd  an  upward  glance, 
I  saw  a  doubt  its  twilight  spread 

Along  her  brow's  divine  expanse. 
Just  tlien,  tlie  gai-land's  dearest  rose 

Gave  one  of  its  seducing  sighs — 
Oh  !  ^vho  can  ask  how  Fanny  chose, 

That  ever  look'd  in  Fannv's  eyes ! 
"  The  Wreath,  my  life,  the  Wreath  shall  be 
The  tie  to  bind  my  soul  to  thee  ! " 


TO 


And  hast  thou  mark'd  the  pensive  shada, 

That  many  a  time  obscm'cs  my  brow, 
'Midst  all  the  blisses,  darhng  maid. 

Which  thou  canst  give,  and  only  thou? 

^h,  'tis  not  that  I  then  forget 

The  endearing  charms  that  round  me  twine- 
There  never  tlu-obb'd  a  bosom  yet 
Could  feel  their  witchery  like  mine ! 

When  bashful  on  my  bosom  lud, 

And  blushing  to  have  felt  so  blest, 
Thou  dost  but  Lift  thy  languid  lid, 

Again  to  close  it  on  my  breast! 

Oh  !  these  ai-e  minutes  all  tliine  own, 

Tliine  own  to  give,  and  mine  to  feel ; 
Yet  e'en  in  them,  my  heart  has  known 

The  sigh  to  rise;  the  teai"  to  steal, 
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For  I  have  tliouglit  of  former  hours, 
"When  lie  who  first  thy  soul  possess'd, 

Like  me  awaked  its  \\dtclung  powers, 
Like  me  was  loved,  lilve  me  was  blest ! 

Upon  his  name  thy  murmm'Uig  tongue 

Perhaps  hath  all  as  sweetly  dwelt; 
For  liim  that  snowy  lid  hath  hung 

In  ecstacy,  as  purely  felt ! 

For  him — yet  why  the  past  recall 

To  -wither  blooms  of  present  bliss? 
Thou'rt  now  my  own,  I  clasp  thee  all. 

And  Heaven  can  grant  no  more  than  tliia ! 

Forgive  me,  dearest,  oh  !  forgive ; 

I  would  be  first,  be  sole  to  thee, 
Thou  should'st  have  but  begun  to  live. 

The  hour  that  gave  thy  heai't  to  me. 

Thy  book  of  life  till  then  effaced, 

Love  should  have  kept  that  leaf  alone, 

On  which  he  first  so  dearly  traced 
That  thou  wert,  soul  and  all,  my  own ! 


TO  LOED  VISCOUNT  FORBES. 

From  the  City  of  Washington. 

Kot  fi))  flau^iiooTjs  ii-tyr    et  fiaKporfpav  yeypa<j)a  Trjv  eniaroArji',  fit;?'  ei  « 
J!  epiepyoTfpov  i)  Tvpea^VTiKunepov  eip>)/ca/xci'  ev  avnj. 

Isocrates,  Epist.  iv. 

If  former  times  had  never  left  a  ti-ace 
Of  hiunan  frailty  in  their  shado-wy  race, 
Nor  o'er  their  pathway  written,  as  they  ran, 
One  dark  memorial  of  tiie  crimes  of  man ; 
If  every  age,  in  new  unconscious  prime. 
Rose,  like  a  phoenix,  from  the  tires  of  time, 
To  wing  its  way  miguided  and  alone. 
The  futui-e  smiling,  and  tiie  past  unknowTi ; 
Then  ardent  man  would  to  himself  be  new, 
Eartli  at  liis  foot  and  heaven  witliin  liis  view : 
Well  might  the  no\dce  hope,  tiie  saugiiine  sch<??:5r 
Of  full  perfection  prompt  his  daring  di-eam, 
Ere  cold  experience,  with  her  veteran  lore. 
Could  teU  liim,  fools  had  di'eam'd  as  much  before ! 

But,  ti'acing  as  we  do,  through  age  and  cUme, 
The  plans  of  vii-tue  'midst  tiie  deeds  of  crime, 
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The  thinking  foUios  and  tlie  reasoning  rage 
Of  man,  at  once  tlie  itliut  and  the  sac;c ; 
Wlien  still  -we  sec,  through  every  vaiying  fi-ome 
Of  arts  and  polit}-,  liis  course  tlie  same, 
And  know  tliat  ancient  fools  but  died,  to  make 
A  space  on  earth  for  modern  fools  to  take ; 
'Tis  sti-ange,  how  quickly  we  the  past  forget ; 
That  wisdom's  self  should  not  be  tutor'd  j'et, 
Nor  tire  of  watching  for  tlie  monsti-ous  birOi 
Of  piu'e  perfection  'midst  tlie  sons  of  earth ! 

Oh !  nothing  but  that  soul  wliich  God  has  given, 
Could  lead  us  thus  to  look  on  eai'th  for  heaven ; 
O'er  dross  without  to  shed  the  flame  within, 
And  di-eara  of  virtue  wliile  we  gaze  on  sin  ! 

Even  here,  beside  the  proud  Potowinac's  stream, 
Miglit  sages  still  pursue  tlic  flattering  theme 
<  )i  days  to  come,  when  man  siiail  conquer  fate, 
Else  o'er  the  level  of  his  mortal  state, 
BeUe  tlie  monuments  of  frailty  past, 
And  stamp  perfection  on  tliis  world  at  last : 
"  Here,"  miglit  tlicy  say,  "  shall  power's  divided  reign 
Evince  that  patriots  have  not  bled  in  vain. 
Here  godUke  hberty's  herculean  youth, 
Cradled  in  peace,  and  nuiturcd  up  by  tiuth 
To  full  maturity  of  nerve  and  mind, 
Shall  crush  tlie  giants  that  besti-ide  maulcind  ! ' 
Here  shall  religion's  piu-e  and  balmy  draught. 
In  fonn  no  more  from  cups  of  state  be  quafF'd, 
But  flow  for  all,  Uirough  nation,  rank,  and  sect, 
Free  as  that  heaven  its  tranquil  waves  reflect. 
Aroimd  the  columns  of  the  public  slirine 
Shall  gi-owing  ails  their  gradual  vireath  ent-n'ine, 
Nor  breatlie  corniption  fi-om  their  flowering  braid. 
Nor  mine  tliat  fabric  wliich  tliey  bloom  to  shade. 
No  longer  here  shall  Justice  bound  her  view. 
Or  wrong  tlie  manj',  vt'lule  she  rights  the  few ; 
Bat  talie  her  range  through  all  the  social  frame, 
Pure  and  pervading  as  that  vital  flame, 
Which  wai-ms  at  once  our  best  and  meanest  part, 
And  tlii-ills  a  hair  wliilc  it  expands  a  heart ! " 

Thus  Nforse: — "Jliere  tlie  sciences  and  the  arts  of  cirilized  life  are  to 
receive  their  hi°;hest  improvements:  here  civil  auil  religious  liberty  are  to 
fljurish,  unchecked  by  the  cruel  hand  of  civil  or  ecclesiastical  tyranny :  here 
genius,  aided  by  all  the  improvements  of  former  atjes,  is  to  be  e.verted  in 
humanizing;  mankind,  in  expanding  and  enriching  their  minds  with  religions 
and  philosophical  knowledge,"  &c.,  &c.— p.  5' 9. 
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0  golden  dream  !  wliat  soul  that  loves  to  scan 
The  brightness  rather  than  the  shades  of  man. 
That  owns  the  good  wliile  smartmg  ■uith  the  ill, 
And  loves  the  world  with  aU  its  frailty  still — 
What  ai'dent  bosom  does  not  spiing  to  meet 
The  generous  hope  with  all  that  heaveulj^  heat 
"WTiich  makes  the  soul  unwilling  to  resign 
The  thoughts  of  gl•o^ving,  even  on  earth,  divine? 
Yes,  dearest  Forbes,  I  see  thee  glow  to  think 
The  chain  of  ages  yet  may  boast  a  link 
Of  purer  texture  than  the  -world  has  known, 
And  fit  to  bind  us  to  a  Godhead's  throne ! 

But,  is  it  thus  ?  doth  even  tiie  glorious  dream 
BoiTow  from  truth  that  dim,  uncertain  gleam, 
Wliich  bids  us  give  such  dear  delusion  scope, 
As  kills  not  reason,  wliile  it  nui-ses  hope  ? 
No,  no,  believe  me,  'tis  not  so — even  now, 
While  yet  upon  Columbia's  rising  brow 
The  showy  smile  of  young  presmnption  plays, 
Her  bloom  is  poison'd  and  her  lieart  decays  ! 
Even  now.  in  dawn  of  life,  her  sickly  breath 
Burns  witli  the  taint  of  empires  near  their  death, 
And,  like  the  nymphs  of  her  own  withering  clime, 
She 's  old  in  youth,  she 's  blasted  in  her  prime ! 

Already  has  the  cliild  of  Gallia's  school. 
The  foul  Philosophy  that  sins  bj^  ride. 
With  all  her  train  of  reasoning,  damning  arts, 
Begot  by  briUiaut  heads  on  wortliless  hearts. 
Like  things  that  quicken,  after  Nilus'  flood, 
The  venom'd  bii'th  of  sunsliine  and  of  mud  ! 
Already  has  she  poiu''d  her  poison  hero 
O'er  every  chai'm  tliat  makes  existence  dear ; 
Already  bhghted,  with  her  blackening  ti'ace, 
The  opening  bloom  of  eveiy  social  gi-ace. 
And  all  those  courtesies,  that  love  to  shoot 
Round  vii-tue's  stem,  tlie  flow'rets  of  her  fruit ! 

Oh !  were  tliese  errors  but  the  wanton  tide 
Of  young  lirxuriance  or  unchasten'd  pride ; 
The  fer\dd  foUies  and  the  faiilts  of  such 
As  wrongly  feel,  because  the}'"  feel  too  much ; 
Then  might  experience  make  the  fever  less, 
Nay.  graft  a  virtue  on  each  warm  excess : 
But  no ;  'tia  heartless,  speculative  ill, 
All  youth's  transgression  -^^ith  all  age's  chill. 
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The  apatliy  of  \\rong.  the  bosom's  ice, 
A  slow  and  cold  stagnation  into  ^•ice  ! 

Long  has  the  love  of  gold,  tliat  meanest  rag«j, 
And  latest  foUy  of  man's  sinking  age, 
^\^lich,  rarely  venturing  in  tlie  van  of  life, 
Wliile  nobler  passions  wage  their  heated  sb-ife, 
Comes  skulking  last,  with  selfishness  and  fear, 
And  dies,  collecting  limiber  in  the  rear  ! 
Long  has  it  palsied  eveiy  grasping  hand 
xVnd  greedy  spirit  tlu'ongh  this  bai'tering  land ; 
Tm-n'd  Ufe  to  traffic,  set  the  demon  gold 
So  loose  abroad,  tliat  vii-tue's  self  is  sold, 
And  conscience,  truth,  and  honesty  are  made 
To  rise  and  fall,  like  other  wares  of  ti'ade  ! 

Already  in  this  free,  tliis  virtuous  State, 
"NVliich,  Frenclmien  tcU  us,  was  ordain'd  by  fate. 
To  show  the  world  what  liigh  perfection  springs 
l^'rom  rabble  senators  and  merchant  kings — 
Even  here  already  patriots  learn  to  steal 
Their  private  perquisites  from  public  weal. 
And,  guardians  of  the  country's  sacred  fire, 
Lilie  Afric's  priests,  tliey  let  tlie  flame  for  liire  ! 
Those  vaunted  demagogues,  who  nobly  rose 
From  England's  debtors  to  be  England's  foes. 
Who  could  their  monarch  in  theii'  piu-se  forget, 
And  break  allegiance,  but  to  cancel  debt. 
Have  proved  at  lengtli  the  mineral's  tempting  hue, 
Wliich  makes  a  patriot,  can  unmake  liim  too. 
O  fi-eedom,  freedom,  how  I  hate  tliy  cant ! 
Not  Eastern  bombast,  not  the  savage  rant 
Of  pui-pled  madmen,  were  they  nimiber'd  all 
From  Roman  Nero  do\\'u  to  Russian  Paul, 
Could  gi-ate  upon  my  ear  so  mean,  so  base. 
As  the  rank  jargon  of  that  factious  race, 
Who,  poor  of  heart  and  prodigal  of  words, 
Bom  to  be  slaves  and  struggling  to  be  lords, 
But  pant  for  Ucence,  whUe  they  spurn  control, 
And  shout  for  rights,  witli  rapine  in  then-  soul  I 
Who  can,  with  patience,  for  a  moment  see 
The  medley  mass  of  pride  and  misery. 
Of  wliips  and  charters,  manacles  and  rights, 
Of  sla\ing  blacks  and  democratic  wliites, 
And  all  Uie  piebald  poUty  that  reigns 

In  free  confusion  o'er  Colmnbia's  plains  ?  _ 

To  think  tliat  man,  tliou  just  and  gentle  God  1  H 

Should  stand  before  tliee.  with  a  tyrant's  rod  I 
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O'er  creatures  like  himself,  with  souls  from  the«, 

Yet  dare  to  boast  of  perfect  liberty ; 

Away,  away — I'd  rather  hold  my  neck 

By  doubtful  tenure  from  a  sultan's  beck, 

In  climes,  where  liberty  has  scarce  been  named, 

Nor  any  right  but  tliat  of  ruling  claim'd. 

Than  thus  to  live,  where  bastard  freedom  waves 

Her  fustian  flag  in  mockery  over  slaves ; 

Where  (motley  Jaws  admitting  no  degree 

Betwixt  the  vilely  slaved  and  madly  free) 

Alike  the  bondage  and  the  licence  suit 

The  brute  made  ruler  and  the  man  made  brute  ! 

But,  0  my  Forbes !  while  thus,  in  flowerless  song, 
I  feebly  paint,  what  yet  I  feel  so  strong. 
The  ilia,  the  vices  of  the  land,  where  lirst 
Those  rebel  fiends,  that  rack  the  world,  were  nursed! 
Where  treason's  arm  by  royalty  was  nerved. 
And  Frenchmen  learn'd  to  crush  the  throne  they  served—' 
Thou  gently  luU'd  in  dreams  of  classic  thought, 
By  bards  illumined  and  by  sages  taught, 
Pant'st  to  be  all,  upon  this  mortal  scene. 
That  bard  hath  fancied,  or  that  sage  hath  been ! 
Why  should  I  wake  thee  ?  why  severely  chase 
The  lovely  forms  of  virtue  and  of  grace. 
That  dwell  before  thee,  like  the  pictures  spread 
By  Spartan  matrons  round  the  genial  bed, 
Moulding  thy  fancy,  and  with  gradual  art 
Brightening  the  young  conceptions  of  thy  heart ! 

Forgive  me,  Forbes — and  should  the  song  destroy 
One  generous  hope,  one  throb  of  social  joy. 
One  high  pulsation  of  the  zeal  for  man, 
Which  few  can  feel,  and  bless  that  few  who  can  ! 
Oh  !  turn  to  him,  beneath  whose  kindred  eyes 
Thy  talents  open  and  thy  virtues  rise. 
Forget  where  nature  has  been  dark  or  dim, 
And  proudly  study  all  her  lights  in  him ! 
Yes,  .yes,  in  him  the  erring  world  forget, 
And  feel  that  man  may  reach  perfection  yet  I 


SONG. 


The  wreath  you  wove,  the  wreath  you  xova. 

Is  fair — but  oh  !  how  fair. 
If  pity's  hand  had  stolen  from  love 


One  leaf  to  mingle  there  ! 
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If  every  rose  v-ith  gold  were  tied, 

Did  gems  for  dew-drops  fall. 
One  faded  leaf,  where  love  had  sigh'd, 

Were  sweetly  wortli  them  all ! 

The  wTeath  you  wove,  tlie  wTeath  you  wove 

Our  emblem  well  may  be ; 
Its  bloom  is  yours,  but  hopeless  love 

Must  keep  its  tears  for  me  1 
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Che  con  le  lor  bngie  pajon  divini. 

Matiro  d'Jrcaw 

I  DO  confess,  in  many  a  sigh 
My  lips  have  breathed  you  many  a  lie. 
And  wlio,  witli  such  delights  in  view, 
Would  lose  them,  for  a  lie  or  two? 

Nay — look  not  thus,  with  brow  reproving ; 
Lies  are,  my  dear,  the  soid  of  loving ! 
If  half  we  tell  tlie  girls  Avere  true. 
If  half  we  swear  to  think  and  do. 
Were  aught  but  lAnng's  briglit  illusion, 
The  world  would  be  in  sti-ange  confusion  ! 
If  ladies'  eyes  were,  every  one. 
As  lovers  swear,  a  radiant  sun, 
Astronomy  should  leave  tlie  skies, 
To  learn  her  lore  in  ladies'  eyes ! 
Oh,  no  I — believe  me,  lovely  gii-l. 
When  Nature  turns  your  teeth  to  pearl, 
Youi'  neck  to  snow,  your  eyes  to  fire, 
Your  yellow  locks  to  golden  wire, 
Then,  only  then,  can  Heaven  decree, 
That  you  should  live  for  only  me. 
Or  I  for  you,  as  night  and  mom, 
We've  swearing  kiss'd,  and  kissing  s'S'orn  . 

And  now,  my  gentle  hints  to  clear. 
For  once,  I'll  tcU  you  tiutli,  my  dear  I 
Whenever  you  may  chance  to  meet 
A  loving  youth,  whose  love  is  sweet, 
Long  as  j'ou're  false,  and  lie  believes  yoa, 
Long  as  you  trust,  and  he  deceives  you. 
So  long  iJie  blissful  bond  endm-es  ; 
And  V.  Jiile  he  lies,  liis  heart  is  yoTirs : 
But,  oh !  you've  wholly  lost  tlie  youth 
The  instant  that  he  tells  you  truth ! 
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4NACRE0NTIC. 

I  fill'd  to  tliee,  to  thee  I  cb.'ank, 

I  nothing  did  but  di-ink  and  fill 
The  bowl  by  turns  was  bright  and  blank, 

'Twas  di-iaking,  filling,  drinking  still ! 

At  length  I  bid  an  artist  paint 

Thy  image  in  this  ample  cup, 
That  I  might  see  tlie  dimpled  saint, 

To  whom  I  quaff  d  my  nectar  up. 

Behold  how  bright  tliat  purple  lip 
Is  blushing  tlirough  the  A\ave  at  me  i 

Eveiy  roseate  drop  I  sip 

Is  just  like  kissing  v.iue  fjfom  thee ! 

But,  oh !  I  drink  the  more  for  tliis ; 

For,  ever  when  the  draught  I  di-ain, 
Thy  hp  invites  another  kiss, 

And  in  the  nectar  flows  again  ! 

So,  here  's  to  thee,  my  gentle  dear  ! 

And  may  that  eye  for  ever  shine 
Beneath  as  soft  and  sweet  a  tear 

As  bathes  it  in  this  bowl  of  mine  ! 


TO  'S  PICTURE. 

Go  then,  if  she  whose  shade  thou  art 

No  more  will  let  thee  soothe  my  pain- 
Yet  teU  her,  it  has  cost  this  heart 
Some  pangs,  to  give  thee  back  again ! 

TeU  her,  the  smile  was  not  so  dear, 

With  wliich  she  made  thy  semblance  mine 

As  bitter  is  the  burning  tour. 

With  which  I  now  the  gift  resign ! 

Yet  go — and  could  she  still  restore, 
As  some  exchange  for  taking  thee, 

I'he  tranquil  look  which  first  I  wore, 
When  her  eyes  foimd  me  wild  and  free 

Could  she  give  back  tlie  careless  flow. 
The  spirit  which  my  fancy  knew — 

Yet,  ah !  'tis  vain — go,  pictxu-e..  go- 
Smile  at  me  once,  and 
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FRAGMENT   OF  A  MYTHOLOGICAL  HYMl^ 
TO  LOVE. 

Blest  infant  of  eternity  ! 
Before  the  day-star  learn'd  to  move. 
In  pomp  of  fire,  along  liis  grand  career, 

Glancing  the  beamy  shalts  of  liglit 
From  his  rich  quiver  to  the  fai-thcst  sphere, 
Thou  wert  alone,  0  liove  ! 
Nestling  beneath  the  wings  of  ancient  Night, 
Whose  horrors  seem'd  to  smile  in  shadowing  thee\ 

No  form  of  beauty  soothed  thine  eye, 

As  through  the  dim  expanse  it  wander'd  wide ; 

No  kindred  spirit  caught  thy  sigh, 

As  o'er  the  watery  waste  it  lingering  died  ! 

Unfelt  the  pulse,  unknown  the  power, 

That  latent  in  his  heart  was  sleeping ; 
O  sympathj' !  that  lonely  hour 

Saw  Love  himself  thy  absence  weeping  ! 

But  look,  what  glory  through  the  darkness  beams  I 
Celestial  airs  along  the  water  glide  : 
What  spirit  art  thou,  moving  o'er  tlie  tide 
So  lovely?     Art  thou  but  the  child 

Of  the  young  godhead's  dreams. 
That  mock  his  hope  with  fancies  strange  and  wild  ? 

Or  were  his  tears,  as  quick  they  fell, 

Collected  in  so  bright  a  form. 

Till,  kindled  by  the  ardent  spell 
Of  his  desiring  eyes. 

And  all  impregnate  with  his  sighs, 
They  spring  to  life  in  shape  so  fair  and  warm  ! 

'Tis  she ! 
Pysche,  the  first-born  spirit  of  the  air : 
To  thee,  O  Love  !  she  turns, 
On  thee  her  eye-beam  burns: 
Blest  hour  of  nuptial  ecstacy ! 

They  meet— 
iThe  blooming  god — the  spirit  fair — 

Oh,  sweet !  oh,  heavenly  sweet ! 
Now,  Sympathy,  the  hour  is  tliine; 
All  nature  feels  the  thrill  divine, 
The  veil  of  Chaos  is  withdrawn. 
And  their  first  kiss  is  great  Creation's  dawn  I 
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rO  HIS  SERENE  HIGHNESS  THE  DUKE  OF 
MONTPENSIER, 

•JN    HIS   PORTBAIT   OF   THE   LADY   ADELAIDE   F —  RB — 9. 

Donini;ton  Park,  1802. 

To  catch  the  thought,  by  painting's  spell, 

Howe'er  remote,  howe'er  refined, 
And  o'er  the  magic  tablet  teU 

The  silent  story  of  the  mind ; 

O'er  Natiii'e's  form  to  glance  the  eye, 
And  fix,  by  mimic  Light  and  shade, 

Her  morning  tinges,  ere  they  fly. 
Her  evening  blushes,  ere  they  fade ! 

These  are  the  pencil's  gi'andest  theme, 

Divinest  of  the  powers  divine. 
That  hglit  the  Muse's  flowery  dream, 

And  these,  O  prince,  are  richly  thine ! 

Yet,  yet,  when  Friendship  sees  thee  trace, 

In  emanating  soul  express'd, 
The  sweet  memorial  of  a  face 

On  which  her  eye  dehghts  to  rest ; 

Wliile  o'er  tlie  lovely  look  serene. 
The  smile  of  peace,  the  bloom  of  youth. 

The  cheek  that  blushes  to  be  seen. 
The  eye  that  teUs  the  bosom's  truth ; 

Wliile  o'er  each  line,  so  brightly  true. 
Her  soul  with  fond  attention  roves, 

Blessing  the  hand,  whose  various  hu9 
Could  imitate  the  form  it  loves ; 

She  feels  the  value  of  thy  art, 

And  o-wTis  it  with  a  purer  zeal, 
A  rapture,  nearer  to  her  heart, 

Than  critic  taste  can  ever  feel  I 


THE  PHILOSOPHER  ARISTIPPUS 

rO   A   LAMP  WHICH    WAS    GIVEN    HIM    BY   LAIS. 

Dulcis  conscia  lectiili  lucenia. 

Marhal,)i\).  xiv.  epig.! 

''  Oh  !  love  the  Lamp  "  (my  mistress  said) 
"  The  faitliiiil  Lamp  that,  many  a  night 

Beside  thy  Lais'  lonely  bed 

Has  kept  its  little  watch  of  Ught ! 
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"  Fiill  often  has  it  seen  her  weep, 
And  fix  her  eye  upon  its  flamfe, 

Till,  weary,  she  has  sunk  to  sleep, 
Repeating  her  beloved's  name ! 

"  Oft  has  it  known  her  cheek  to  bum 
WiUi  recollections,  fondly  free. 

And  seen  her  turn,  impassion'd  turn, 
To  kiss  the  pillow,  love  !  for  thee. 

And,  in  a  murmur,  wish  tliee  there, 

Tliat  Idss  to  feel,  tliat  thought  to  share ! 

"  Then  love  the  Lamj) — 'tmll  often  lead 
Thy  step  tlirough  learning's  sacred  way ; 
And,  liglited  by  its  happy  ray, 

Wliene'er  those  darling  eyes  shall  read 
Of  tilings  subUme,  of  Nature's  birth. 
Of  all  that 's  bright  in  heaven  or  earth, 

Oh  !  think  that  slic,  by  whom  'twas  given. 

Adores  thee  more  than  earth  or  heaven  ! " 

Yes — dearest  Lamp  !  by  every  charm 
On  which  thy  miilnight  beam  has  hung ; 

The  neck  reclined,  the  gi'aceful  arm 
Across  the  brow  of  ivory  ilung ; 

The  heaving  bosom,  partly  hid. 
The  sever'd  lip's  delicious  sighs. 

The  fringe,  that  from  the  snowy  lid 
Along  the  cheek  of  roses  lies  : 

By  these,  by  all  tliat  bloom  untold. 

-lind  long  as  all  shall  charm  ray  heart, 
I'll  love  my  little  Lamp  of  gold, 

My  Lamp  and  I  shall  never  part ! 

And  often,  as  she  smiling  said. 
In  fancy's  hour,  thy  gentle  rays 

Shall  guide  my  visionary  tread 
Tlirough  poesy's  enchanting  maze ! 

Thy  flame  shall  light  the  page  reiined, 
Wliere  still  we  catch  the  Chian's  breath, 
Where  still  the  bai'd,  though  cold  in  death, 

Has  left  his  burning  soul  beliind  ! 

Or,  o'er  tliy  humbler  legend  shine, 
O  man  of  Ascra's  dreaiy  glades ! 

To  whom  the  nightly  warblmg  Nine 
A  wand  of  inspiration  gave, 

Pluck'd  fi-om  tlie  gi-eenest  tree  that  shades 
The  crystal  of  Castaha's  wave. 
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Then,  tiiming  to  a  purer  lore, 
We'll  ciill  the  sages'  heavenly  store. 
From  Science  steal  her  golden  clue, 
And  every  mystic  path  pursue, 
Where  Natm'e,  far  from  vulgar  eyes 
Through  labyrinths  of  wonder  flies ! 

'Tis  thus  my  heart  shall  learn  to  know 
The  passing  world's  precarious  flight, 

Where  all,  that  meets  tlie  morning  glow, 
Is  changed  before  tlie  fall  of  night ! 

I'U  teU  thee,  as  I  trim  thy  fire, 

"  Swift,  swift  the  tide  of  bemg  runs, 

And  Time,  who  bids  thy  flame  expke, 
Will  also  quench  yon  heaven  of  suns  ! " 

Oh !  then  if  earth's  united  power 
Can  never  chain  one  feathery  hour ; 
If  every  prhit  we  leave  to-day 
To-morrow's  wave  slinll  steal  away ; 
Who  pauses,  to  inquu'e  of  Heaven 
Why  were  tlae  fleethig  treasm-es  given, 
The  simny  days,  tlie  shady  nights. 
And  aU  tlieir  brief  but  dear  delights, 
Wliicli  Heaven  has  made  for  man  to  use, 
And  man  should  tliiuk  it  guilt  to  lose  ? 
Who,  that  has  cull'd  a  weeping  rose, 
Will  ask  it  why  it  breathes  and  glowc, 
Umnindful  of  the  blusliing  ray. 
In  wliich  it  sliines  its  soul  awaj' ; 
Umnindful  of  tlie  scented  sigh, 
On  wliich  it  dies  and  loves  to  die  ? 

Pleasure  !  thou  only  good  on  earth  I 

Our  little  horn*  resign'd  to  thee— 
Oh !  by  my  Lais'  lip,  'tis  worth, 

Tlie  sage's  immortaUtj'- ! 
Then  far  be  aU  the  wisdom  lience, 

And  all  the  lore,  whose  tame  control 
Would  wither  joy  yni\\  cliill  delays ! 
Alas  !  the  fertile  fount  of  sense 

At  wliich  the  young,  the  panting  soul 
Drinks  lil'e  and  love,  too  soon  decays  ! 
Sweet  Lamp  !  thou  wert  not  form'd  to  shed 

Thy  splendour  on  a  lifeless  page — 
Wliate'er  my  blusliing  Lais  said 

Of  thoughtful  lore  and  studies  sage, 
'Twas  mockery  all — her  glance  of  joy 
Told  me  thy  dearest,  best  employ ! 
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And,  soon  as  night  shall  close  tlie  eye 

Of  heaven's  j'oung  wanderer  in  tlie  west; 
When  seers  are  gazing  on  the  sky, 

To  lind  their  future  orbs  of  rest; 
Tlien  shall  I  take  my  trembling  way, 

Unseen  but  to  tliose  worlds  above, 
And,  led  by  thy  mysterious  ray, 

GUde  to  tlie  pillow  of  my  love. 

Cabn  be  her  sleep,  tlie  gentle  dear ! 
Nor  let  her  dream  of  bliss  so  near ; 
TiU  o'er  her  cheek  slie  thrilling  feel 
Lly  sighs  of  fire  in  murmurs  steal. 
And  I  shall  lift  tlie  locks,  that  flow 
Unbraided  o'er  her  lids  of  snow, 
And  softly  kiss  those  sealed  ej'es, 
And  wake  her  into  sweet  surprise ! 

Or,  if  she  di"cam,  oh !  let  her  dream 

Of  tliose  delights  we  both  have  known 
And  felt  so  truly,  tliat  tliey  seem 

Form'd  to  be  felt  by  us  alone  ! 
And  I  shall  mai'k  her  kindling  cheek, 

Shall  see  her  bosom  warmly  move, 
And  hear  her  faintly,  lowly  speak 

Tlie  mui'mur'd  soimds  so  dear  to  love ! 
Oh  !  I  shall  gaze,  till  e'en  tlie  sigh 
That  wafts  her  very  soul  be  nigh, 
And  ^^'hen  the  nymph  is  all  but  blest, 
Sink  in  her  arms  and  share  the  rest ! 
Sweet  Lais !  what  an  age  of  bliss 

In  that  one  moment  waits  for  me ! 
O  sages  ! — thinlc  on  joy  lilce  this, 

And  where 's  yoiu-  boast  of  apathy  I 
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TO  MRS.  BL— H— D. 

WRITTEN    IN    HER   ALBUM. 

TouTO  ht  Tt  ecTi  TO  T!070v\  TrAotT),  e<^r), 

CehHis  Tahusi 

They  say  that  Love  had  once  a  book 
(The  urchin  lilies  to  copy  you), 

Where  all  who  came  the  pencil  took, 
And  -nTote,  like  us,  a  Line  or  two. 

'Twas  Innocence,  the  maid  divine. 
Who  kept  tliis  volume  bright  and  fair. 

And  saw  that  no  imhallow'd  line 
Or  thought  profane  should  enter  there. 
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And  sweetly  did  the  pages  fill 
With  foud  deface  aiid  loving  lore, 

And  every  leaf  slie  turn'd  was  still 

More  bright  than  that  she  tm-u'd  before  ) 

Beneath  the  touch  of  Hope,  how  soft, 
How  light  tlie  magic  pencil  ran  ! 

Till  Fear  would  come,  alas  !  as  oft, 
And  ti-embHng  close  what  Hope  begar, 

A  tear  or  two  had  da'opp'd  fi-ora  Grief, 
And  Jealousy  would,  now  and  tlien, 

Euflle  in  haste  some  snowy  leaf, 

Which  Love  had  stQl  to  smooth  again  i 

But,  oh !  thei'e  was  a  blooming  boy, 
Who  often  tui-n'd  the  pages  o'er, 

And  wrote  tlierein  such  words  of  joy. 
As  all  who  read  still  sigh'd  for  more  ! 

And  Pleasure  was  tliis  spirit's  name. 
And  tliough  so  soft  his  voice  and  look. 

Yet  Innocence,  whene'er  he  came. 
Would  tremble  for  her  spotless  book ! 

For  still  she  saw  his  playful  fingers 
FUl'd  wdth  sweets  and  wanton  toys , 

And  well  she  knew  tlie  stain  that  lingers 
After  sweets  from  wanton  boys ! 

And  so  it  chanced,  one  luckless  night 

He  let  his  honey  goblet  fall 
O'er  the  dear  book,  so  pure,  so  wliite, 

And  sullied  lines  and  marge  and  all ! 

In  vain  he  sought,  witli  eager  lip. 
The  honey  from  the  leaf  to  diink. 

For  stm  tlie  more  tlie  boy  woidd  sip, 
The  deeper  stiU  the  blot  would  sink ! 

Oh  !  it  would  make  you  weep  to  see 
The  fraces  of  this  honey  llood 

Steal  o'er  a  page  where  ^lodesty 
Had  freshly  di'awn  a  rose's  bud  T 

And  Fancy's  emblems  lost  their  glow, 
And  Hope's  sweet  hnes  were  all  defaced 

And  Love  liimseK  could  scarcely  know 
What  Love  himself  had  lately  traced  I 
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At  lengtli  the  iircliia  Pleasiu-e  fled, 

(For  how,  alas  !  could  Pleasiure  stay?) 
And  Love,  while  many  a  teiU-  he  sh.ed, 

In  blushes  flung  tlie  book  awaj- ! 

The  index  now  alone  remains, 

Of  all  the  pages  spoil'd  by  Pleasiu'e, 
And  tliough  it  bears  some  honey  stams. 

Yet  Memory  counts  the  leaf  a  treasure  ! 

And  oft,  tlaey  say,  she  scans  it  o'er, 

And  oft,  by  this  memorial  aided, 
Brings  back  tlie  pages  now  no  more, 

And  thinks  of  lines  that  long  are  faded  ! 

I  know  not  if  tliis  tale  be  true. 

But  thus  the  simple  facts  are  stated  ; 
And  I  refer  their  truth  to  you, 

Since  Love  and  vou  are  near  related ! 


TO  THOMAS  HUI^IE,  ESQ.,  MD. 

From  the  city  of  Washington. 

Xenophont.  Epiies.  Ephesiac.  liU.  n 

'Tis  evening  now ;  the  heats  and  cares  of  day 
In  twilight  dews  ai'e  calmly  wept  awaj'. 
The  lover  now,  bencatli  tlie  western  stai-. 
Sighs  through  the  medium  of  liis  sweet  cigar. 
And  fills  the  ears  of  some  consenting  she 
WiUi  puffs  and  vows,  \\'ith  smoke  and  constancy  ! 
The  weary  statesman  for  repose  hatli  fled 
From  halls  of  council  to  his  negi'o's  shed, 
Where  blest  he  woos  some  black  Aspasia's  gi-aee. 
And  dreams  of  freedom  ui  liis  slave's  embrace ! 

In  fancy  now,  beneath  the  tn'iUght  gloom, 
Come,  let  me  lead  thee  o'er  tliis  m  odern  Rome ! 
Wliere  tribimes  rule,  where  dusky  Davi  bow, 
And  what  was  Goose-Creek  once  is  Tiber  now'ii 
Tliis  famed  metropolis,  where  fancy  sees 
Squai*es  in  morasses,  obelisks  in  trees ; 
Which  travelling  fools  and  gazetteers  adorn 
With  slu-ines  unbuilt  and  heroes  yet  unborn. 
Though  nought  but  wood  and  :;<*-::=i<***--:<-f:  they  se- 
Where  stsryts  should  run  and  sage3  ovghi  t/.  \)6j 
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And  look,  how  soft  in  yonder  radiant  wave, 
The  dying  sun  prepai-es  his  golden  gi-ave  ! — 
O  gi-eat  Potowniac  !  O  .you  hanks  of  shade  ! 
You  mighty  scenes,  iu  Nature's  morning  made, 
Wiile  still,  in  rich  magnificence  of  prune, 
She  pom-'d  her  wonders,  lavishly  subUme, 
Nor  yet  had  leam'd  to  stoop,  mth  humbler  care, 
From  grand  to  soft,  frora  wonderful  to  fair ! 
Say,  where  your  toweling  hiUs,  your  boundless  floods 
Your  rich  savannas  and  majestic  woods, 
Where  bai-ds  should  meditate  and  heroes  rove, 
And  woman  chai-m,  and  man  deserve  her  love  ? 
Oh  !  was  a  world  so  bi'ight  but  bom  to  gi'ace 
Its  ovoL  half-organized,  half-minded  race 
Of  weak  barbarians,  swarming  o'er  its  breast, 
Like  vermin,  gender'd  on  the  lion's  crest  ? 
Were  none  but  brutes  to  caU  tliat  soil  their  home, 
Where  none  but  demi-gods  should  dai-e  to  roam  ? 
Or  worse,  thou  mighty  world  !  oh  !  doubly  worse, 
Did  Heaven  design  thy  lordly  land  to  niu'se 
The  motley  dregs  of  every  distant  chme, 
Each  blast  of  anarchy  and  taint  of  crime, 
Whicli  Europe  shakes  from  her  pertm'bed  sphere, 
In  fidl  malignity  to  rankle  here  ? 
But  hush  ! — observe  that  little  moimt  of  pines, 
"WTiere  the  breeze  mm-murs  and  the  lire-fly  sliines. 
There  let  thy  fancy  raise,  in  bold  relief, 
The  scidptured  image  of  that  veteran  chief. 
Who  lost  the  rebel's  in  tlie  hero's  name, 
And  slept  o'er  prostrate  loyalty  to  fame  ; 
Beneath  whose  sword  Colmnbia's  patriot  train 
Cast  off  their  monarch,  that  tiieii*  mob  might  reiga  ! 

How  shaU  we  rank  thee  upon  glory's  page  ? 
Thou  more  than  soldier  and  just  less  than  sage  ! 
Too  form'd  for  peace  to  act  a  conqueror's  part, 
Too  ti-ain'd  in  camps  to  learn  a  statesman's  art, 
Natm'e  desigm'd  thee  for  a  hero's  mould, 
But,  ere  she  cast  thee,  let  tlie  stuff  grow  cold ! 

While  wanner  souls  command,  nay,  make  tlieir  fate 
Thy  fate  made  thee  and  forced  tliee  to  be  great. 
Yet  Forhme,  who  so  oft,  so  blhidly  sheds 
Her  brightest  halo  round  the  weakest  heads, 
Found  thee  imdazzled,  ti-anquil  as  before, 
Proud  to  be  useful,  scomiug  to  be  mora 
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Less  prompt  at  glory's  tliaii  at  duty's  claim. 
Renown  tlie  ineed,  but  sell'-applause  the  ailv 
All  tliou  hast  been  rellccts  loss  fame  on  thee, 
Far  less  thao  all  tliou  hast  forborne  to  be ! 

Now  hun  thine  eye  where  faint  the  moonUght  falls 

On  3'onder  dome — and  in  those  princelj'  halls, 

If  thou  canat  hale,  as,  oh !  that  sold  must  hate. 

Which  luves  the  virtuous  and  reveres  the  great. 

If  thou  canst  loatlie  and  execrate  with  me 

That  Gallic  gai'bage  of  pliilosophy, 

That  nauseous  slaver  of  these  ^-autic  times,  ' 

Witli  M  liich  f;dse  Uberty  dilutes  her  crimes !  | 

If  tliou  hast  got,  witluu  Uiy  froe-born  breast,  ■ 

One  pulse,  tliat  boats  more  proudly  tlian  the  rest,  \ 

With  honest  scorn  for  tliat  inglorious  soul,  ! 

j  Whicli  creeps  and  ^Wnds  beneath  a  mob's  control. 

Which  coui-ts  tlie  rabble's  smile,  the  rabble's  nod. 

And  makes,  like  Eg}-pt,  every  beast  its  god  ! 

There,  m  those  Avails — but,  bui-ning  tongue,  forbear  ! 

Rank  must  be  reverenced,  e'en  the  rank  tliat 's  there ; 

So  here  I  pause — and  now,  my  Hume !  we  part; 

But  oh !  full  oft,  in  magic  dreams  of  heai-t, 
!  Tlius  let  us  meet,  and  mingle  converse  dear 

I  By  Thames  at  home,  or  by  Potowmac  here  ! 

j  O'er  lake  and  marsh,  tlirough  fevers  and  through  fogs. 

Midst  bears  and  yankees,  democrats  and  frogs, 

Thy  foot  shall  follow  mo,  thy  heai-t  and  eyes 

Willi  me  shall  wonder,  and  witli  me  despise ! 
'  While  I,  as  oft,  in  witching  thought  shall  rove 

i»  To  tliee,  to  friendship,  and  that  land  I  love, 

;  '^^^lere,  like  tlie  air  Uiat  fans  her  fields  of  green, 

;  Her  freedom  spreads,  imfever'd  and  serene ; 

i  Where  sovereign  man  can  condescend  to  see 

The  tlirone  and  laws  more  sovereign  still  thaa  hij  I 


THE  SNAKE.  | 
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My  love  and  I,  the  other  day,  ! 

"Within  a  mATtle  arbour  lay,  S 

\Vhen  near  us,  fi"om  a  rosy  bed,  '': 

A  little  Snake  put  forth  its  head.  | 
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"  See,"  said  the  maid,  with  laughing  eyes— 
'  Yonder  the  fatal  emblem  lies  ! 
Who  could  expect  such  hidden  harm 
Beneath  tlie  rose's  velvet  charm?'' 

Never  did  moral  thought  occur 
In  mor'^  unlucky  hour  than  tills  ; 

For  oh !  I  just  v/as  leading  her 
To  talk  of  love  and  think  of  bhss. 

I  rose  to  kill  the  snake,  but  she 

In  pity  pray'd  it  might  not  be. 

"  No,"  said  the  girl — and  many  a  spark 

Flash'd  from  her  eyeUd  as  she  said  it — 
"  Under  the  rose,  or  in  tlie  dai-k, 

One  might,  perhaps,  have  cause  to  dread  it ; 
But  when  its  wicked  ej'es  appear, 

And  when  we  know  for  what  they  wink  so, 
One  must  be  very  simple,  dear, 

To  let  it  sting  one — don't  you  think  so  ?  " 


LINES  WRITTEN  ON  LEAVING 
PHILADELPHIA. 
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EiTTu^'  en-afia  yap.  j, 

Sophocl.  (EJip.  Colon,  v.  113  f, 

Ai.oNE  by  the  Schuylliill  a  wanderer  roved. 

And  bright  were  its  flowery  banlcs  to  his  eye , 
But  far,  very  far  were  the  friends  that  he  loved, 

And  he  gazed  on  its  flowery  banlcs  with  a  sigh ! 

0  Nature !  though  blessed  and  bright  are  thy  raya, 

O'er  the  brow  of  creation  enchantingly  tlu'own. 
Yet  faint  ai'e  they  all  to  the  lustre  that  plays 

In  a  smile  from  the  heai't  that  is  dearly  oiu*  own  ! 

Nor  long  did  the  soul  of  tlie  stranger  remaia 

Unblest  by  the  smile  he  had  languish'd  to  meet; 
Though  scarce  did  he  hope  it  would  soothe  him  again. 

Till  tlie  thi'eshold  of  home  had  been  kiss'd  by  liis  feel ' 

But  tlie  lays  of  liis  boyhood  had  stolen  to  their  ear, 
And  they  loved  what  they  knew  of  so  humble  a  name, 

iaid  tliey  told  liim,  widi  flattery  welcome  and  dear, 
That  they  found  in  his  heart  something  sweeter  thau 
fame  I 
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Nor  did  woman — 0  woman  !  whose  fomi  and  wliose  soul 

Are  tlie  spell  !ind  the  light  of  each  path  wo  pursue,  [ 

Whether  snnn'd  in  the  tropics,  or  cliili'd  at  the  pole, 
If  womiui  be  there,  tliere  is  happiness  too ! — 

Nor  flid  she  her  enamouring  magic  deny, 

That  magic  his  heart  had  relinquish'd  so  long, 

Like  e^'es  he  h.'id  loved  was  her  ehxjuent  e^e,  F 

Lilco  Uiem  did  it  soften,  and  weep  at  his  song !  5 

Oh  !  blest  be  tlie  tear,  and  in  memory  oft  f, 
May  its  sparkle  be  shed  o'er  his  Wivnderhig  dicam ! 

Oh  !  l)lcst  be  tliat  eye,  and  may  passion  as  soft,  I 

As  fiee  from  a  pang  ever  mellow  its  beam  !  j 

The  sti-anger  is  gone — but  he  will  not  forget,  f- 

"When  at  lionie  he  shall  tiiUi  of  tlie  toil  he  has  known,  \ 

To  telJ,  with  a  sigh,  what  endeai-ments  he  met,  ■ 

As  he  stray'd  by  tlie  wave  of  the  Schuylkill  alone !  * 


'4* 


THE  FALL  OF  HEBE. 

A   DITIIVRAMDIC   ODE. 

'TwAs  on  a  day 
■NVlion  tlie  immortals  at  Uieir  banquet  lay; 
The  bowl 
Si)arkled  with  stiu-iy  dew. 
The  weeping  of  tliose  mjiiad  miis  of  light, 
Within  whose  orbs,  tlie  ahuighty  Power, 
At  Nature's  da^nung  hom\ 
Stored  tlie  licli  fluid  of  etliereal  soul ! 
Around 
Soft  odorous  clouds,  that  upward  wing  their  flight 

F^'oni  eastern  isles 
(\\niere  tliey  have  bathed  them  in  the  orient  ray, 
And  with  fine  fi-agrance  all  their  bosoms  fUl'd), 
In  civclcs  flew.  and.  melting  as  thoy  flew, 
A  Iitiidd  daybrctili  o'er  Llie  botu'd  distill'd! 
All,  all  was  luxmy ! 

All  must  be  luxmy.  wliere  Lyaeus  smiles ! 
His  locks  diviue 
Were  crown'd 
With  a  blight  meteor-braid. 
Which,  like  an  ever-springing  wreath  of  vane, 

Shot  into  briUiant  leafy  shapes, 
And  o'er  his  brow  in  lambent  tendrils  play'd ! 
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While  'mid  the  foliage  hung, 
Like  hicid  grapes, 
A  thousand  clustering  blooms  of  light, 
Cull'd  from  the  gardens  of  the  galaxy! 
Uj)OU  his  bosom,  Cytherea's  head 
Lay  lovely,  as  when  lirst  the  Syrens  sung 

Her  beauty's  da^\■u, 
And  aU  the  curtains  of  the  deep,  imckawa, 
Reveal'd  her  sleeping  in  its  azure  bed. 
The  captive  deity 
Languish'd  upon  her  eyes  and  lip, 
In  chains  of  ecstacy! 

Now  in  his  arm. 
In  blushes  she  reposed, 
And,  while  her  zone  resign'd  its  every  charm. 
To  shade  his  burning  eyes  her  hand  hi  dalhaacc  stole. 
And  now  she  raised  her  rosy  mouth  to  sip 
The  nectar'd  wave 
Lyaius  gave. 
And  from  her  eyeUds,  gently  closed, 
Shed  a  dissolving  gleam, 
Wliich  fell,  hke  sun-dew,  in  tlie  bowl, 
Y/!ule  her  briglit  liair,  in  mazy  Ilov/ 

Of  gold  descending 
Along  her  cheek's  luxurious  glow, 

AVaved  o'er  the  goblet's  side, 
Aiid  was  reflected  hy  its  crystal  tide, 
Lilie  a  sweet  crocus  flower. 
Whose  suimy  leave;-),  at  evening  hoiu". 
With  roses  of  Cj-rcne  blending, 
Hang  o'er  the  mirror  of  a  silver  stream ! 

The  OhTupiau  cup 
Bum'd"^in  the  liands 
Of  dimpled  Hebe,  as  she  wing'd  her  feet 
Up 
The  einpjTeal  mount, 
To  drain  the  soul-drops  at  their  stellar  fount ; 
And  still, 
As  the  resplendent  rill 
Flamed  o'er  the  goblet  with  a  mantling  heat, 
Her  gi'acefid  care 
Would  cool  its  heavenly  fire 
In  gelid  waves  of  sno-ny-feather'd  air, 
Such  as  the  cMdi-en  of  the  pole  respire, 
In  those  enchanted  lands, 
Wliere  life  is  all  a  sprmg,  and  north  winds  never  blowl 
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But,  ob ! 
Sweet  Hebe,  -wbat  a  tear. 
And  \vhat  a  blush  were  tliine, 
\Vben,  as  tlie  breatb  of  every  Graco 
AVafted  tliy  fleet  career 
Along  the  shukled  sphere, 
Witli  a  rich  cup  for  Jove  himself  to  drLok, 
Some  star,  tliat  glittcr'd  in  the  way, 
Piaismg  its  amorous  head 
To  kiss  so  exquisite  a  tread, 
Check'd  Uiy  impatient  pace ! 

And  all  heaven's  host  of  ej'es  i 

Saw  those  luxuriant  beauties  sink  I 

In  lapse  of  loveliness,  along  tlie  azure  skies !  j 

Upon  whose  stan-y  plain  tliey  lay.  i 

Like  a  young  blossom  on  our  meads  of  gold. 

Shed  from  a  vernal  thoni  \ 

Amid  the  liquid  sparkles  of  tlie  mora !  j 

Or,  as  in  temples  of  tlie  Paphian  shade,  \ 

The  ni^Tded  votaries  of  the  queen  behold  f 

An  image  of  their  rosy  idol,  laid 

Upon  a  diamond  shrine  ! 

The  wanton  ^rind, 

Wliicb  had  pursued  the  flying  fair, 

And  sweetly  twined 
Its  spirit  with  the\n-catliing  rings 
Of  her  ambrosial  hair, 
Soar'd  as  she  fell,  and  on  its  rufiling  wings, 

(0  wanton  vind !) 
Wafted  the  robe,  whose  sacred  flow 
Shadow'd  her  kindhng  charais  of  snow. 
Pure,  as  an  Eleusiuian  veil 
Hangs  o'er  the  mysteries  ! 

*  ::'  *  * 

t  the  brow  of  Juno  flush' d — 
Love  bless'd  the  breeze ! 
Tlie  r^Iuses  blush'd, 
A  nd  e-\  ery  cheek  was  hid  beliind  a  lyre, 
Wliile  every  eye  v.-as  glancing  tlu-ough  tlie  stricgi. 
Drops  of  ethereal  dew 

That  bui-ning  gusli'd, 
As  tlie  great  goblet  flew 
From  Hebe's  pearly  lingers  tlirough  the  sky! 
"Who  was  the  spuit  that  reniember'd  Man 
In  tliat  voluptuous  hour? 

And  witli  a  wing  of  Love 
Erush'd  off  yoiu-  scatter'd  tears, 
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As  o'er  the  spangled  heaven  tliey  ran, 
And  sent  them  floating  to  our  orb  below  ? 
Essence  of  immortality! 

The  shower 
Fell  gloTV-ing  tlirough  the  spheres, 
Wliile  all  around  new  tints  of  bliss, 
New  peri'umes  of  dcHght, 
Emich'd  its  radiant  flow ! 

Now,  witJi  a  hmnid  kiss,  \ 

It  tlu-ill'd  t'long  the  beamy  wire  I 

Of  heaven's  illumined  IjTe,  \ 

Stealing  the  soul  of  music  in  its  flight !  \ 

And  now,  amid  the  breezes  bland,  \ 

That  whisper  i'roni  tiie  planets  as  tliey  roll.  \ 

The  brig]  it  hbation,  softly  fann'd 

By  all  tlieii*  sighs,  meandering  stole ! 

They  who,  from  Atlas'  height, 

Beheld  the  rUl  of  flame 

Descending  tlu-ough  tlie  waste  of  night, 

Thought  'twas  a  planet,  whose  stupendous  frame 

Had  Idndled,  as  it  rapidly  revolved 
Around  its  fervid  axle,  and  dissolved 
Into  a  flood  so  bright ! 

The  child  of  day, 
Witliin  his  tmUght  bower, 
Lay  sweetly  sleeping 
On  the  flush'd  bosom  of  a  lotus  flower,  I 

When  round  him,  in  profusion  weeping, 
Dropp'd  the  celestial  shower, 

Steeping 
The  rosy  clouds,  that  cmi'd 
About  his  infant  head, 
Like  myrrh  upon  tlie  locks  of  Cupid  shed!  j 

But,  when  the  waldng  boy  j 

"Waved  his  exhaling  ti'esses  tlu'ough  the  sky 
0  morn  of  joy! 
The  tide  divine. 
All  glittering  -uith  tlie  vermil  dye  \ 

It  dranli  beneath  his  orient  eye.  \ 

Distill'd,  in  dews,  upon  the  world,  f 

And  every  drop  was  wine,  was  heavenly  wine  !  |: 

Blest  be  the  sod,  the  flow'ret  blest,  •  | 

That  caught,  upon  their  hallow'd  breast,  > 

The  nectar'd  spray  of  Jove's  perennial  springs  ! 
Less  sweet  the  flow'ret,  and  less  sweet  the  sod, 
O'er  which  the  Spirit  of  the  rainbow  flings 
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The  magic  mantle  of  her  solar  god ! 
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That  wi-iiilde,  uhen  first  I  espied  it, 
At  once  put  my  lieai't  out  of  pain, 

Till  tlic  eye,  UiuL  was  glowing  beside  it, 
Disturb'd  my  ideas  again ! 

Thou  ai-t  just  in  tlie  t^\ili^lit  at  present, 
"When  Avoman's  declension  begins, 

When,  fading  from  all  that  is  pleasant, 
She  bids  a  good  night  to  her  sins ! 

Yet  thou  still  ait  so  lovely  to  me.. 

I  would  sooner,  my  exquisite  mother  1 
Repose  in  the  sunset  of  tliee, 

Then  bask  in  tlie  noon  of  another ! 


ANACREONTIC. 

'  Sue  never  look'd  so  kind  before — 
Yet  why  the  wanton's  smile  recall? 

I've  seen  tliis  witchery  o'er  and  o'er, 
'Tis  hollow,  vain,  and  heartless  all ! " 

Thus  I  said,  and,  sigliing,  sipp'd 

The  wine  which  she  had  lately  tasted; 

The  cup,  where  she  had  lately  dlpp'd 
Breath,  so  long  in  falsehood  wasted. 

I  took  the  harp,  and  would  have  sung 
As  if  'twere  not  of  her  I  sang ; 

But  still  tlie  notes  on  I.amia  hung — 
On  whom  but  Lamia  could  the}'  hang  ? 

That  Idss,  for  which,  if  worlds  were  mine, 
A  world  for  every  kiss  I'd  give  her  ; 

Those  floating  eyes,  that  floating  sliine 
Like  diamonds  in  an  eastern  river ! 


I  That  mould  so  fine,  so  pearly  bright, 
j  Of  wliich  liLxm-ious  Heaven  hath  cast  lier, 

I  Thvougli  wliich  her  soul  doUi  beam  as  white 
'  As  flame  tlurough  lamps  of  alabaster! 

I  Of  tliese  I  simg,  and  notes  and  words 
I  Were  sweet,  as  if  'twas  Laruia's  hair 

I  That  lay  upon  my  liUo  for  cliords, 

And  Lamia's  Up  that  warbled  there  I 
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But  v.hen,  alas !  I  tm'ii'd  the  tlieme, 
And  when  of  vows  and  oaths  I  spoke, 

Of  truth  and  hope's  heguilmg  di'cam — 
The  chord  beneath  my  finger  broke ! 

False  harp  !  false  woman ! — such,  oh  !  such 
Are  lutes  too  frail  and  maids  too  ANolling ! 

Every  hand's  licentious  touch 

Can  learn  to  wake  their  wildest  tln-illing  ! 

And  when  that  tha-ill  is  most  awake. 

And  when  you  think  heaven's  joys  avrait  j'oa. 

The  nymph  ^^^ll  change,  the  chord  will  break — 
O  Love  !  O  Music !  how  I  hate  you ! 


^ 


TO  MRS. 


ON    SOME   CALUMNIES   AGAINST   HEIl   CHAEACTEIl 

Is  not  thy  mind  a  gentle  mind  ? 

Is  not  thy  heart  a  heai't  refined  ? 

Hast  thou  not  eveiy  blameless  gi'ace, 

That  man  should  love  or  Heaven  can  trace  ? 

And  oh !  art  thou  a  shrine  for  Sin 

To  hold  her  hateful  worship  in  ? 

No,  no,  be  happy — dry  that  tear — 
Though  some  thj'  heart  hath  harboiir'd  near 
May  now  repay  its  love  with  blame ; 
Though  man,  who  ouglit  to  shield  thy  fame, 
Ungenerous  man,  be  first  to  wound  thee ; 
Thougli  the  whole  world  may  freeze  around  thee 

Oh !  thou'lt  be  like  that  lucid  tear, 
AVliich,  bright,  wiiliin  tlie  crystal's  sphere 
In  hquid  pimty  was  found. 
Though  all  had  grov\Ti  congcal'd  aroimd  ; 
Floating  in  frost,  it  inock'd  the  cliill. 
Was  piu'e,  was  soft,  was  brilliant  still ! 


HYMN  OF  A  VIRGIN  OF  DELPHI 

AT   THE   TOilB    OF   HER  MOTHER. 

Oh  !  lost,  for  ever  lost ! — no  more 
Shall  vesper  liglit  our  de-^y  way 

Along  the  rocks  of  Crissa's  shore, 
To  hjTnn  the  fading  fires  of  day ! 
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No  more  to  Tempe's  distant  vala 

In  holy  musings  shall  we  roam, 
Through  summer's  gloAv  and  winter's  gale,  I 

To  bear  tlie  mystic  chaplets  home  ! ' 
'Twas  then  my  soul's  expanding  zeal, 

Ey  nature  warm'd  and  led  by  tlies, 
In  every  breeze  was  taught  to  feel 

The  breathings  of  a  deity ! 
Guide  of  ray  heart !  to  memory  tiaie, 

Tiiy  lool<s,  tliy  words  are  still  ray  own—" 
I  sec  thee  raising  fi'om  the  dew, 

Some  laurel,  by  tlie  wind  o'erthl•o^^^l, 
And  hear  diee  say,  "  Tliis  humble  bough 

"Was  planted  for  a  dome  di\ine, 
And  tliough  it  Aveep  in  languor  now, 

Shall  floimsh  on  the  Delphic  shrine ! 
Thus,  in  the  vale  of  earthly  sense, 

Tliuiigh  sunk  awliile  tlie  spirit  lies, 
A  viewless  hand  shall  cuU  it  thence, 

To  bloom  immortal  in  tlie  skies ! " 

Thy  words  had  such  a  melting  flow, 

And  spjke  of  truth  so  sweetly  well. 
They  di'op])'d  hke  heaven's  serenest  snow, 

And  all  was  brightness  where  they  feU! 
Fond  sootlier  of  ni}'  infant  tear ! 

Foud  shai-er  of  my  infant  joy ! 
Is  not  thy  shade  still  lingering  here? 

Am  I  not  still  tliy  soul's  employ?  a 

And  oh  !  as  oft,  at  close  of  day  * 

When,  meetuig  on  the  saci'ed  mount, 
Our  nymphs  awidicd  the  choral  lay, 

.ind  danced  around  Cassotis'  fount ; 
As  tlien,  't\vas  all  thy  wish  and  care. 

That  mine  should  be  the  simplest  mi(3n, 
My  IjTje  and  voice  the  sweetest  tliere. 

My  foot  tlie  hghtest  o'er  the  green : 
So  still,  each  htUe  grace  to  mould, 

ilroimd  my  form  tliine  eyes  are  shed, 
AiTanging  every  sno\\'y  fold. 

And  guiding  every  mazy  tread  ! 

'  The  laurel,  for  the  common  uses  of  the  t«mple,  for  adoruing;  tlie  al'ars  aad 
sweeping  the  pavement,  was  supplied  by  a  tree  near  the  fountain  of  Castahai 
but  upon  all  important  occaaious  they  Bene  to  Tcmpe  for  Iheir  lauiel.  We  find 
in  Pausaniaa  t!iat  iiiis  v  il!ey  si'.piilied  the  branches  of  n  liich  the  temple  was 
originally  ccnstiuctecl ;  and  Plutarch  says,  in  his  Dialogue  011  Music,  "  Tbf 
vouth  who  hrings  the  Terapic  laurel  to  Delphi  ii  always  attended  by  a  plaver  or 
ihe  flute." 
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And  when  I  lead  tlie  hymning  choir, 

Tliy  spiiit  still,  unseen  and  free. 
Hovers  behveen  my  Lip  and  lyxs. 

And  weds  tliem  into  hai'mony ! 
Flow,  PUstiis,  flow,  thy  miuTHiu-ing  wave 

Shall  never  di-op  its  silvery  tear 
Upon  so  pure,  so  blest  a  gi'ave, 

To  memory  so  divinely  dear ! 
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RINGS  AND  SEALS. 

Acliilles  Tatius,  lib.  1! 

"  Go  !"  said  the  ongiy,  weeping  maid, 
"  The  charm  is  broken  I — once  beti-ay'd. 
Oh  !  never  can  my  heart  rely 
On  word  or  look,  on  oatli  or  sigh. 
Take  back  the  gilts,  so  sweetly  given. 
"With  promised  iaitli  and  vows  to  heaven ; 
That  nttle  ring  which,  night  and  mom, 
"With  wedded  trutli  ray  hand  hath  worn ; 
That  seal,  wliich  oft  in  moments  blest, 
Thou  hast  upon  my  Hp  impress'd, 
And  sworn  its  dewj'  spring  shoidd  be 
A  fountain  seal'd  ^  for  only  thee ! 
"  Take,  take  them  back,  the  gift  and  vow, 
All  suUied,  lost,  and  hateful  now ! " 

I  took  the  ring — tlie  seal  I  took, 
"While  oh  !  her  every  tear  and  look 
"Were  such  as  angels  look  and  shed, 
When  man  is  by  the  world  misled ! 
Gently  I  whisperVl,  "  Fanny,  dear- ! 
Not  half  thy  lover's  gifts  are  here : 
Bay,  where  are  all  the  seals  he  gars 
To  eveiy  ringlet's  jetty  wave. 
And  where  is  every  one  he  printed 
Upon  that  hp,  so  ruby-tinted. 
Seals,  of  tlie  purest  gem  of  bhss. 
Oh  !  richer,  softer,  far  tlian  tliis ! 

<  "There  are  g'ii dens,  Eupposed  to  be  those  of  King  Solomon,  in  tlie  neigh- 
bourliood  of  llL-llilehem.  Xlie  friars  show  a  fouiitain,  wliich  they  say  is  the 
'  sealed  fountain '  to  which  the  holy  spouse  in  the  CantiLles  is  compared;  and 
they  pretend  a  tradition,  that  Salomon  sliut  up  tliese  spr  iigs  and  put  his  signet 
apon  the  door,  to  keep  them  for  his  own  drinking."— Maundrell's  Travels.  See 
tiBO  the  notes  to  Mr.  Good's  Translation  of  the  Scag  of  Solomon. 
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>  "  A.nd  then  the  x'm^ — m)'-  love !  recall 

IIow  ni;iiiy  rhigs,  cklicions  all, 
His  arms  around  that  neck  hath  twisted, 
Twiuinj^  wanner  far  than  this  did  I 
"Where  are  they  all,  so  sweet,  so  many  ? 
Oh !  dearest,  give  back  all,  if  any ! " 

\^niile  thus  I  muvmur'd,  trembling  too 
Lest  all  tlie  nyniph  had  vow'd  was  trua 
I  I  saw  a  smile  roleiiLLng  rise 

'I\Iid  the  moist  azure  of  her  eyes, 
j  Like  daylight  o'er  a  sea  of  blue, 

,  While  yet  the  air  is  dim  witli  dew. 

j  Slie  let  her  cheek  repose  on  mine, 

j  She  let  my  arms  around  her  twine — • 

!  Oh  !  who  can  tell  the  bliss  one  feels 

i  In  tluis  exchanging  lings  and  seals  I 


TO  MISS  SUSAN  B CKF D. 

ON    HEU   Si:\GING»  ' 

I  MORE  than  once  have  heard,  at  niglit,  ! 

A  song,  lilce  tliose  thy  hps  have  given,  ' 

And  it  was  sung  by  sluipes  of  light,  | 

Who  secm'd,  like  thee,  to  breathe  of  heaven ' 

IJut  tills  was  all  a  dream  of  sleep,  j 

And  I  have  said,  wlien  morning  shone,  I 

"Oh!  why  should  fiiiry  fancy  keep  '\ 

These  wonders  for  herself  alono  ?  "  | 

I  Imew  not  tlion  that  fote  had  lent  [ 

Such  tonei;  to  one  of  mortal  birth ;  | 

I  knew  not  then  that  Heaven  had  sent  \ 

A  voice,  a  form  like  thine  on  earth  !  '< 

And  yet,  in  all  (liat  flowery  maze  "  i 

Through  which  my  life  has  loved  to  tread,  j 

When  I  have  lieard  the  sweetest  laj'S  1 

From  lips  of  deai'cst  lusti-e  shed ;  \ 

When  I  have  felt  tlie  wai'bled  word  ' 

From  beauty's  mouth  of  perfume  sighing, 
Sweet  as  music's  luillow'd  bii'd 

Upon  a  rose's  bosom  lying ! 

Though  foiTTi  ai\d  song  at  once  combined 

Theii'  lovehest  bloom  and  softest  thrill. 
My  heai't  hath  sigh'd,  my  heart  hath  pined 

For  something  softer,  loveKer  stUl ! 
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Oh  !  I  have  found  it  all,  at  last, 

lu  thee,  thou  sweetest  livmg  lyre. 
Through  wliich  the  soul  hath  ever  pass'd 

Its  harmonizing  hreath  of  fire  ! 

All  that  my  best  and  wildest  dream, 
In  fancy's  hoiu',  could  hear  or  see 
Of  music's  sigh  or  beauty's  beam 
.  Are  realized,  at  oucc,  in  thco ! 
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LINES 

WRITTEN   AT   THE   COHOS,   OR   FALLS   OF  THE   MOHAWK  niVER.' 

Gia  era  in  loco  ove  s'udia  '1  riinl)oiubo 

Dell'  acqua 

Dante, 

From  rise  of  morn  till  set  of  sim 

I've  seen  the  mighty  IMohawk  nm. 

And  as  I  mark'd  tlie  woods  of  pine 

Along  his  mirror  darldy  sliine, 

Like  tnll  and  gloomy  forms  that  pass 

Before  the  wizard's  midiiiglit  glass  ; 

Aiad  as  I  vdcw'd  the  hurrying  pace 

With  which  he  ran  his  turbid  race, 

Rushing,  alilie  imtii-ed  and  \\'ild. 

Through  sluides  that  frow^i'd  and  flowers  that  smiled, 

Flying  by  every  gi-een  recess 

That  woo'd  him  to  its  ctUjn  cai'ess. 

Yet,  sometimes  turning  with  the  wind, 

As  if  to  leave  one  look  behind ! 

Oh !  I  have  thought,  and  tliinldng  sigh'd — 

How  lilce  to  thee,  thou  restless  tide ! 

May  be  the  lot,  tlie  life  of  him. 

Who  roams  along  tliy  water's  brim ! 

Through  what  alternate  shades  of  woe, 

And  flowers  of  joy  my  path  may  go ! 

How  many  an  hiuuble,  still  reti-eat 

]\Iay  rise  to  court  my  weary  feet, 

Wliile  still  pm-sioing,  still  unblest, 

I  wander  on,  nor  dare  to  rest ! 

'  Tlicre  is  a  dreary  ami  savage  cliaraclcr  in  the  country  immediately  abciut 
these  Falls,  which  is  much  more  in  li;nniic'.iy  with  the  wilduess  (if  such  a  scene 
than  the  cultivated  latulr,  in  the  i.ei.L'hljuurliood  of  Niagiira.  See  the  drawing 
«f  thcni  in  Mr.  Weld's  iook.  Accurdiui  to  liim.  the  perpendicular  heigtit  of 
the  Cohos  Fall  is  fifty  feet;  but  the  Marquis  de  Chastellus  makes  it  seventy- 

6LV. 

The  fine  rainbow,  wiiich  is  continually  forming  and  dissolving  as  tlie  spray 
rises  into  the  li;;ht  of  the  suu,  is  peyhapa  the  most  interesting  beauty  whioli 
these  wonderful  catan-Hs  exhibit. 
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But,  tirgcat  as  iJie  doom  tliat  calls 
Thy  water  to  its  destined  falls, 
I  see  tlio  world's  bewildering  force 
Iliu'iy  my  heart's  devoted  course 
From  lapse  to  lapse,  till  life  be  done, 
And  the  lost  current  cease  to  run ! 
Oh,  may  my  falls  be  bright  as  thine  ! 
May  Heaven's  forgiving  rainbow  sliiue 
Upon  the  mist  tliat  circles  mo, 
As  soft,  as  now  it  hangs  o'er  thee ! 


CLORIS  AND  FANNY. 

Cloris  !  if  I  were  Persia's  king, 
I'd  make  my  gi-aceful  queen  of  thee ; 

Wliile  Fanny,  wild  and  artless  thing. 
Should  but  thy  humble  handmaid  be. 

Tliere  is  but  one  objectioji  in  it — 
That,  verily,  I'm  much  afi-aid 

I  should,  in  some  unlucky  minute, 
Forsake  the  mistress  for  the  maid ! 


SONG  OF  THE  E\^L  SPIRIT  OF  THE  WOODS.' 

Qua  na  difficilis,  quaque  est  via  nulla  .... 

Ovid.  Melam.  lib.  iii.  T.  237. 

Now  the  vapour  hot  and  damp. 
Shed  by  day's  expii'ing  lamp, 
Tlu'ough  the  misty  ether  spreads 
Every  ill  the  wliite  man  dreads ; 
Fiery  fever's  thirsty  tlnill. 
Fitful  ague's  shivering  cliiil ! 
Hark !  I  hear  the  traveller's  song, 
As  he  winds  the  woods  along  i 
Christian !  'tis  the  song  of  fear ; 
Wolves  are  roimd  thee,  night  is  near, 
And  the  wild,  thou  dar'st  to  roam — 
Oh  !  'twas  once  the  Indian's  home  1  ^ 

•  Tlie  idea  of  this  poem  occurred  to  me  in  passing  tlirougli  the  very  dreary 
wilderness  between  Batavia,  a  new  settlcmeut  in  the  midsi  of  the  woods,  and 
tlie  little  village  of  Buffalo  upon  Lake  Erie.  This  is  the  most  fatiguing  part  of 
the  route  in  travelling  through  the  Genesee  country  to  Niagara. 

8  "  The  Five  Confederated  Nations  (of  Indians)  were  settled  along  the  banka 
of  the  Susquehannah  and  tl:e  adjacent  country,  until  the  yesr  1779,  when 
General  Sullivan,  with  an  army  of  4000  men,  drove  them  ficm  their  country 
to  Niagara,  wliere,  being  obliged  to  live  on  salted  provisions,  to  which  they  wers 
unaccustomed,  great  numbers  of  them  died.  Two  hundred  of  them,  it  is  said, 
were  buried  in  one  grave,  where  thev  had  encamped." — Morse's  American  Geo- 
graphy. 
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Hitlier,  sprites,  -who  love  to  harm, 
Wheresoe'er  you  vrork  your  charm, 
By  the  creeks,  or  \>y  the  brakes, 
Where  tlie  pale  witch  feeds  her  snake3, 
And  the  cajTuau'  loves  to  creep, 
Toi-pid,  to  liis  -n-intry  sleep : 
Where  tlie  bird  of  canion  flits. 
And  tlie  shuddeiing  miu-derer  sits,^ 
Lone  beneath  a  roof  of  blood, 
Wlule  upon  liis  poisou'd  food, 
From  the  corpse  of  lum  he  slew 
Drops  tlie  cIilU  and  goiy  dew ! 

Hither  bend  you,  turn  you  liitlier 
Eyes  tliat  blast  and  -wings  that  wither ! 
Cross  the  wandeiing  Cluistian's  way, 
Lead  liim,  ere  the  ghmpse  of  daj', 
Many  a  mile  of  maddening  error 
Tlu'ough  the  maze  of  night  and  terror, 
Till  the  morn  behold  Imn  lying 
O'er  tlie  damp  eai-tli,  pale  and  dying ! 
Mock  liim,  when  liis  eager  sight 
Seeks  the  cordial  cottage  light ; 
Gleam  then,  lilce  the  hghtning-bug, 
Tempt  him  to  the  den  that's  dug 
For  the  foul  and  famish'd  brood 
Of  the  she-woLf,  gaimt  for  blood ! 
Or,  unto  the  dangerous  pass 
O'er  tlie  deep  and  dark  morass, 
Where  the  ti-embUng  Indian  brings 
Belts  of  porcelain,  pipes,  and  rings. 
Tributes,  to  be  lumg  in  air, 
To  the  Fiend  presiding  tliere  ! ' 
Then,  when  night's  long  labour  past, 
Wilder'd,  faint,  he  falls  at  last. 

The  alligator,  who  is  supposed  to  lie  in  a  torpid  state  all  the  wiuter,  ia  ice 
bank  of  some  creek  or  pond,  having  previously  swallowed  a  large  number  of 
piiie-kuots,  which  are  his  only  sustenance  during  the  time. 

«  This  was  the  mode  of  punishment  lor  miuder  (:i5  Father  Charlevoix  tells  us) 
among  the  Hurons :— "  They  laid  the  dead  body  upon  poll's  at  the  top  of  a  cabin, 
and  the  murderer  was  obliged  to  remain  several  days  together,  and  to  receive 
all  that  drop|)ed  from  the  carcass,  not  only  on  himself,  but  on  his  food." 

S  "  We  find  also  collars  of  porcelain,  tobacco,  ears  of  maize,  skins,  &c  ,  by 
the  side  of  clillicult  and  dangerous  way?,  on  rocks,  or  by  the  side  of  the  falls; 
and  these  are  so  many  offeriiigs  made  to  the  spirits  which  preside  in  these 
places."— See  Charl',/oix'3  Letter  on  the  Traditions  and  the  Religion  of  tfcj 
Savages  of  Canada. 

Fi-ther  Hennepin,  too,  mentions  this  ceremony;  he  also  snys,  "We  took 
notice  of  one  barbarian,  wlio  made  a  kind  of  saciitice  upon  an  oak  at  the  Cas- 
cade of  St.  Antony  of  Padua,  upon  the  river  Mississippi."— See  liennepia'fl 
Voyage  into  AortU  Araerica. 
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Sinking  where  tlie  causeway's  edga 
Moulders  in  the  slimy  sedj^e, 
There  let  every  noxious  thing 
Trail  its  filth  and  iix  its  sting; 
Let  tlie  hull-toad  taint  liim  over, 
riound  liim  let  niusquitoes  hover, 
In  his  ears  and  eye-halls  tingling, 
With  his  hlood  their  poison  mingling, 
Till,  beuoatli  the  solar  fires, 
Rankling  all,  the  wretch  expii-ea ! 


TO  isms.  HENRY  T— GHE. 

ON    EEADIXG    HER    "  PSYCTIF.." 
1803. 

Teix  me  the  witching  tale  again. 

For  never  has  my  heai-t  or  ear 
Hung  on  so  sweet,  so  pure  a  strain. 

So  piu-e  to  feel,  so  sweet  to  hear ! 
Sav.  Love  !  in  nil  thy  spring  of  fame, 

\Vhen  tlie  liigh  heaven  itself  waa  thine ; 
Wlien  piety  confess'd  the  flame. 

And  even  thy  errors  were  divine  ! 

Did  ever  ISIuse's  hand,  so  fau-, 

A  glory  roimd  thy  temples  spread? 

Did  ever  lip's  ambrosial  air 

Such  perfume  o'er  tliy  altai-s  shed? 

One  maid  tliere  was,  who  round  her  lyre 

The  mystic  myrtle  ^nldly  wreathed — 
But  all  her  sighs  were  sighs  of  fire, 
The  myrtle  witlier'd,  as  she  hreatlied! 

O  you,  that  love's  celestial  dream, 

in  all  its  purity  would  know. 
Let  not  the  senses'  ai-dent  beam 

Too  strongly  through  the  vision  glow ! 

Love  sweetest  lies,  conceal'd  in  night. 

The  night  where  Heaven  has  bid  him  he 
Oh  !  shed  not  there  imhaUow'd  light, 

Or,  Psyche  knows,  the  boy  wUl  lly ! 
bear  Psyche  !  many  a  chai-med  hoiu-, 

Thijugh  many  a  ^\ild  and  magic  waste, 
To  thr;  fau-  fount  and  blissful  bower 

Thy  mazy  foot  my  soul  hath  ti-aced ! 
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Where'er  "Cay  joys  are  number'd  n<m, 

Bcncalh  whatever  shades  of  rest, 
The  Genius  of  the  staiiy  brow 

Has  chaiu'd  thee  to  thy  Cupid's  breast; 
"Whether  above  the  horizon  dim, 

Along  whose  verge  our  sijuits  stray, 
Half  sunli  withm  tlie  shadowy  biim, 

Half  brighten'd  by  the  eternal  ray,' 
Thou  risest  to  a  cloudless  pole ! 

Or,  hngering  here,  dost  love  to  mark 
The  twUight  walk  of  many  a  soul 

Tlu'ough  sunny  good  and  evil  dark ; 

StUl  be  tlie  so:)g  to  Psyche  deai'. 
The  song,  whose  dulcet  tide  was  given 

To  keep  her  name  as  fadeless  here. 
As  nectar  keeps  her  soul  in  heaven  I 


IMPROMPTU, 

DPON   LEAVING   SOME    FRLENUS. 
0  dulces  comitum  valcle  coetus! 

Catv.UHt. 

No,  never  shall  my  soul  forget 

The  friends  I  foimd  so  cordial -liearfed  ; 
Dear  shall  be  the  day  we  met. 

And  dear  shall  be  the  night  we  parted  ! 

Oh  !  if  regrets,  however  sweet, 
!Must  wdtli  the  lapse  of  time  decay, 

Yet  stUl,  when  thus  in  mirth  you  meet, 
Fill  high  to  liim  that 's  far  away  ! 

Long  be  the  flame  of  memory  found, 
Alive,  •ndtliin  your  social  glass. 

Let  tliat  be  still  the  magic  roimd, 
O'er  wliich  oblivion  dares  not  pass  ! 


! 
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rO  THE  HONOURABLE  W.  R.  SPENCER. 

Nee  veiiit  ad  duros  musa  vocata  getas. 

Otid.  et  Ponlo,  lib.  i.  ep.  5. 

From  Buffalo,  upon  Lake  Erie. 

Tilou  oft  hast  told  me  of  the  fairy  hours 
Thy  heart  has  number'd,  iu  those  classic  bowers, 
"Where  fancy  sees  the  ghost  of  ancient  mt 
'Mid  cowls  and  cardinals  profanely  flit, 

By  this  image  the  Platotiisls  expressed  the  middle  state  of  the  eoal  k* 
tween  sensible  and  intellectual  existence. 


"> 


>H 


T 


178  EPISTLES,    ODES,   ETC. 

And  Pagan  spirits,  by  the  Pope  unlaid, 

Haunt  every  stream,  and  sing  ihroiigh  every  shade  f 

There  still  the  bard,  who  (if  his  numbers  be 

His  tongue's  light  echo)  must  have  talk'd  like  thee. 

The  courtly  bard,  from  whom  thy  mind  has  cauglit 

Those  playful,  sunshine  holidays  of  thought, 

In  which  the  basking  soul  reclines  and  glows, 

Wann  mthout  toil,  and  brilHant  in  repose, — 

There  still  he  roves,  and  laughing  loves  to  see 

How  modern  monks  witlr  ancient  rakes  agi-ce  ; 

How  mitres  hang,  where  ivy  ^^'reaths  might  twine, 

Arid  heathen  I\lassic  's  damn'd  for  stronger  wine  ! 

There,  too,  are  all  those  wandering  souls  of  song, 

With  whom  thy  spirit  hath  communed  so  long. 

Whose  rarest  gems  are,  every  instant,  hung 

By  memorj''s  magic  on  thy  sparkling  tongue. 

But  here,  alas !  by  Erie's  stoiiny  lake. 

As,  far  from  thee,  ray  lonely  course  I  take, 

No  bright  remembrance  o'er  the  fancy  plaj'S, 

No  classic  dream,  no  star  of  other  daj's 

Has  left  that  visionary  glory  here. 

That  reHc  of  its  light,  so  soft,  so  dear, 

Wliicli  gilds  and  hallows  even  the  rudest  scene. 

The  himiblest  shed,  where  genius  once  has  been  ! 

All  that  creation's  vaiying  mass  assumes 
Of  grand  or  lovely,  here  aspires  and  blooms  ; 
Bold  rise  the  mountains,  rich  tlie  gardens  glow. 
Bright  lakes  expand  and  conqiieiing'  rivers  flow; 
INIind,  mind  alone,  without  whose  quickening  ray, 
The  world  's  a  ^^dlderness  and  man  but  clay, 
Mind,  mind  alone,  in  baiTen,  still  repose, 
Nor  blooms,  nor  rises,  nor  expands,  nor  flows ! 
Take  Christians,  mohawks,  democrats,  and  all 
From  the  rude  wig\vam  to  the  congress-hall, 
From  man  tire  savage,  whetlier  slaved  or  free, 
To  man  the  civilized,  less  tame  than  he  ! 
'Tis  one  dull  chaos,  one  unfertile  strife, 
Betwixt  half-polish'd  and  half-barbarous  life ; 
^Vhere  every  ill  the  ancient  world  can  brew 
Is  mix'd  with  eveiy  grossness  of  the  new ; 

1  This  epithet  was  suirgested  by  Charlevoix's  s'rikins;  deseriplion  of  the  con- 
fluence of  the  Missouri  witli  tlie  Misssisippi.  "  1  believe  this  is  tlie  finest  coii»  i 
fluence  in  tlie  wirlJ.  Tlie  two  rivers  are  much  of  the  same  breadtli,  each  about  j 
half  a  league;  but  the  -Missouri  is  by  far  the  most  rapid,  and  seems  to  enter 
the  Mississippi  like  a  conqueror,  through  which  it  carries  its  white  waves  to 
the  opposite  shore  without  mixing  them :  afterwards  it  gives  its  colour  to  t!ie 
Mississippi,  which  it  never  loses  again,  but  carries  quite  down  to  the  sea."-« 
petter  xxvii. 
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Where  all  corrupts,  tliongh  little  can  entice, 

And  notliing  's  known  of  luxiuy  but  vice !  j 

Is  this  the  region  then,  is  this  tlie  clime 
For  golden  fancy?  for  those  dreams  sublime, 
Wliicli  all  their  mii-acles  of  light  reveal  ';  \ 

To  heads  that  meditate  and  hearts  that  feel  ?  { 

No,  no — the  muse  of  inspiration  plays  | 

O'er  every  scene ;  she  wallis  the  forest  maze,  \ 

And  climbs  the  mountain ;  every  blooming  spot  \ 

Bums  with  her  stt?p,  yet  man  regards  it  not ! 
Siie  wliispers  roimd,  her  woi-ds  are  in  the  air. 
But  lost,  vmheard,  they  linger  fi-eezing  there,  I 

Without  one  breath  of  sold,  divinely  strong,  [ 

One  ray  of  heart  to  thaw  them  into  song ! 

Yet,  yet  forgive  me,  O  you  sacred  few ! 

Wliom  late  by  Delaware's  gi-een  banks  I  Imew ;  \ 

"WHiom,  kuomi  and  loved  through  many  a  social  ava  \ 

'Twas  bliss  to  live  with,  and  'twas  pain  to  leave ! '  \ 

Less  dearly  welcome  were  the  lines  of  lore  j 

The  exile  saw  upon  the  sandy  shore,  ! 

When  his  lone  heart  but  faintly  hoped  to  find  \ 

One  print  of  man,  one  blessed  stamp  of  mind !  j 

Less  dearly  welcome  than  the  liberal  zeal,  ' 

The  strength  to  reason  and  tlie  warmth  to  feel,  ( 

The  manly  polish  and  the  ilhmiined  taste,  I 

Wliich,  'mid  the  melancholy,  heartless  waste  j 

Mj'^  foot  has  wander'd,  O  you  sacred  few !  ! 

I  found  by  Delaware's  green  banks  witli  you.  1 

Long  may  you  hate  the  Gallic  dross  that  runs  | 

O'er  youi-  fair  country,  and  corrupts  its  sons  ;  \ 

Long  love  the  arts,  the  glories  wliich  adorn  I 
Those  fields  of  freedom,  where  your  sires  were  bom 
Oh !  if  America  can  yet  be  great. 
If  neither  chain'd  hy  clioice,  nor  damn'd  by  fate 
To  the  mob-mania  which  imbrutes  her  now, 

She  yet  can  raise  the  bright  but  temperate  brow  \ 

Of  single  majesty,  can  gi-andly  place  I 

An  empire's  pillar  upon  fi-eedom's  base,  I 

1  In  the  society  of  Mr.  Dannie  and  his  friends,  at  Philadelphia,  I  passed  (he  f 

few  agreeable  moments  wliicli  my  tour  through  the  States  afforded  me.     Mr.  '-■ 

Dennie  has  succeeded  in  diifusiiig  throuirh  this  elegant  little  circle  that  love  for 
good  literature  and  sound  pulitics,  wliich  he  feels  so  zealously  himself,  and 
which  is  so  very  rarely  the  characteristic  of  his  countrymen.    They  will  not,  I  \ 

trust,  accuse  me  of  iliiberality  fur  the  picture  which  I  have  given  of  the  igno- 
rance and  corruption  that  surround  them.  If  I  did  not  h.ite,  as  I  ought,  the 
rabble  to  which  they  are  opposed,  I  could  not  value,  as  I  do,  the  spirit  with 
which  they  defy  it;  and  in  learning  from  them  what  Americans  can  be,  I  but  1 

see,  with  the  morp  indignat-'on,  what  Aniericaos  are.  I 
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Nur  fear  tlie  iiii-litj'  shaft  will  feebler  j;roT8 
For  the  fair  capital  that  flowers  above  ! — 
If  yet,  released  from  all  tliat  vulgar  tlirong. 
So  vain  of  dulness  and  so  pleased  A\-ith  wrong, 
Who  liom-ly  teacli  lier,  Uke  tliemselves,  to  hido 
I'oUy  in  froth,  and  barrenness  in  pride. 
She  yet  can  rise,  can  wreathe  the  Attic  channs 
Of  soft  refinement  round  tlie  pomp  of  anns, 
And  see  her  poets  flash  tlie  lires  of  song, 
To  light  her  warriors'  thimderbolts  along  ! — 
It  is  to  5'ou.  to  sonls  tliat  favom-ing  Heaven 
Has  made  like  yours,  tlie  glorious  task  is  given. 
Oh  I  but  for  such,  Columbia's  days  were  done  ; 
Rank  without  ripeness,  quicken'd  without  sun. 
Crude  at  the  surface,  rotten  at  the  core. 
Her  fruits  would  fall,  before  her  spring  were  o'er ! 

Lelieve  me,  Spencer,  while  I  wing'd  tlie  horn's 

Where  Schuylkill  undulates  through  banks  of  flowctf , 

Though  few  the  days,  the  happy  evenings  few, 

So  waiTu  \AW\  heart,  so  rich  with  mind  they  flew, 

That  my  full  soul  forgot  its  wish  to  roam, 

And  rested  there,  as  in  a  dream  of  home ! 
j  And  looks  I  met,  lilie  looks  I  loved  before, 

\         And  voices  too,  wliich  as  they  ti-embled  o'er 

The  chord  of  memory,  found  full  many  a  tone 

Of  kindness  there  in  concord  with  their  own  ! 

Oil  I  we  had  nights  of  tliat  communion  free. 

That  flush  of  heart,  wliich  I  have  known  with  the© 

So  oft,  so  warmlj' ;  nights  of  muih  and  mind. 

Of  whims  that  taught,  and  follies  that  refined! 

Wlien  shall  we  both  renew  them  ?  when,  restored 

To  the  pure  feast  and  intellectual  board, 

5hall  I  once  more  enjoy  vvith  tliee  and  thine 
j  Those  whims  tliat  teach,  those  follies  that  refine  ? 

Even  now,  as,  wfindering  upon  Erie's  shore, 
!  I  hear  Niagara's  distant  cataract  roar-, 

I  sigh  for  England — oh  !  these  weaiy  feet 

Have  mdny  a  mile  to  journey,  ere  we  meet! 


A  WARNING  TO 


Ou !  fair  as  heaven  and  chaste  as  light ! 
Did  Nature  mould  thee  all  so  bright, 
That  thou  sliouldst  ever  leam  to  weep 
O'er  languid  virtue's  fatal  sleep. 
O'er  shame  estinguish'd,  honoiu'  fled. 
Peace  lost,  heai-t  wither'd,  feeUng  dead  ? 
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No,  no  !  a  star  was  born  with  thee, 

Wliich  sheds  eternal  purity! 

Thou  hast,  within  those  saruted  eyes, 

So  fair  a  transcript  of  the  skies, 

In  hues  of  fire  such  heavenly  lore, 

Tliat  man  should  read  them  and  adore ! 

Yet  have  I  knoi^Ti  a  gentle  maid 

Whose  early  charms  were  just  Rrra3''d 

In  Nature's  loveliness  like  thine. 

And  wore  that  clear*,  celestial  sign, 

"\\^iich  seems  to  mark  tlie  brow  tliat  's  fair 

For  destin3''s  pecuhar  care ! 

Whose  bosom,  too,  was  once  a  zone, 

Where  tlie  bright  gem  of  ATi'tue  shone ; 

Whose  eyes  were  talismans  of  fire 

Against  the  spell  of  man's  desire ! 

Yet,  hapless  giid,  in  one  sad  hour, 

Her  charms  have  shed  their  radiant  flower  ; 

The  gem  has  been  beguiled  away; 

Her  eyes  have  lost  their  chastening  ray; 

The  sunple  fear,  the  guiltless  shame. 

The  smiles  that  from  reilectlon  came, 

All,  all  have  fled,  and  left  her  mmd 

A  faded  monument  beliind  ! 

Like  some  wave-beaten,  mouldering  stone, 

To  memory  raised  by  hands  unkno\\Ti, 

Wliich,  many  a  wintry  hour,  has  stood 

Beside  the  ford  of  Tyra's  flood, 

To  tell  the  traveller,  as  he  cross'd, 

That  there  some  loved  fiiend  was  lost ! 

Oh  1  'tAvas  a  sight  I  wept  to  see — 

Heaven  keep  the  lost  one's  fate  from  thee ! 


iSi 


TO 


Tis  time,  I  feel,  to  leave  thee  now, 

^^^lile  yet  my  soul  is  sometliing  free ; 
Vriiile  yet  those  dangerous  eyes  allow 

One  moment's  thought  to  stray  from  thee ! 
Oh !  thou  art  every  instant  dearer- — 

Every  chance  that  brings  me  nigh  thee. 
Brings  my  ruin  nearer,  nearer, 

I  am  lost,  imless  I  fly  thee  ! 

Nay,  if  thou  dost  not  scorn  and  hate  me, 

Wish  me  not  so  soon  to  fall. 
Duties,  fame,  and  hopes  await  me, 

Oh  I  that  eye  Vt'ould  blast  them  all ! 


'^ 
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Yes,  yes.  it  would — for  tliou'rt  as  cold 
As  ever  yet  alhu-ed  or  sway'd, 

And  wouldst,  without  a  sigh,  behold 
The  iiiin  which  thyself  had  made  ! 

Yet — could  I  tliinli  that,  truly  foud, 
That  eye  hut  once  would  smile  on  me, 

Good  Heaveix !  huw  murh,  liow  far  be3'0E.d 
Fame,  duty,  hope,  that  smile  would  be ! 

Oh !  but  to  A\in  it,  night  and  day, 
Inglorious  at  Uiy  feet  reclined, 

I'd  sigh  my  dreams  of  fame  awaj', 
The  world  for  thee  forgot,  resign'd  ! 

But  no,  no,  no — farewell — we  part, 
Never  to  meet,  no,  never,  never — 

O  woman  !  what  a  milid  and  heart 
Thy  coldness  has  undone  for  ever ! 


FROM  THE  HIGII-PllIEST  OF  APOLLO  TO  A 
VmGIN  OF  DELPHI. 


Cnm  digno  digna 


Sulpicia. 


"  Who  is  tlie  maid,  ^vitli  golden  hair, 
Witli  eyes  of  fire  and  feet  of  aii-, 
WTiose  hai'p  around  my  altar  swella. 
The  sweetest  of  a  thousand  shells?" 

'Twas  tlius  the  deity  who  treads 
The  ai'ch  of  heaven,  and  grandly  sheds 
Day  from  liis  eyehds ! — tluis  he  spoke, 
As  through  my  cell  liis  glories  broke.  ■ 

"  "Wlio  is  tlie  maid,  •nath  golden  hair, 
Witli  eyes  of  fire  and  feet  of  air, 
"Whose  hai-p  around  my  altar  swells. 
The  sweetest  of  a  tliousand  shells  ?  " 

Aphelia  is  the  Delphic  fair, 
Willi  eyes  of  fire  and  golden  hair, 
Aphelia's  are  the  aiiy  feet. 
And  hers  tlie  harp  divinely  sweet ; 
For  foot  so  light  has  never  trod 
The  lam-eU'd  caverns  of  the  god. 
Nor  harp  so  soft  has  ever  given 
A  strain  to  earth  or  sigh  to  heavec! 


^^ 


*f- 


;■+ 


EPISTLES,    ODES,    ETC.  iSj 

•  Then  tell  the  virgin  to  unfold, 
In  looser  pomp,  her  locks  of  gold, 
And  bid  those  eyes  with  fonder  fire 
Be  kindled  for  a  god's  deske ; 
Since  he  who  Hghts  the  path  of  years — ■ 
Even  from  the  fomit  of  morning's  teara, 
To  where  liis  setting  splendoiu'S  biu-u 
Upon  the  westei'n  sea-maid's  m-n — 
Cannot,  in  all  liis  course,  behold 
Such  eyes  of  fire,  such  haii-  of  gold ! 
Tell  her,  he  comes,  in  bhssful  pride, 
His  hx)  yet  spai-kling  with  the  tide. 
That  mantles  in  Oljonpian  bowls. 
The  nectar  of  eternal  souls ! 
For  her,  for  her  he  quits  the  sides, 
And  to  her  Idss  from  nectar  flies. 
Oh  !  he  would  liide  liis  wTeath  of  rays, 
And  leave  the  world  to  piue  for  days. 
Might  he  but  pass  the  houi'S  of  shade, 
Imbosom'd  by  liis  Delphic  maid. 
She,  more  than  eartlily  woman  blest, 
He,  more  than  god  on  woman's  breast ; " 

There  is  a  cave  beneath  the  steep. 
Where  living  rills  of  crystal  weep 
O'er  herbage  of  the  loveliest  hue 
Tliat  ever  spring  begemm'd  with  dew, 
There  oft  tlie  green  bank's  glossy  tint 
Is  brighten'd  by  the  amorous  priut 
Of  many  a  faim  and  naiad's  fonn, 
Tliat  still  upon  the  dew  is  wai-m, 
"When  vii'gias  come,  at  peep  of  day, 
To  lds3  the  sod  where  lovers  lay ! 
"  There,  tliere,"  tlie  god,  impassion'd,  said; 
"  Soon  as  the  tmlight  tinge  is  fled. 
And  the  dim.  orb  of  limar  souls 
Along  its  shadowy  pathway  roUs — 
There  shall  we  find  our  bridal  bed, 
And  ne'er  did  rosy  raptm-e  spread. 
Not  even  in  Jove's  voluptuous  bowers, 
A  bridal  bed  so  blest  as  om-s ! 

"  TeU  the  imperial  god,  who  reigns, 
Sublime  in  oriental  fanes, 
Whose  toweling  turrets  paint  their  pride 
Upon  Euplii-ates'  pregnant  tide  ; 
Tell  liim,  when  to  Ids  nddnight  loves 
In  mystic  majesty  he  moves- 
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Lighted  by  many  an  odorous  fire, 
And  Innnn'd  by  all  Chaldoca's  choir — 
Oh  !  tell  the  godhead  to  confess, 
The  pompous  joy  dchghts  him  less 
(Even  though  his  mighty  arms  enfold 
A  priestess  on  a  couch  of  gold) 
Than,  when,  in  love's  iinhoUer  prank. 
By  moonlight  cave  or  rustic  bank, 
Upon  liis  neck  some  wiod-nympli  lies, 
Exhaling  from  her  hp  .,:  Jd  eyes 
The  flame  and  incense  of  delight, 
To  sanctify  a  dearer  rite, 
A  mystery,  more  divinely  warm'd 
Than  priesUiood  ever  yet  perform'd ! " 

Happy  tho  inn  id,  wlmm  Heaven  allows 
To  break  for  Heaven  her  viigin  vowa ! 
Happy  the  maid  ! — her  robe  of  shame 
Is  whiten'd  bj'  a  heavenly  flame. 
Whose  glory,  with  a  lingeiing  ti-ace, 
Sliines  through  and  deifies  her  race ! 

O  virgin  !  what  a  doom  is  thine ! 
To-night,  to-night  a  Up  divine 
In  every  kiss  shall  stamp  on  tliee 
A  seal  of  immortality  ! 
Fly  to  tlie  cave,  Apheha,  fly ; 
There  lose  tlie  world  and  \\ed  the  sky ! 
There  all  tlie  boundless  raptui'e  steal 
'  Which  gods  can  give  or  woman  feel ! 


^^ 
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Away,  away — you're  all  the  same,- 
A  fluttering,  smiling,  jilting  tlirong  I 

Oh !  by  my  soul  I  burn  ■oitli  sliame. 
To  tiainic  I've  been  your  slave  so  long  ! 

Slow  to  be  wiivm'd  and  quick  to  rove, 
From  fdlly  kind,  from  cunning  loth, 

Too  cold  for  bhss,  too  weak  for  love. 
Yet  feigning  all  tliat's  best  in  both. 

Still  panting  o'er  a  crowd  to  reign, 
More  joy  it  gives  to  woman's  breast 

To  make  ten  frigid  coxcombs  vain, 
Than  one  tx-ue  manly  lover  blest ! 
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Away,  away — youi  smile 's  a  curse — 
Oh !  blot  me  from  the  race  of  men, 

Kind,  i^itying  Heaven  !  by  death  or  worse, 
Before  I  love  such  things  again  ! 


BALLAI)  STANZAS. 

I  KNEW  by  the  smoke  that  so  gracefully  cuii'd 
Above  "the  gi-een  ehns,  that  a  cottage  was  near, 

And  I  said,  "If  there 's  peace  to  be  found  in  the  world, 
A  heart  that  was  himible  might  hope  for  it  here  !" 

It  was  noon,  and  on  flowers  that  languish'd  around 

In  silence  reposed  the  voluptuous  bee ; 
Every  leaf  was  at  rest,  and  I  heard  not  a  sound 

But  tlie  woodpecker  tapping  the  hollow  beech-tree. 

And  "  Here  in  tliis  lone  little  wood,"  I  exclaim'd, 
"  With  a  maid  who  was  lovely  to  soul  and  to  eye, 

Who   would  blush  when  I  praised  her,  and  weep  if  1 
blamed, 
How  blest  could  I  live,  and  how  calm  could  I  die  ! 

"  By  the  shade  of  yon  sumach,  whose  red  berry  dips 
In  the  gush  of  tlie  fountain,  how  sweet  to  recline, 

And  to  know  that  I  sigh'd  upon  innocent  Lips, 

Wliich  had  never  been  sigh'd  on  by  any  but  mine ! " 


TO 


Notret  TO.  ^ikiara. 

Etiripidts. 
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Come,  take  the  harp — 'tis  vain  to  muse 
Upon  the  gathering  ills  we  see  ; 

Oh !  take  the  harp  and  let  me  lose 
All  thoughts  of  ill  in  heaiing  thee ! 

Sing  to  me,  love  ! — though  death  were  near 
Thy  song  could  raalce  mj  soul  forget— 

Naj'',  nay,  in  pity  diy  that  tear, 
All  may  be  well,  be  happy  yet ! 

Let  me  biit  see  that  snowy  ann 
Once  more  upon  the  dear  hai"p  lie. 

And  I  will  cease  to  dream  of  harm, 
Will  smile  at  fat«>  while  thou  art  cisl^  f 
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Give  me  that  sh'ain,  of  mournful  touch. 
We  used  to  love  long,  long  ago. 

Before  our  hearts  had  Imown  as  much 
As  now,  alas  !  they  bleed  to  luiow ! 

Sweet  notes !  tliey  tell  of  former  peace, 
Of  all,  tliat  look'd  so  rapturous  then, 

Now  witherd,  lost — oh  !  pray  thee,  cease, 
I  cannot  bear  those  sounds  again ! 

Art  thou,  too,  ^\Tetched  ?  yes,  thou  art ; 

I  see  thy  tears  flow  fast  with  mine- 
Come,  come  to  tliis  dcvotod  heart, 

Tis  breaking,  but  it  still  is  thine ! 


A  VISION  OF  PHILOSOPHY, 

'TwAS  on  the  Red  Sea  coast,  at  mom,  we  met 

The  venerable  man ;  a  virgin  bloom 

Of  softness  mingled  ^\^th  the  vigorous  tliought 

That  tower'd  upon  liis  brow;  as  when  we  see 

The  gentle  moon  and  the  full  radiant  sim 

Sliining  in  heaven  together.     When  he  spoke 

'Twas  language  swueten'd  into  song — such  holy  sounds 

As  oft  the  spirit  of  tlie  good  man  hears, 

Prelusive  to  tlie  hannony  of  heaven, 

When  deatli  is  nigh !  and  still,  as  he  unclosed 

His  sacred  hps,  an  odour,  all  as  bland 

As  ocean  breezes  gather  from  tlie  flowers 

That  blossom  in  elysiiun,  breathed  around  ! 

With  silent  awe  we  hsten'd,  while  he  told 

Of  the  dai'k  veil,  which  many  an  age  had  hung 

O'er  Nature's  foiTQ,  till  by  the  touch  of  time  ■ 

The  mystic  shroud  grew  tliin  and  luminous, 

And  half  tlie  goddess  beam'd  in  gUmpses  through  it  I 

Of  magic  wonders  that  were  kno\\'n  and  taught 

By  him  (or  Cliam  or  Zoroaster  named) 

WTio  mused,  amid  tlie  mighty  cataclysm. 

O'er  his  rude  tablets  of  primeval  lore, 

Nor  let  the  living  stai-  of  science  sink 

Beneath  tlie  waters,  which  ingulph'd  the  world  !— 

Of  ^-isions  by  CaUiope  revealed 

To  liim,  v,ho  tiaced  upon  his  tj'pic  lyre 

The  diapason  of  man's  mingled  frame, 

And  tlie  gi-aud  Doric  heptachord  of  heaven  I 
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With  all  of  pure,  of  wondi'ous  and  arcane, 

Wliich  the  gi-ave  sons  of  Moclius,  many  a  night, 

Told  to  the  young  and  bright-hair'd  visitant 

Of  Carmel's  sacred  mount ! — Then,  in  a  flow 

Of  cahner  converse,  he  beguiled  us  on 

Througli  many  a  maze  of  garden  and  of  porch, 

Through  many  a  system,  where  the  scatter'd  hght 

Of  heavenly  ixuth  lay,  lilie  a  broken  beam 

From  tlie  pm-e  sun,  wliich,  though  refracted  all 

Into  a  thousand  hues,  is  sunsliine  still. 

And  bright  through  every  change ! — he  spoke  of  Him 

The  lone,  eternal  One,  who  dweUs  above, 

And  of  tlie  soul's  untraceable  desce.^o 

From  that  high  fount  of  sphit,  tlu-ough  the  gi'ades 

Of  intellectual  beiag,  till  it  rc\\x 

With  atoms  vague,  con-uptible,  and  dark ; 

Nor  even  then,  tliough  sunk  in  eartlily  dross, 

Corrupted  «il,  nor  its  ethereal  touch 

Quite  lost,  but  tasting  of  the  fountain  still ! 

As  some  bright  river,  wliich  has  roll'd  along 

Through  meads  of  flowery  light  and  mines  of  gold, 

When  pom-'d  at  length  into  the  dusky  deep. 

Disdains  to  mingle  with  its  briny  taint. 

But  keeps  awhile  the  pui-e  and  golden  tinge, 

The  balmy  fi-eslmess  of  the  fields  it  left ! 


And  here  the  old  man  ceased — a  winged  traia 
Of  njnnphs  and  genii  led  liim  fi-om  our  eyes. 
The  fail"  Ulusion  fled  !  and,  as  I  waked, 
I  knew  my  \isionary  soul  had  been 
Among  that  people  of  aerial  dreams 
Who  live  upon  the  bui-ning  galaxy ! 


TO 


The  world  had  just  begun  to  steal 
Each  hope,  that  led  me  Hghtly  on, 

I  felt  not  as  I  used  to  feel. 

And  life  grew  dai-k  and  love  was  gone ! 

No  eye  to  mingle  soi-row's  tear, 
No  hp  to  mingle  pleasm-e's  breatli, 

No  tongue  to  call  me  kind  and  dear — 
'Twas  gloomy,  and  I  wish'd  for  death  I 
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But  when  I  saw  that  gentle  eye, 

Oh  !  sometliing  seem'd  to  tell  me  then, 
That  I  was  j-et  too  young  to  die, 

And  hope  and  bUss  might  bloom  again  ! 

With  every  beamy  smile  tliat  cross'd 

Your  kindling  cheek,  you  lighted  home 
Some  feeling  wliich  my  heart  had  lost. 

And  peace,  wliich  long  had  learn'd  to  roam  ! 

'Twas  then  indeed  so  sweet  to  live, 

Hope  look'd  so  new  and  Love  so  kind, 
That,  lliough  I  weep,  I  stni  forgive 

Tlio  ruin  Mliich  fUey've  left  behind! 

I  could  have  loved  you — oh,  so  well ! — 

The  dream,  that  wishing  boyhood  knowB, 
Ib  but  a  briglit  beguiling  spell, 

"Which  onl}'  lives  while  passion  glows : 

But,  when  this  early  flush  declines, 

When  tlie  heart's  vivid  morning  fleets, 
You  know  not  then  how  close  it  twines 

Roimd  tlie  first  kindred  soul  it  meets ! 

Yes,  yes,  I  could  have  loved,  as  one 

Who,  while  liis  youth's  enchantments  fall. 
Finds  sometliing  dear  to  rest  upon, 

Whicli  pays  him  for  the  loss  of  all ! 

'    *■  ■+  ^;  % 
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Is  slumber,  I  prithee,  how  is  it 

That  souls  are  oft  taldng  the  air, 
And  pa5^ing  each  other  a  visit, 

Wliile  bodies  ai'e — Heaven  knows  where? 

Lost  night,  'tis  in  vain  to  deny  it, 

Your  Soul  took  a  fancy  to  roam, 
For  I  heard  lier,  on  tiptoe  so  quiet, 

Come  ask,  whether  mine  was  at  home. 

And  mine  let  her  in  with  delight,  »r 

And  they  talk'd  and  they  Idss'd  the  time  tlirough,  ~  ■ 

For,  when  souls  come  togetlier  at  night, 
^here  is  no  knomng  what  they  majTi't  do  1 
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And  \jour  little  Soul,  Heaven  bless  her! 

Had  much  to  complain  and  to  say, 
Of  how  sadly  yon  •OTong  and  oppress  her 

By  keeping  her  prison'd  all  day. 

"  If  I  happen,"  said  she,  "  but  to  steal 

For  a  peep  now  and  then  to  her  eye, 
Or,  to  quiet  the  fever  I  feel, 

Just  ventiu'e  abroad  on  a  sigh ; 

"  In  an  instant  she  fi-ightens  me  ia 
With  some  phantom  of  prudence  or  terror, 

For  fear  I  should  stray  into  siu. 
Or,  what  is  still  worse,  into  error ! 

"  So,  instead  of  displaying  my  graces 

Tlirough  look  and  tlu'ough  words  and  through  mica 
I  am  shut  up  in  comers  and  places, 

Wliere  truly  I  blush  to  be  seen !" 

Upon  hearing  tins  piteous  confessio)i. 

My  Soul,  looldng  tenderly  at  her, 
Declared,  as  for  gi-ace  and  discretion, 

He  did  not  know  much  of  the  matter ; 

"  But  to-morrow,  sweet  Spuit!"  he  said. 

"  Be  at  home  after  midnight,  and  then 
I  will  come  when  your  lady  's  m  bed, 

And  we'U  talk  o'er  the  subject  again." 

So  she  wliisper'd  a  v.ord  in  liis  ear, 

I  si;ppose  to  her  door  to  dhect  liitn, 
And — ^just  after  midnight,  my  dear. 

Your  polite  little  Soul  may  expect  him. 


TO  MRS. 


To  see  thee  every  day  that  came, 
And  find  thee  every  day  the  same, 
In  pleasure's  smUe  or  sorrow's  tear 
The  same  benign,  consoling  Dear ! 
To  meet  thee  eaiiy,  leave  thee  late, 
Has  been  so  long  my  bUss,  my  fate. 
That  life,  ^\ithout  this  cheering  ray, 
Which  came,  like  simsliine,  every  day, 
And  all  my  pain,  my  sorrow  chased, 
Is  now  a  lone  and  loveless  waste. — 
Where  are  the  chords  she  used  to  touch  ? 
Where  are  the  songs  she  loved  so  much? 
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The  songs  are  hush'd,  the  chords  are  still, 
And  so,  perhaps,  -will  every  thrill 
Of  friendsliip  soon  be  lull'd  to  rest, 
Wliich  late  1  waked  in  Anna's  breast  I 
Yet  no — the  sunple  notes  I  play'd 
On  memory's  tablet  soon  may  fade ; 
The  songs,  which  Anna  luved  to  liear, 
May  all  be  lost  on  Anna's  ear ; 
But  friendsliip's  sweet  and  fairy  strain 
Shall  ever  in  her  heaii  remain  ; 
Nor  memory  lose  nor  time  impair 
The  sympathies  which  tremble  there  I 


A  CANADIAN  BOAT-SONG. 

Written  on  the  River  St.  J.awrence.i 
Et  remigem  cantus  liortatur.— gMinrt/ia». 

Faintly  as  tolls  the  evening  chime, 
Our  voices  keep  tune  and  our  oars  keep  time. 
Soon  as  tlie  woods  on  shore  look  dim, 
We'll  sing  at  St.  Ann's  our  parting  hymn.' 

'  1  wrote  these  words  to  an  air  wliirh  our  Ijoatmon  stins  to  us  very  fre- 
quently. The  wind  was  so  uiif;ivonral)le  lliat  they  were  oblijicd  to  row  all  the 
way,  and  we  were  five  days  in  descending.;  the  river  from  Kingston  to  .Muhfrual, 
e.vposed  to  an  inien.-e  sun  during  the  day,  and  at  ni;;lit  fortcd  to  take  shelter 
from  the  dews  in  any  miserable  hut  upon  the  banks  that  would  receive  ua.  But 
the  magnificent  scenery  of  tlie  St.  Lawrence  repays  aJ  these  diffioiltirs. 

Oiir  voyageurs  had  good  voices,  and  sung  pcrfeclly  in  tune  together.  The 
original  words  of  tlic  air,  to  wliich  I  adapted  these  stanzns,  appeared  to  he  a 
long,  iaccherent  story,  of  whicX  I  could  understand  but  little,  from  the  bar- 
barous pronunciation  of  the  Canadian.    It  begins 

Dans  raun  chemin  j'ai  rencontr^ 
Deux  cavaliers  tris  bien  months  j 
And  the  refrain  to  every  verse  was 

A  I'ombre  d'un  bois  je  m'en  v;'iis  jouer, 
A  I'onibre  d'un  bois  je  ni'eii  vais  danser. 
I  ventured  to  harmonize  this  air,  and  have  ptiblished  it.     Without  that  charm 
which  association  gives  to  every  little  memorial  of  scfiies  or  fceliii;;?  that  are 

East,  the  melody  may  perhaps  be  thought  common  and  trilling;  but  I  renicm- 
er  when  we  have  entered,  at  sunset,  ijpon  one  of  those  beautiful  lakes  into 
wliich  the  St.  Lawrence  so  grandly  and  unexpectedly  opens,  1  liave  heard  tliie 
simple  air  with  a  pleasure  which  the  finest  compositions  of  the  first  masteis 
have  never  given  me,  and  now  there  is  not  a  note  of  it  which  does  not  recall  to 
my  "nemory  the  dip  of  our  o-wt  in  the  St.  Lawrence,  the  flight  of  our  boat 
iown  the  Rapids,  and  all  those  new  and  fanciful  impressions  to  which  Biy  heart 
was  alive  during  the  whole  of  this  very  interesting  voyage. 

The  above  st;inzas  are  supposed  to  be  snng  by  those  voyageurs  who  go  to  the 
Grand  Portage  by  the  Utawas  River.  For  an  account  of  this  wonderful  under- 
taking see  Sir  Alexander  Mackenzie's  General  History  of  the  Fur  Trade,  pre- 
fixed to  his  Journal. 

a  "At  the  Rapid  of  St.  Ann  they  are  obliged  to  take  out  part,  if  not  the 
whole,  of  their  lading  It  is  from  liiis  spot  the  Canadians  consider  they  take 
their  departure,  as  it  possesses  the  last  church  on  the  island,  whi;h  is  dedii  ate< 
to  the  tutelar  saint  of  voyagers." — Mackenzie,  General  Flistory  of  the  Fuj 
Trade. 
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Row,  brothers,  row  !  the  stream  riins  fast, 
The  rapids  are  near,  and  the  daylight 's  past ! 

Why  should  we  yet  oirr  sail  unfurl  ? 

There  is  not  a  breath  the  blue  wave  to  curl ! 

But,  when  tlie  wind  blows  oil"  the  shore, 
I  Oh  !  sweetly  we'U  rest  oiu'  weaiy  oar. 

i  Blow,  breezes,  blow  !  tire  stream  runs  fast. 

The  rapids  are  near,  and  the  daylight's  past! 

j  TJtawas  tide !  this  trembling  moon 

I  Shall  see  us  float  over  thy  surges  soon. 

;  Saint  of  this  green  isle  !  hear  our  prayers, 

Oh  !  grant  us  cool  heavens  and  favoming  aii's. 
Blow,  breezes,  blow  !  the  stream  rims  fast, 
The  rapids  are  near,  and  the  daylight 's  past  1 
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TO  THE  LADY  CIL\.RLOTTE  R— WD— N.  ! 

From  the  banks  of  the  St.  Lawrence. 

Not  many  months  have  now  been  di-eam'd  away 
Since  yonder  smi  (beneath  whose  evening  ray 
We  rest  om-  boat  among  tliese  Imlian  isles) 
Saw  me,  where  mazy  Trent  serenely  smiles 
Through  many  an  oali,  as  sacred  as  tlie  groves 
Beneath  whose  shade  the  pious  Persian  roves, 
And  hears  the  soul  of  father,  or  of  cliief, 
Or  loved  mistress,  sigh  in  every  leaf! 
There  listening.  Lady !  wliile  thy  Hp  hath  simg 
My  own  impoUsh'd  lays,  how  proud  I've  himg 
On  eveiy  mellow'd  number !  proud  to  feel 
That  notes  Lilce  mine  should  have  the  fate  to  steal 
As  o'er  thy  haUo-uing  hp  they  sigh'd  along. 
Such  breath  of  passion  and  such  soul  of  song. 
Oh !  I  have  wouder'd,  Hke  the  peasant  boy 
^     Who  sings  at  eve  liis  sabbath  strains  of  joy, 
\     And  when  he  hears  the  rude,  luxmiant  note 
(     Back  to  his  ear  on  softening  echoes  float. 

Believes  it  still  some  answeiing  spirit's  tone,  ^ 

Ajid  tliinks  it  all  too  sweet  to  be  his  o■\^^l ! 

I  di-eam'd  not  then  that,  ere  the  rolling  year 

Had  fill'd  its  circle,  I  should  wander  here 

,In  musing  awe ;  should  tread  this  wondrous  world, 

See  all  its  store  of  inland  waters  hurl'd 
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In  one  vast  volume  down  Niagara's  steep," 
Or  calm  behold  them,  in  transparent  sleep, 
Where  tlie  blue  liills  of  old  Toronto  shed 
Their  evening  shadows  o'er  Ontario's  bed  ! — 
Should  trace  the  grand  Cadaraqui,  and  glide 
Down  the  wliite  rapids  of  his  lordly  tide 
Through  massy  woods,  through  islets  flowering  fair, 
Thi-ough  sliades  of  bloom,  where  the  first  sinful  paii 
For  consolation  might  have  weeping  trod. 
When  banish'd  from  the  garden  of  their  God ! 
O  Lady !  tliese  are  miracles,  wliich  man 
Caged  in  the  bounds  of  Europe's  pigmy  plan. 
Can  scarcely  dream  of;  which  his  eye  must  see 
To  Icnow  how  beautiful  tlds  world  can  be  ! 

But  soft ! — the  tinges  of  tlie  west  decline. 
And  night  falls  dewy  o'er  these  banks  of  pine. 
Among  the  reeds,  in  which  our  idle  boat 
Is  rock'd  to  rest,  the  wind's  complaining  note 
Dies,  like  a  half-breathed  whispering  of  flutes  ; 
Along  tlie  wave  the  gleaming  porpoise  shoots, 
And  I  can  trace  liim,  Kke  a  watery  star,' 
Down  tlie  steep  cuiTent,  till  he  fades  afar 
Amid  the  foaming  breakers'  silvery  light. 
Where  yon  rough  rapids  sparkle  tlirough  the  night ! 
Here  as  along  tliis  shado^vy  bank  I  stray. 
And  the  smooth  glass-snake,'*  gliding  o'er  my  way, 
Shows  tlie  dim  moonhght  through  his  scaly  form. 
Fancy, -with  all  the  scene's  enchantment  v,-arm, 
Heai-s  in  the  mm-miir  of  the  niglitly  breeze, 
Some  Indian  Spii-it  waible  words  like  these : 

From  the  cHme  of  sacred  doves,* 
"Where  the  blessed  Indian  roves 

•  When  I  arrived  at  Chippewa,  \vithin  three  miles  of  the  I'alls,  it  was  t-x) 
late  to  think  of  visitin;;  iheui  tliat  evening,  and  I  lav  awake  all  night  with  th" 
sound  of  the  cafaract  in  my  ears.  The  day  foUowin'g  I  consider  as  a  kind  of 
train  m>  life,  and  the  first  glimpse  which  I  can-ht  of  tliose  wondeilul  Falli 
gave  me  a  fceliu-;  which  nothinj  in  this  world  can  ever  excite  again. 

To  Colonel  Brock,  of  the  49tii,  who  commaiidud  at  the  Fort,  I  am  particu- 
Urly  indebted  for  his  kindness  to  me  during  the  fortnight  I  remained  at  Nia- 
gara. Ajnjng  many  pleasant  days  whirh  I  passed  with  him  and  his  hrcther- 
officers,  that  of  our  visit  to  the  Tuscarora  Indians  was  not  the  least  interest- 
ing. They  received  us  in  all  their  ancient  costume;  the  young  men  exhihifed 
for  our  amusement,  in  the  race,  the  bat-game,  &.C.,  while  the  old  and  the 
women  sat  in  groups  under  the  surrounding  trees,  and  the  picture  altofethti 
was  ns  b(--auliful  as  it  was  new  to  me.  ° 

»  Anhurny,  in  Lis  Travels,  has  noticed  this  shooting  illuminatiou  which  por- 
poises diffuse  at  night  through  the  St.  Lawrence.— Vol.  i.  p.  29. 

•  The  glass-snake  is  brittle  and  transparent. 

4  "The  departed  spirit  goes  into  the  Countrj- of  Souls,  where,  according  to 
«ome,it  is  transformed  into  a  dove." — Chr?levo:.x  upon  the  Traditions  and  l!i9 
Religion  of  the  Savages  of  Canada  Sr«  the  '■"tious  fable  of  the  iLmericoa 
Ocakeiis  in  Lafitaa<  tome  i.  ij.  403. 
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Through  the  air  on  wiug  as  v,  liite 
As  the  spuit-stones  of  light,' 
Which  the  eye  of  morning  co-an'.3 
On  the  Appaiacliian  moiuits  I 
Hither  oft  my  thght  I  take 
Over  Huron's  lucid  lake, 
Wliere  the  wave,  as  cleai*  as  dew, 
Slfcej^s  beneath  the  hght  canoe. 
Which,  reflected,  floating  there, 
Looks  as  if  it  hung  in  air !  * 

Then,  when  I  have  sti-ay'd  awiiilo 
Tlu-ough  the  ^lanataulin  isle, 
Breathing  all  its  holy  bloom, 
S\vift  ujion  the  piu-ple  plume 
Of  my  Wakon-Bu-d  ''  I  lly 
Where,  beneath  a  biu*ning  sky, 
O'er  the  bed  of  Erie's  lake 
Slumbers  many  a  water  snake, 
Basldng  in  the  web  of  leaves, 
Which  the  weeping  lily  weaves, < 
Then  I  chase  the  tiow'ret-kiug 
Through  Ids  bloomy  wild  of  spring ; 
See  him  now,  wliile  diamond  hues 
Soft  his  neck  and  wings  suffuse, 
In  the  leafy  chahce  sink 
Tlm-stuig  for  his  balmy  diink : 
Now  behold  hhn,  all  on  fire, 
Lovely  in  liis  looks  of  ire, 
Brealang  every  infant  stem. 
Scattering  every  velvet  gem, 
Wliere  liis  little  tyrant  lip 
Had  not  foimd  enough  to  sip  ! 

'  "Tlie  mountains  appeared  to  be  sprinkled  with  wliite  stones,  which  gli»- 
tcncJ  in  the  sun,  and  were  called  by  the  ludians  'mauetoe  aseiiiali,'  or  spiiit- 
stonus." — Mackenzie's  Journal. 

*  1  was  tbinking  licre  of  wliat  Carver  says  so  beautifully  in  bis  description 
of  one  of  tliese  lakes; — "When  it  was  calm,  and  the  sun  slioiie  hrii;ht,  I  could 
sit  in  my  canue,  where  the  depth  was  upwards  of  six  fatliums  and  plainly  sec 
hu^e  piles  ot  stoue  at  the  bottom,  of  different  shapes,  some  of  which  appeared 
as  if  llicy  had  Ijccn  liewn;  the  water  was  at  tins  time  as  pure  and  transparent 
as  air,  and  niv  canoe  seemed  as  if  it  bung  suspended  in  that  element.  It  was 
impi'ssiijle  to  lo  .k  attentively  through  tliis  Umpid  medium  at  the  rocks  below 
witliout  finding,  before  many  minutes  were  ela,ised,  your  head  swim  and  your 
eyes  no  longer  able  to  behold  the  dazzling  scene." 

3  "  The  Wakim-Bird,  which  probably  is  of  the  same  species  with  the  Bird  of 
Paradise,  receives  its  name  from  the  ideas  the  Indians  ha>e  of  its  sujier  or  ex- 
cellence; the  Wakon-Bird  being,  in  their  language,  theB.rd  of  the  Great  Spirit." 
— Morse. 

*  The  islands  of  Lake  Erie  are  surrounded  to  a  considerable  distance  by  the 
large  pond-liiy,  wliose  lea\cs  spread  thickly  over  the  suifuce  of  the  lake,  and 
torm  a  kind  of  bed  lor  the  water-snakes  in  summer. 
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Then  my  playM  hand  I  steep 
Where  the  gokl-thi-ead  '  loves  to  creep 
Cull  from  thence  a  tangled  WTcath, 
Words  of  magic  round  it  breathe, 
And  the  sunny  chaplet  spread 
O'er  the  sleeping  fly-bhd's  head, 
Till,  witli  tb'eams  of  honey  blest, 
Haimted  in  his  downy  nest 
By  die  garden's  fairest  spells. 
Dewy  buds  and  fragrant  bells, 
Fancy  all  liis  soul  embowers 
In  Uie  fly-bhd's  heaven  of  flowers ! 

Oft,  when  hoar  and  silvery  llakes 
Melt  along  the  ruffled  lakes ; 
Wlien  the  grey  moose  sheds  his  honij 
When  the  ti-ack,  at  evening,  warns 
Weaj-y  hunters  of  the  way 
To  the  ^^^gwam's  cheering  ray. 
Then,  aloft  through  freezing  air, 
Witli  the  snow-bii'd  soft  and  fair 
As  tlie  fleece  tliat  Heaven  flinga 
O'er  his  httle  peiu'ly  wings, 
Light  above  the  rocks  I  play, 
Where  Niagara's  starry  spray. 
Frozen  on  the  chU',  appears 
Like  a  giant's  starting  tears ! 
There,  amid  the  island-sedge, 
Just  upon  the  cataract's  edge, 
Where  the  foot  of  li\Tiig  man 
Never  tfod  since  time  began, 
Lone  I  sit,  at  close  of  day. 
While,  beneath  the  golden  ray. 
Icy  columns  gloam  below, 
Feather'd  round  Avitli  falling  Enofr, 
And  an  aixh  of  glory  springs, 
Brilhant  as  the  chain  of  lings 
Round  the  neck  of  virgins  hung, 
Vu'gins,  who  have  wander'd  young 
O'er  the  waters  of  the  west 
To  the  land  where  spuits  rest ! 

Thus  have  I  chai'm'd.  with  visionary  Ifij 
The  lonely  moments  of  the  night  away ; 

'  "  The  gold  thread  is  of  tlie  vine-kmd,  a.id  grows  in  swamps.  V&i  roots 
spread  themselves  juat  under  the  surface  of  tr,e  morasses,  and  are  easily  drawn 
out  by  hindluls.  Tiiey  resemble  a  large  entangled  skein  of  silk,  and  are  of  • 
I  light  jellow,"— Mo»- 
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And  now,  fresh  daylight  o'er  the  water  beams ! 
Once  more,  embai'k'd  upon  the  glittering  streamSi 
Our  boat  flies  light  along  the  leafy  shore, 
Shooting  tlae  falls,  mthout  a  dip  of  oar 
Or  breath  of  zephjT,  like  the  mystic  bark 
The  poet  saw,  in  dreams  di\'inely  dark. 
Borne,  without  sails,  along  the  dusky  Hood, 
While  on  its  deck  a  pilot  angel  stood, 
And,  mth  liis  mngs  of  li\'ing  hght  unfiu'l'd, 
Coasted  the  dim  shores  of  another  world  ! 

Yet  oh  !  beheve  me,  in  tlris  blooming  maze 
Of  lovely  natiu'e,  where  the  fancy  strays 
From  charm  to  chai-m,  where  every  liow'ret's  Ir.;f 
Hath  sometliing  strange,  and  eveiy  leaf  is  new ! 
I  never  feel  a  bUss  so  piu-e  and  still, 
So  heavenly  cahn,  as  when  a  stream  or  hill. 
Or  veteran  oak,  lil^e  those  remember'd  well. 
Or  breeze  or  echo  or  some  wild  flowers  smell, 
(For  who  can  say  what  small  and  fauy  ties 
The  mem'iy  flings  o'er  pleasui-e,  as  it  flies  ?) 
Reminds  my  heart  of  many  a  s\^lvan  di-eam 
I  once  indulged  by  Trent's  inspking  sti-eam  ; 
Of  all  my  smmy  morns  and  moonhght  nights 
On  Donington's  green  la\\Ti3  and  breezy  heights  ? 

\\Tiether  I  trace  the  tranquil  moments  o'er 
Wlien  I  have  seen  tliee  cull  the  blooms  of  lore, 
With  him,  the  poHsh'd  wai'rior,  by  thy  side, 
A  sister's  idol  and  a  nation's  pride ; 
Wlien  thou  hast  read  of  heroes,  trophied  high 
Tn  ancient  fame,  and  I  have  seen  tliine  eye 
Turn  to  the  living  hero,  wliile  it  read, 
For  pure  and  brightening  comments  on  the  dead ; 
Or  whether  mem'ry  to  ray  mind  recalls 
The  festal  gi-andeur  of  those  lordly  heills. 
When  gixosts  have  met  around  the  sparlding  board, 
And  welcome  warm'd  the  cup  that  luxiuy  poiu''d ; 
When  tlie  bright  futm-e  Star-  of  England's  Tlu'one, 
With  magic  smile,  hath  o'er  the  banquet  shone, 
Winning  respect,  nor  claiming  what  he  won, 
But  tempering  gi-eatness.  Like  an  evening  sua 
Whose  light  the  eye  can  tranqiuUy  admu'e, 
Glorious  but  mild,  all  softness  yet  all  Are ! — 
Whatever  hue  my  recollections  take. 
E'en  the  regret,  the  very  pain  they  wake 
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Is  dear  and  exquisite  I — but  oh !  no  more- 
Lady  !  udieu — my  lieait  has  hiigor'd  o'er 
These  vanish'd  times,  till  all  that  rouiid  me  lies, 
Sti'eam,  banlis,  and  bowers,  have  faded  on  my  eyea ! 


IMPROMPTU, 

AFTER   A    VISIT   TO   MRS.    ,   OF   MONTREAL. 

'TwAS  but  for  a  moment — and  yet  in  tliat  time 
She  crowded  th'  hnpressious  of  many  an  hour 

Her  eye  had  a  glow  liie  the  sun  of  her  chine, 
Which  waked  every  feeUng  at  once  into  flower  I 

Oh !  could  we  have  stolen  but  one  rapturous  day, 
To  renew  such  impressions  again  and  again, 

The  things  we  should  look,  and  imagine  and  say 
Would  be  worth  all  the  hfe  we  had  wasted  till  then  ! 

What  we  had  not  the  leisiu'e  or  language  to  speak, 

"\>/e  should  find  some  more  exquisite  mode  of  revealing, 

And,  between  us,  should  feel  just  as  much  in  a  week, 
As  others  would  take  a  millennium  in  feeling ! 


WRITTEN  ON  PASSING  DEAD-]\L\N'S  ISLAND,' 

IN   THE   GULF   OF   ST.    LAWRENCE, 
Late  in  the  evening,  September,  1804. 

See  you,  beneath  yon  cloud  so  dai'k, 

Fast  ghding  along,  a  gloomy  Bark  ? 

Her  sails  are  full,  though  the  wind  is  still, 

And  there  blows  not  a  breath  her  sails  to  fill ! 

Oh  !  what  doth  that  vessel  of  darkness  bear  ? 
The  silent  calm  of  the  gi-ave  is  there. 
Save  now  and  agam  a  dcath-lmeU  rmig. 
And  the  flap  of  the  sails,  with  night-fog  hung ! 

'  Tliis  is  one  of  the  Mngdnlen  Islands,  and,  singularly  eiiousli,  is  the  property 
of  Sir  Isaac  Coffin.  Tlie  above  lines  were  suggested  by  a  supcrstilion  very 
common  among  sailors,  who  call  tliis  ghost-ship,  I  think,  "  the  Flying  Dutch- 
man." 

We  were  tliirteen  days  on  our  passage  from  Quebec  to  Halifax,  and  I  had 
been  so  spoiled  by  the  very  splendid  uospitality  with  which  my  friends  of  the 
Phaeton  and  Boston  had  treated  me,  that  1  was  but  ill-pr  spared  to  encouiilei 
the  miseries  of  a  Canadian  ship.  The  weather,  however  nas  pleasant,  and  the 
•cenery  along  the  river  dehghlful.  Our  passage  through  the  Gui  of  Causo, 
Jrith  a  tright  sky  and  a  fair  wind,  was  particularly  striking  anf*  romantic 
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There  lieth  a  wi-eck  on  the  cUsmal  shore 
Of  cold  and  pitiless  Labrador ; 
Where,  under  the  moon,  upon  mounts  of  frost 
Full  many  a  mai-iner's  bones  are  tost ! 

Yon  shadowy  Bark  hath  been  to  that  wreck, 
And  tlie  dim  blue  fire,  that  lights  her  deck, 
Doth  play  on  as  pale  and  li-\dd  a  crew, 
As  ever  3'et  drank  the  chiu-chyard  dew ! 

To  Deadman's  Isle,  in  the  eye  of  the  blast, 
To  Deadman's  Isle,  she  speeds  her  fast ; 
By  skeleton  shapes  her  sails  are  fuvl'd, 
Aiad  the  hand  that  steers  is  not  of  this  world ' 

Oh !  hurry  thee  on — oh !  hurry  thee  on, 
Thou  terrible  Bark  !  ere  the  night  be  gone. 
Nor  let  morning  look  on  so  foul  a  siglit 
As  would  blanch  for  ever  her  rosy  light ! 
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TO  THE  BOSTON  FRIGATE,' 

ON    LEAVING    HALIFAX   FOR  ENGLAND, 

October,  1804. 

NooTOu  7rpoif)0(n!  yXuKfpoi/. 

Vindar.  Vijth.  4. 

With  triumph  tliis  morning,  0  Boston !  I  hail 

The  stu'  of  thy  deck  and  the  spread  of  thy  sail. 

For  they  tell  me  I  soon  shall  be  wafted,  in  thee. 

To  the  flomisliing  isle  of  the  brave  and  the  free, 

And  that  chill  Nova- Scotia's  impromising  strand 

Is  the  last  I  shall  tread  of  American  land. 

Well — peace  to  the  land !  may  the  people,  at  length, 

I<jiow  that  freedom  is  bhss,  but  that  honour  is  strength 

That  though  man  have  tlie  wings  of  the  fetterless  wind 

Of  the  wantonest  ah'  that  the  north  can  unbind, 

Yet  if  health  do  not  sweeten  the  blast  with  her  bloom, 

Nor  vii-tue's  aroma  its  pathway  perfume, 

Unblest  is  the  freedom  and  di-eary  the  flight, 

That  but  wanders  to  ruin  and  wantons  to  blight ! 


'  Commanded  by  Captain  J.  E.  Douglas,  willi  whom  I  returned  to  England, 
ami  to  wliom  I  am  indebted  for  many,  many  kindnesses.  In  trutli,  I  should 
but  offend  the  delicacy  of  my  friend  Douglas,  and,  at  the  same  time,  do  injuslice 
to  ray  own  feeliugs  of  gratitude,  did  I  attempt  to  say  how  much  I  owe  to  hiai. 
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Farewell  to  the  few  I  have  left  with  regret. 
May  they  sometimes  recall,  what  I  cannot  forget, 
That  communion  of  heart  and  tliat  parley  of  soul, 
Wliich  has  lengthen'd  oiur  nights  and  ilhunrned  our  bowl, 
When  they've  ask'd  me  the  manners,  the  mind,  or  the  mica 
Of  some  bard  I  had  knoAATi  or  some  chief  I  had  seen, 
Wliose  gloiy,  though  distant,  tliey  long  had  adored, 
Whose  name  often  hallow'd  tlie  juice  of  tlieir  board ! 
And  stiU  as,  with  sjTnpathy  humble  but  tnie, 
I  told  tlaem  each  luminous  ti-ait  tliat  I  knew, 
They  have  listen'd  and  sigh'd  tliat  tlie  powei-ful  stream 
Of  Ameiica's  empire  should  pass  like  a  dream. 
Without  leaving  one  fragment  of  genius,  to  say 
How  sublime  was  the  tide  which  had  vanish'd  away  ! 
Farewell  to  tlie  few — though  we  never  may  meet 
On  this  planet  again,  it  is  soothing  and  sweet 
To  thinlc  tliat,  whenever  my  song  or  my  name 
Shall  recui-  to  their  ear,  they'll  recall  me  the  sam3 
I  have  been  to  them  now,  young,  unthoiightful  and  blest, 
Ere  hope  had  deceived  me  or  sorrow  depress'd  ! 

But,  Douglas !  while  tlius  I  endear  to  my  mind 
The  elect  of  tlie  land  we  shall  soon  leave  behind, 
I  cnn  read  in  the  weatlier-wise  glance  of  thine  eye. 
As  it  follows  the  rack  Hitting  over  the  sky. 
That  the  faint  coming  breeze  vnA  be  fail*  for  our  flight, 
And  shall  steal  us  away,  ere  tlie  falling  of  night. 
Dear  Douglas  !  thou  knowest,  \vith  thee  bj'  my  side, 
With  thy  Mendsliip  to  soothe  me,  thy  coiu'age  to  guide, 
There  is  not  a  bleak  isle  in  those  simimerlcss  seas, 
Where  the  day  comes  in  darkness,  or  shines  but  to  freeze, 
Not  a  tract  of  the  line,  not  a  barbarous  shore. 
That  I  could  not  with  jiatience,  ■^^•ith  pleasiu'e  explore  ! 
Oh !  tliinli  dien  how  happy  I  follow  thee  now. 
When  hope  smooths  tlie  billowy  patli  of  om-  prow. 
And  each  prosperous  sigh  of  the  west-springing  wind 
Takes  me  neai-er  tlie  home  where  my  heart  is  enshi'inei , 
Where  the  smile  of  a  fatJier  shall  meet  me  again, 
And  the  tears  of  a  mother  tiu'n  bUss  into  pain ! 
Where  tlie  kind  voice  of  sisters  shall  steal  to  my  heai't, 
And  ask  it,  in  sighs,  how  we  ever  could  part ! — 

But  see  ! — the  bent  topsails  are  ready  to  swell- 
To  the  boat — I  am  with  thee — Columbia,  farewell  J 
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"  But  see  !  the  bent  topsails  are  ready  to  swell. — 
To  the  boat— I  am  with  thee— Columbia,  farewell !  "—P.  19S. 
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TO  LADY  H- 
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ON    AN    OLP   KING    FOUND    AT   TUNBRIDGE-WELL6. 

Tonbridge  Wells,  August,  ISCS 

When  Grammont  graced  tliese  happy  springs, 
And  Tiinbridge  saw,  upon  her  Pantiles, 

The  men-iest  wight  of  all  the  kings 
That  ever  ruled  these  gay  gallant  isles ; 

Like  us,  by  day,  they  rode,  they  walk'd, 

At  eve  they  did  as  we  may  do. 
And  Grammont  just  lilco  Spencer  talli'd, 

And  lovely  Stewart  smiled  Uke  you  1 

The  only  different  ti'ait  is  tliis, 

That  woman  then,  if  man  beset  her, 

Was  rather  given  to  sajing  "  j'es," 
Because  as  yet  she  knew  no  better! 

Each  night  they  held  a  coterie, 

Where  every  fear  to  slumber  charm'd, 

Lovers  were  all  tlie.y  ought  to  be, 
And  husbands  not  the  least  alarm'd ! 

They  call'd  up  all  their  school-day  pranks, 
Nor  thought  it  much  tlieu*  sense  beneatli. 

To  play  at  riddles,  quips,  and  cranks, 
Aiid  lords  show'd  wit,  and  ladies  teeth. 

As—"  \Vlay  are  liusbands  lilce  the  Mint?" 
Because,  forsootli,  a  liusband's  duty 

Is  just  to  set  tlie  name  and  priut 
That  give  a  cm-rency  to  beauty. 

'*  Wlay  is  a  garden's  \^alder'd  maze 
Like  a  young  widow,  fresh  and  fair?" 

Because  it  wants  some  hand  to  raise 
The  weeds,  wliich  "  have  no  business  there  I* 

And  thus  they  miss'd,  and  thus  they  liit, 
And  now  they  struck,  and  now  they  pai'ried, 

And  some  lay  in  of  full-gi'own  wit. 
While  others  of  a  pun  miscarried. 

'Twas  one  of  those  facetious  nights 
That  Grammont  gave  this  forfeit  ling 

For  brealdng  gi-ave  conundrum  rites, 
Or  puvssog  iU,  or — some  such  thing; 
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From  wlicnce  it  can  be  fairly  traced 

T]iron<::jli  many  a  branch  and  many  a  bough 

I'rom  twig  to  twig,  until  it  graced 
The  snowy  hand  that  wears  it  now. 

All  this  I'll  prove,  and  then — to  you. 

0  Tunbridge  !  and  youi"  springs  ii-onical, 
I  swear  by  H — the — te's  eye  of  blue. 

To  dedicate  th'  important  chi-onicle. 

Long  may  your  ancient  inmates  give 
Theu-  mantles  to  your  modern  lodgers, 

And  Cliarles's  love  in  H — the — te  live. 
And  Chaiies's  bards  revive  in  Rogers ! 

Let  no  pedantic  fools  be  there, 
Vox  ever  be  those  fops  abohsh'd, 

WiUi  heads  as  wooden  as  tliy  ware, 
And,  Heaven  knows  !  not  half  so  polish'd 

But  stiU  receive  tlie  mild,  tlie  gay. 
The  few  v,-ho  know  the  rare  delight 

Of  reading  Grammont  eveiy  day. 
And  acting  Grammont  eveiy  night! 


■^ 
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Ne\'er  mind  liow  tlie  pedagogue  prosea. 
You  want  not  antiquity's  stamp. 

The  hp,  that 's  so  scented  by  roses, 
Oh  !  never  must  smell  of  the  lamp. 

Old  Chloe,  whose  withering  losses 
Plave  long  set  the  loves  at  defiance, 

Now,  done  with  the  science  of  blisses, 
May  fly  to  the  blisses  of  science ! 

young  Sappho,  for  want  of  emplojnnents. 
Alone  o'er  her  Ovid  may  melt, 

Condemn'd  but  to  read  of  enjoyments 
"^Miich  wiser  Corinna  had  felt. 

But  for  you  to  be  bxu'ied  in  books — 
O  Fanny  !  they're  pitiful  sages. 

Who  could  not  in  one  of  yoiu-  looks 
Read  more  than  in  millions  of  pages! 
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Astronomy  finds  in  your  eye 

Better  light  tlian  slie  studies  above, 

And  Music  must  lorrow  your  sigh 
As  the  melody  dearest  to  love. 

In  Ethics — 'tis  you  tliat  can  check, 

In  a  minute,  their  doubts  and  then*  quarrels , 
Oh  !  show  but  that  mole  on  your  neck. 

And  'twill  soon  put  an  end  to  their  morals. 

Your  Antlimetic  only  can  tiip 

When  to  kiss  and  to  count  you  endeavour ; 
But  Eloquence  glows  on  your  lip 

When  you  swear  tliat  you'll  love  me  for  ovsj 

Thus  you  see  what  a  brUliaut  alliance 

Of  ai-ts  is  assembled  in  you — 
A  coui-se  of  more  exquisite  science 

Man  never  need  wish  to  go  through ! 

And,  oh  !  if  a  fellow  Hke  me 

May  confer  a  diploma  of  hearts, 
With  my  lip  thus  I  seal  your  degree. 

My  divine  little  Mistresa  of  Aite  5 
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GO  WHERE  GLORY  WAITS  THEE. 

Go  where  glory  waits  thee, 
But  wliile  Tame  elates  thee, 

Oh  !  still  remember  me 
Wlien  tlie  praise  tliou  meetest 
To  tliine  eai"  is  sweetest, 

Oh  !  then  remember  me. 
Other  arms  may  press  thee. 
Dearer  friends  caress  tliee. 
All  tlie  joys  that  bless  thee 

Sweeter  far  may  be  ; 
But  when  friends  are  nearest, 
And  when  j()3's  are  dearest. 

Oh  !  then  remember  me. 

When  at  eve  thou  rovest 
By  the  star  thou  lovest, 

Oh !  tlien  remember  me. 
Tliink,  when  home  retm-nin^, 
Bright  we've  seen  it  bui-uin-. 

Oh  !  thus  remember  me. 
Oft  as  summer  closes, 
Wlien  tliine  eye  reposes 
On  its  lingeiing  roses, 

Once  so  loved  by  thee, 
Thinlc  of  her  who  wove  them, 
Her  who  made  thee  love  thcni, 

Oh !  then  remember  me. 

Wlien,  around  thee  dying. 
Autumn  leaves  are  iyiag, 

Oh  !  then  remember  rae. 
And,  at  night,  when  gazing, 
On  the  gay  heai'th  blazing, 

Oh  !  still  remember  ms. 
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Then,  should  music,  stealing 
All  the  sou]  of  feeling, 
To  tliy  heaxt  appealing, 

Draw  one  tear  from  thee ; 
Then  let  memory  bring  thee 
Bfcrains  I  used  to  sing  thee, — 

Oh !  then  remember  me. 


WAR  SONG. 

RE^rEMBER  THE  GLORIES  OF  BRIEN  THE 

BRAVE.' 

Remember  the  glories  of  Brien  the  bravo 

Though  the  days  of  the  hero  are  o'er ; 
Though  lost  to  INIononia,*  and  cold  in  tlie  grave, 

He  returns  to  I^inkora'  no  more. 
That  star  of  the  field,  wliich  so  often  hath  pour'd 

Its  beam  on  tlie  battle,  is  set ; 
But  enough  of  its  glory  remains  on  each  sword, 

To  light  us  to  victory  yet. 

Mononia !  when  Nature  embelUsh'd  the  tint 

Of  thy  fields  and  tliy  mountains  so  fan*, 
Did  she  ever  iatend  tliat  a  tyrant  should  print 

The  footstep  of  slavery  there? 
No  !  Freedom,  whose  smile  we  shall  never  resign, 

Go,  tell  om-  invaders,  the  Danes, 
That  'tis  sweeter  to  bleed  for  an  age  at  thy  slrriiie, 

Than  to  sleep  but  a  moment  in  chains. 

Forget  not  oiu-  woimded  companions,  who  stood* 

In  tlie  day  of  distress  by  our  side ; 
Willie  the  moss  of  the  valley  grew  red  \nth  their  blood, 

They  stm-'d  not,  but  conquer'd  and  died. 

'  Brieu  Borohme,  the  great  monarch  of  Ireland,  who  was  killed  at  the  batiU 
ef  Clontarf  in  tlie  beginning  of  the  11th  ceiiturj',  after  having  defeated  the 
Danes  in  twenty-five  engagement!. 

•  Munster. 

•  The  palace  of  Bnen. 

•  "tnis  alludea  to  an  interesting  circumstance  relating  to  the  Dalgais,  the 
hkTourite  troops  of  Brien,  when  they  were  interrupted  in  their  return  from  the 
battle  of  Climtarf,  by  Fitzpatrick,  prince  of  Ossory.  The  wounded  n:sn 
entreated  that  they  "might  be  allowed  lo  fight  with  the  rest.  "Let  stitkes,"  tliej 
said,  "  lie  stuck  in  the  ground,  and  suffer  each  of  us,  lied  to  and  supported  by 
one  of  these  stakes,  to  be  placed  in  his  rank  by  tlie  side  of  a  sound  man." 
"  Between  seven  and  ei^lit  hundred  wounded  men  (ad;ls  O'Hallornn),  pale, 
emaciated,  and  supported  in  this  manner,  appeared  mixed  with  the  foremost  of 
the  troops;  never  was  such  another  sight  exliibited." — History  of  Ireland,  boofc 
i?,  chap.  i. 
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That  sun  which  now  blesses  our  arms  with  his  light 
Saw  them  fall  upon  Ossory's  plain  ; — 

Oh  !  let  him  not  blush,  when  he  leaves  us  to-night, 
To  liucl  that  tlicy  fell  there  in  vain. 


ERIN  !   THE  TEAR  AND  THE  SMILE  IN 

THINE  EYES. 

Erin  !  the  tear  and  the  smile  in  thine  ej'es 
Blend  Uke  the  rainbow  that  hangs  in  thy  skies 
Shining  through  sorrow's  sti-eam. 
Saddening  through  i)leasiu-.e's  beam, 
Thy  suns  with  doubtful  gleam 
Weep  while  they  rise. 

Erin !  thy  silent  tear  never  shall  cease, 
Erin  !  thy  languid  smile  ne'er  shall  increase, 

Till,  like  the  rainbow's  hght. 

Thy  various  tints  unite. 

And  form  in  Heaven's  sight 
One  arch  of  peace ! 


OH  !   BREATHE  NOT  HIS  NAME. 

Oh  !  breathe  not  liis  name,  let  it  sleep  in  the  shade, 
Where  cold  ani  unhonour'd  his  relics  are  laid  ; 
Sad,  silent,  and  dark  be  the  tears  that  we  shed, 
As  the  night-dew  that  falls  on  the  grass  o'er  liis  head. 

But  the  night-dtv.-  that  falls,  th-ough  in  silence  it  weepa, 
Shall  brighten  with  verdure  the  grave  where  he  sleeps ; 
And  the  tear  that  we  shed,  though  in  secret  it  rolls, 
Shall  long  keep  liis  memory  green  in  om-  souls. 


WHEN  HE  WHO  ADORES  THEE. 

When  he  who  adores  thee  has  loft  but  the  name 

Of  his  fault  and  his  sorrows  behind, 
Oh  !  say,  wilt  tliou  weep,  when  they  dai'ken  the  fame 

Of  a  life  tliat  for  thee  was  resigii'd? 
Yes,  weep,  and  however  my  foes  may  condemn, 

Thy  tears  shall  efface  their  decree ; 
For  Heaven  can  witness,  though  guilty  to  them, 

I  have  been  but  too  faithful  to  thee. 

i 
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With  thee  were  the  di-eams  of  iny  earliest  love ; 

Every  thought  of  my  reason  was  tliine ; 
In  my  last  hiuuble  prayer  to  the  Spiiit  above, 

Thy  name  shall  be  mingled  mth  mine. 
Oh !  blest  ai'e  the  lovers  and  fiiends  who  shall  live 

The  days  of  tliy  gloiy  to  see ; 
But  the  next  dearest  blessing  that  Heaven  can  give 

Is  the  pride  of  thus  djdng  for  thee. 


20:; 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH  TARA'S 

HALLS. 


The  Jiarp  that  once  tlu'ough  Tara's  halls 

The  soul  of  music  shed, 
Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara's  v.alla 

As  if  that  soul  were  fled. 
So  sleeps  tlie  pride  of  former  days, 

So  glory's  tluill  is  o'er, 
And  hearts,  that  ouee  beat  high  for  praise 

Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more. 

No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright 

The  harp  of  Tara  swells : 
The  chord  alone,  that  breaks  at  night, 

Its  tale  of  ruin  tells. 
Thus  Freedom  now  so  seldom  wakes, 

The  only  throb  she  gives 
Is  when  some  heart  incliguant  breaks, 

To  show  that  still  she  lives. 


■i 
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FLY  NOT  YET. 

Fly  not  yet ;  'tis  just  the  horn* 
When  pleasure,  hke  the  midnight  flowei 
That  scorns  the  eye  of  \Tilgar  light, 
Begins  to  bloom  for  sons  of  night, 

And  maids  who  love  the  moon. 
'Twas  but  to  bless  these  hours  of  shad© 
That  beauty  and  the  moon  were  made ; 
'Tis  tlien  their  soft  attractions  gloA\ing 
Set  the  tides  and  goblets  flowing. 

Oh  !  stay, — oh  !  stay, — 
Joy  so  seldom  weaves  a  chain 
LiJke  tills  to-night,  that,  oh !  'tis  paio 

V^  bre-*!!  its  links  so  soon. 
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Fly  not  yet ;  the  fount  that  play'd 

In  times  of  old  through  Ammou's  i^haclc,' 

Though  icy  cold  by  day  it  ran, 

Yet  still,  like  souls  of  mii-th,  began 

To  bui-n  when  night  was  near, 
And  thus  should  woman's  heart  and  looks 
At  noon  be  cold  as  winter  brooks, 
Nor  kindle  till  the  night,  returning, 
Brmgs  tlieu"  genial  hour  for  burning. 

Oh  !  stay, — oh  !  stay, — 
When  did  morning  ever  break. 
And  liud  such  beaming  e5'es  awake 

As  those  that  sparkle  here  ? 


OH  !  THINK  NOT  MY  SPIRITS  ARE  ALWAYS 
AS  LIGHT. 

Oh  !  tliink  not  my  spirits  are  always  as  light, 

i\jid  as  free  fi-om  a  pang,  as  they  seem  to  you  now: 
Nor  expect  that  tlie  heart-beaming  smile  of  to-night 

Will  retiun  with  to-morrow  to  brighten  my  brow. 
No ; — Ufe  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours, 

Which  seldom  tlie  rose  of  enjo5anent  adorns , 
And  tlie  heaii  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  tloA ci'.-, 

Is  always  the  lirst  to  be  touch'd  by  the  thorns. 
But  send  round  the  bowl,  and  be  happy  awhile: — 

May  we  never  meet  worse,  in  om*  pilgrimage  here. 
Than  the  tear  that  enjoyment  may  gild  Anth  a  smile. 

And  the  smUe  that  compassion  can  tui'n  to  a  tear! 

The  tliread  of  our  life  would  be  dai'k,  Heaven  knows ! 

If  it  were  not  witli  fiiendsliip  and  love  intertwined ; 
And  I  care  not  how  soon  I  may  sink  to  repose. 

When  tliese  blessings  shall  cease  to  be  dear  to  iny  mini 
But  they  who  have  loved  the  fondest,  the  purest, 

Too  often  have  wept  o'er  the  dream  they  beheved ; 
And  the  heart  that  has  slmuber'd  in  friendship  securest 

Is  happy  indeed  if  "twas  never  deceived. 
But  send  round  the  bowl ;  wliile  a  relic  of  truth 

Is  in  man  or  in  woman,  tliis  pra)'er  shall  be  mine, — 
That  the  simshine  of  love  may  illumine  our  youth. 

And  the  moonlight  of  friendsliip  console  our  decline. 

*  6o2ia  Font,  near  the  Temple  of  Aaoion. 
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THOUGH  THE  LAST  GLIMPSE  OF  ERIN  WITH 
SORROW  I  SEE. 

Though  the  last  glimpse  of  Erin  -udth  soitow  I  see, 
Yet  wherever  thou  art  shall  seem  Erin  to  me  ; 
In  exile  thy  bosom  shall  still  be  my  home, 
And  thiD.e  eyes  make  my  climate  wherever  we  roam. 

To  the  gloom  of  some  desert  or  cold  rocky  shore. 
Where  the  eye  of  the  stranger  can  haimt  us  no  more, 
I  will  fly  with  my  Coulin,  and  think  the  rough  wind 
Less  rude  than  the  foes  we  leave  fro'WTiing  behind. 

And  I'll  gaze  on  thy  gold  hair  as  gi-aceful  it  wreathes, 
And  hang  o'er  thy  soft  harp,  as  wUdly  it  breathes ; 
Nor  dread  that  tlie  cold-hearted  Saxon  will  tear 
One  chord  from  that  haq),  or  one  lock  from  that  hair.' 


RICH  AND  RARE  WERE  THE  GEMS  SHE 
WORE.' 

Rich  and  rare  were  the  gems  she  wore. 
And  a  bright  gold  ring  on  her  wand  she  bore ; 
But,  oh  !  her  beauty  was  far  beyond 
Her  sparkling  gems  or  snow-wliite  wand. 

"  Lady,  dost  thou  not  fear  to  stray. 

So  lone  and  lovely,  through  this  bleak  way  ? 

Ai-e  Erin's  sons  so  good  or  so  cold, 

As  not  to  be  tempted  by  woman  or  gold  ?" 

'  "  lu  tbe  twenty-eighth  year  of  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII.,  an  act  was  martf 
respecting  the  hahits,  and  dress  in  general,  ul  tlie  liisli,  wlieieby  all  persona 
trere  restraineJ  fiom  being  shorn  or  sliaven  above  the  cars,  or  from  wearing 
Glibbes,  or  CouUns  (long  locks),  on  their  heads,  or  hair  on  their  upper  lip,  called 
Crommeal.  On  this  occasion  a  song  was  written  by  one  of  our  bards,  in  which 
an  Irish  virgin  is  made  to  give  the  prefereuce  to  her  dear  Cuulin  (or  the  youth 
with  the  flowing  locks)  to  all  strangers  (by  which  the  English  were  meant),  or 
those  who  wore  their  habits.  Of  this  song,  the  air  alone  has  reached  us,  and  ii 
universally  admired." — Walker's  Historical  Memoirs  of  Irish  B&rds,  page  134. 
Mr.  Walker  informs  us  also  that,  about  the  same  period,  there  were  some  harsh 
measures  taken  against  the  Irish  minstrels. 

^  This  ballad  is  founded  upon  the  following  anecdote: — "The  people  were 
Inspired  with  such  a  spirit  of  lionour,  virtue,  and  religion,  by  the  great  example 
i)f  Brien,  and  by  his  excellent  administration,  that,  as  a  proof  of  it,  «  e  are  in 
formed  that  a  young  lady  of  great  beauty,  adorned  with  jewels  and  costly  drcsg, 
undertook  a  journey  alone  from  one  end  of  the  kingdom  to  the  other,  with  a 
•vand  only  in  her  hand,  at  the  top  of  which  was  a  ring  of  exceeding  great  value  j 
indsuch  an  impression  had  'he  laws  and  government  of  this  monarch  made  on 
the  minds  of  aJl  the  people,  that  no  attempt  was  made  upon  her  honour,  noi 
WMshe  robbed  of  her  clothes  or  jewels." — Wamer'B  History  of  Ireland,  voL  i. 
book  10. 
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( 

"  Sir  Knight !  1  feel  not  the  least  alarm,  { 

No  son  of  Erin  will  offer  me  harm : 

For,  though  they  love  women  and  golden  store. 

Sir  Knight!  they  love  honour  and  viitue  more.' 

On  she  went,  and  her  maiden  smile 
In  safety  lighted  her  round  the  green  isle  ; 
And  blest  for  ever  is  she  who  relied 
Upon  Enn's  honour  and  Eiin's  pride. 


•^ 


AS  A  BEAM  O'ER  THE  FACE  OF  THE  WATERS 
MAY  GLOW. 

As  a  beam  o'er  the  face  of  the  waters  may  glow, 
While  the  tide  runs  in  davlcness  and  coldness  below, 
So  the  cheek  may  be  tiuged  with  a  warm  sunny  smile, 
Though  the  cold  heart  to  ruin  rims  darkly  the  wliile. 

One  fatal  remembrance,  one  soiTow  tliat  tlii-ows 
Its  blealf  shade  alike  o'er  oiu"  joys  and  oiu*  woes. 
To  wliich  life  notliing  darker  or  brighter  can  bring, 
For  which  joy  has  no  bahn  and  affliction  no  sting: 

Oh !  this  thought  in  the  midst  of  enjoyment  will  stay, 
Like  a  dead  lealless  branch  in  the  simimer's  bright  ray, 
Tile  beams  of  the  warm  sun  play  roimd  it  in  vain, 
It  may  smile  in  his  light,  but  it  blooms  not  again. 


THE  MEETTNG  OF  THE  WATERS.' 

TuERE  is  not  in  the  w-ioe  world  a  valley  so  sweet, 
As  that  vale  in  v^-hose  bosom  the  bright  waters  meet;* 
Oh  !  the  last  rays  of  feeluig  and  life  must  depai't. 
Ere  the  bloom  of  that  valley  shall  fade  from  my  heart 

Yet  it  uas  not  that  Nature  had  shed  o'er  tlie  scene 
Her  pm-est  of  ciystal  and  brightest  of  green ; 
'Twas  not  her  soft  magic  of  sta'eamlet  or  hill. 
Oh  !  no — it  was  something  more  exquisite  still. 

'Twas  that  fiiends,  the  beloved  of  my  bosom,  were  near, 
Who  made  every  dear  scene  of  enchantment  more  dear, 
^Vnd  who  felt  how  the  best  channs  of  Natm-e  improve, 
When  we  see  them  reflected  from  looks  that  we  love. 


»  "The  Meeting  of  the  Waters"  forms  a  part  of  that  beautiful  sreuery  which 
lies  bftneen  R.itlidrum  aiiJ  Arklow,  in  the  county  of  Wicklow,  and  these  hnes 
were  suggested  bv  a  visit  to  tliig  romantic  spot  iu  the  summer  of  the  yeai  1807. 

•  The  rivers  At  on  and  Arcca. 
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Sweet  vale  of  Avoca !  how  calm  could  I  rest 

In  thy  bosom  of  shade,  with  the  friends  I  love  best, 

■NMiere  the  storms  that  we  feel  in  fiiis  cold  world  should 

cease. 
And  oiu-  hearts,  like  thy  waters,  be  mingled  in  peace. 


ST.  SENANUS  AND  THE  LADY. 

ST.  SENANUS.* 

"  Oh  !  haste  and  leave  this  sacred  isle, 
Unholy  bark,  ere  momuig  smile ; 
For  on  thy  deck,  tliough  dai'k  it  be, 

A  female  fonn  I  see  ; 
And  I  have  sworn  this  sainted  sod 
Shall  ne'er  by  woman's  feet  be  trod." 

THE   LADY. 

"  0  Father !  send  not  hence  my  bark. 
Through  ^^•int^•y  winds  and  billows  dark  ; 
I  come  with  humble  heart  to  share 

Thy  morn  and  eA^ening  prayer : 
Nor  mine  the  feet,  0  holy  Saint ! 
Tlie  brightness  of  thy  sod  to  taint." 

The  Lady's  prayer  Senanus  spiu-n'd ; 
The  winds  blew  fresh,  the  bark  return'd ; 
But  legends  liint,  that  had  the  maid 

TiU  morning's  hglit  delay'd, 
And  given  the  saint  one  rosy  smile, 
She  ne'er  had  left  his  lonely  isle. 


'  In  a  metrical  life  of  St.  Senanus, which  is  taken  from  an  old  Kilkenny  MS., 
and  may  be  found  among  the  Acta  Sanctorum  Hibeniiit,  we  are  told  of  his 
flight  to  tl:e  isliind  of  Scuttery,  nud  liis  resolution  not  to  admit  any  womiiu  of 
the  p:irty ;  he  refused  to  receive  even  a  sister  saint,  St.  Cannera,  whom  an 
angel  had  taken  to  tlie  ishmd  for  the  express  purpose  of  introducing  lier  to  him. 
The  following  was  the  ungracious  answer  of  Senanus,  according  to  his  poetical 
biographer  :— 

Cui  praesul,  quid  fceminis 

Commune  est  cum  mouachis? 

Nee  te  nee  uUam  aliam 

Adraittemus  in  insulam. 

See  the  Ada  Sand.  Hih.  p.  610. 

According  to  I)r.  Led^ricb,  St.  Senanus  was  no  less  a  personage  than  the  river 
Shannon  |  but  O'Connor  and  other  antiquarians  deny  this  metamorphose  indig- 
tently. 
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HOW  DEAR  TO  ME  THE  HOUR. 

How  dear  to  me  the  horn'  wlion  daj'light  dies, 
And  simLeams  melt  aloug  the  silent  sea, 

For  then  sweet  dreams  of  other  days  aiise, 
And  memoiy  breatlies  her  vesper  sigh  to  thee. 

And,  as  I  watch  tlie  line  of  light,  that  plays 
Along  the  smooth  wave  t'ward  the  biu'ning  west, 

I  long  to  tread  that  golden  patli  of  raj'S, 

And  Uiiulc  'twould  lead  to  some  briglit  isle  of  real 


TAKE  BACK  THE  VIRGIN  PAGE. 

WRITTEN  ON  IlETDBNINQ  A  BLANK  BOOK. 

Takk  back  the  vhgin  page, 

\Vhite  and  imwritten  still ; 
Some  hand,  more  cahn  and  sage, 

The  leaf  must  fill. 
Thoughts  come  as  pui'c  as  light, 

Pure  as  even  you  requke ; 
But  oh !  each  word  I  WTite 

Love  tiuns  to  fire. 

Yet  let  me  keep  the  book ; 

Oft  shall  my  heart  renew. 
When  on  its  leaves  I  look. 

Deal-  though  <;s  of  you. 
Like  you,  'tis  l.'ir  and  bright ; 

Like  you,  too  bright  and  fair 
To  let  wild  passion  write 

One  wrong  wish  tliere. 

Haply,  when  fi'om  those  eyes 

Far,  fai*  away  I  roam, 
Should  cahncr  thoughts  arise 

Towai'ds  you  and  home ; 
Fancy  may  trace  some  line 

Worthy  those  eyes  to  meet, 
Thoughts  that  not  bmii,  but  sliiao, 

Pui-e,  calm,  and  sweet. 

And  as,  o'er  ocean  far, 

Seamen  then-  records  keep, 

Led  by  some  hidden  star 
Thi-ough  the  cold  deep ; 
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So  may  the  words  I  \mte 

Tell  tlu-ough  what  storms  I  stray— 
You  still  the  unseen  Light 

Guiding  my  way. 


THE  LEGAC1^ 

When  in  death  I  shall  calm  recline, 

Oh,  bear  my  heart  to  my  mistress  dear  I 
Tell  her  it  Uved  upon  smiles  and  ^^ine 

Of  the  brightest  hue,  while  it  linger'd  hera 
Bid  her  not  shed  one  tear  of  sorrow, 

To  sidly  a  heart  so  brilliant  and  light ; 
But  bahny  drops  of  the  red  gi-ape  borrow. 

To  bathe  the  relic  fi'om  mom  till  nipQit. 

Wlien  the  light  of  my  song  is  o'er. 

Then  take  my  haii?  to  your  ancient  hall , 
Hang  it  up  at  that  friendly  door, 

where  weary  travellers  love  to  call. ' 
Then  if  some  bard,  who  roams  forsaken. 

Revive  its  soft  note  in  passing  along. 
Oh  !  let  one  tliought  of  its  master  waken 

Yoiu'  warmest  smile  for  the  child  of  song. 

Keep  this  cup,  wliich  is  now  o'erflowmg, 

To  gi'ace  yom*  revel  when  I'm  at  rest; 
Never,  oh !  never  its  balm  bestowmg 

On  lips  that  beauty  hath  seldom  bless'd. 
But  when  some  warm  devoted  lover 

To  her  he  adores  shall  bathe  its  brim, 
Then,  then  my  spirit  around  shall  hover, 

And  haUow  each  drop  that  foams  for  liim. 


HOW  OFT  HAS  THE  BENSHEE  CRIED. 

How  oft  has  the  Benshee  cried  ! 

How  oft  has  death  united 

Bright  Huks  that  Glory  wove. 

Sweet  bonds  entwined  by  Love ! 
Peace  to  each  manly  soul  that  sleepeth  ; 
Rest  to  each  faitliful  ej'e  that  weepetli ; 

Long  may  the  fair  and  brave 

Sigh  o'er  tlie  hero's  gi-ave ! 

I  "  In  every  house  was  one  or  two  hurps.  free  to  an  travellerfl,  who  were  tlie 
sjore  caressed  the  more  they  excelled  in  music."— O'llailoran. 
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We're  fallen  upon  gloomy  days !' 
Star  after  star  decays, 
Every  briglit  name  that  shed 
Light  o'er  the  land  is  fled. 
Dark  falls  the  tear  of  liiin  who  mourneth 
Lost  joy,  or  hope  tliat  ne'er  returneth: 
But  brightly  Hows  the  tear 
Wept  o'er  a  hero's  bier. 

Quench'd  ai"e  our  beacon  lights — 
Thou,  of  the  Hundred  Fights  !"■' 
Thou,  on  whose  burning  tongue 
Truth,  peace,  and  £i-eedom  hung!* 
Both  mute, — but  long  as  valour  sliiucth, 
Or  mercy's  soul  at  war  repineth, 
So  long  shall  Erin's  pride 
Tell  how  they  lived  and  died. 


^ 


WE  MAY  ROAM  THROUGH  THIS  WORLD. 

Wk  may  roam  through  this  world,  like  a  child  at  a  feast, 

Who  but  sips  of  a  sweet,  and  then  flies  to  the  rest; 
And,  when  pleasiu'e  begins  to  grow  dull  in  the  east, 

We  may  order  our  wings,  and  be  off  to  the  west ; 
But  if  heai-ts  tliat  feel,  and  eyes  tliat  smile, 

Are  the  deaiest  gifts  that  Heaven  supplies, 
We  never  need  leave  oui*  o\w\  gi-een  isle. 

For  sensitive  hearts,  and  for  sun-bright  eyes. 
Then  remember,  wherever  youv  goblet  is  cro^^^^'d, 

Through  tliis  world,  whetlier  eastward  or  westward  you 
roam, 
Wlien  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round, 

Oh !  remember  the  smile  that  adorns  lier  at  home. 

In  England,  the  garden  of  Beauty  is  kept 
By  a  dragon  of  pnadery,  placed  within  call ; 

But  so  oft  this  unamiable  di-agon  has  slept, 

Thiit  the  garden 's  but  cai-elcssly  watch'd  after  all, 

'  I  liave  endeavoured  liere,  without  losing  tint  Irish  character  v.  hich  it  is  iht 
ohjeet  to  I, reserve  throughout  this  work,  to  allude  to  the  sad  and  oiiiiurjns  fata- 
lity by  which  Kiigl md  has  beeu  deprived  of  so  many  great  and  good  men  at  a 
moinent  when  she  mo-t  requires  all  the  aids  of  talein  and  integrity. 

'  This  designation,  which  has  been  appied  to  l.ord  Nelson  before,  is  the  title 
given  to  a  celLl)rated  Iri^h  hero  in  a  pteni  by  O'Gnive,  the  hard  of  O'Neill, 
wliicli  is  quoted  in  the  "  Pliilosopliica)  Survey  of  the  .'^uurli  of  Ireland,"  page 
*-^'^: — "Con,  of  the  hundred  fights,  sleep  in  thy  grass-grown  tomb,  and  lyjbraid 
D'  t  our  defeats  with  t)iy  victories!" 

8  I'ox,  "ultimus  Kowai^oriDv." 
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Oh !  they  want  the  v/ild  sweet- briery  fenco 

^^^lich  romicl  the  flowers  of  Erm  dwells ; 
Which  warms  the  touch,  wliile  whming  the  sense. 

Nor  chai-ms  lis  least  when  it  most  repels. 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd, 

Through  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward  you 
roam, 
When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round, 

Oh !  remember  the  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home. 

In  France,  when  tlie  heart  of  a  woman  sets  sail 

On  the  ocean  of  wedlock  its  fortmie  to  try, 
Love  seldom  goes  far  in  a  vessel  so  frail. 

But  just  pilots  her  off,  and  then  bids  her  good-byo. 
\Vhile  tlie  daughters  of  Erin  keep  the  bo3% 

Ever  smiluig  beside  his  faithful  oar, 
Through  billows  of  woe  and  beams  of  joy. 

The  same  as  he  look'd  when  he  left  the  shore. 
Then,  remember,  wherever  j'om-  goblet  is  crown'd, 

Tlu'ough  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward  yo-if 
roam, 
Wlien  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  roixnd, 

Oh  !  remember  the  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home. 


EVELEEN'S  BOWEE, 

Oh  !  weep  for  the  hour 

When  to  Eveleen's  bower 
Tlie  Lord  of  the  Valley  with  false  vov\'s  came ; 

The  moon  liid  her  light 

I'rom  the  heavens  that  night. 
And  wept  behind  the  clouds  o'er  the  maiden's  shame. 

The  clouds  pass'd  soon 

From  the  chaste  cold  moon. 
And  heaven  smiled  again  with  her  vestal  flamo ; 

But  none  will  see  the  day 

When  the  clouds  shall  pass  away, 
Wliich  that  dark  horn-  left  on  Eveleen's  fame. 

The  wliite  snow  lay 

On  the  naiTow  patliwav 
When  the  Lord  of  the  Valley  cross'd  over  the  mocr ; 

And  many  a  deep  print 

On  the  wliite  snow's  tint 
Show'd  the  track  of  his  footsteps  to  Eveleen's  door. 
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The  next  sun's  ray 

Soon  melted  away 
Every  h'ace  on  tlic  path  where  the  false  Lord  catDO ; 

But  tliere  's  a  liglit  ahovft 

Which  alone  can  remove? 
That  stain  upon  the  snow  of  fair  Evelfeen's  fame. 


LET  ERIN  RE^IEMBEB  THE  DAYS  OF  OLD. 

Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old, 

Ere  her  faithless  sons  betray'd  her; 
When  IMalachi  wore  the  collar  of  gold,* 

Whicli  ho  won  from  her  proud  invader ; 
When  her  kings,  with  standard  of  green  luifui-rd, 

Led  the  Red-Lranch  Knights  to  danger;' 
Ere  the  emerald  gem  of  the  western  world 

V.'as  set  in  tlie  cro\\'n  of  a  sti'anger. 

On  Lough  Neagh's  bank  as  the  fisherman  strays. 

Wlien  the  clear  cold  eve 's  decUning, 
He  sees  tlie  round  towers  of  other  days 

In  the  wave  beneath  him  shining ; 
Thus  shall  memory  often,  in  dreams  sublime, 

Catch  a  glimpse  of  the  days  that  are  over ; 
Thus,  sighing,  look  through  the  waves  of  tines 

For  the  long-faded  glories  they  cover.* 


'  "  Tfaia  brought  on  an  encounter  between  Mabchi  (t!ie  monarch  of  Ireland 

In  Uie  leull!  cciilui} )  and  Uie  Danes,  iu  v.-|i;cli  Mnlachi  defeated  two  of  their 
clianipions,  whom  he  encountered  successively  hand  to  hand,  taking  a  collar  of 
gold  from  the  neek  of  one,  and  carrying  off  the  sword  of  the  other,  as  trophies 
of  his  victory."— Warner's  History  of  Ireland,  vol.  i.  book  9. 

-  "Military  orders  of  knights  were  very  early  e5tal)li3hed  in  Ireland:  long 
before  me  birth  of  Christ,  we  find  an  hereditary  order  of  cliivalry  in  Ulster, 
railed  Cv.raidhe  tia  CraA'.'ie  rvadh,  or  the  Knights  of  tlie  Red  Branch,  from 
tlieir  chief  scat  in  Eraania,  adjo  ning  to  the  palace  of  the  Ulster  kings,  called 
Tearjh  na  Craoxbhe  ruadh,  or  tlie  Academy  of  the  Red  Lranch;  and  contiguous 
to  which  was  a  large  hospital,  founded  for  the  sick  knights  and  soldiers,  called 
Bron-bkearg,  or  the  Huusc  of  the  Sorrowful  Soldier." — O'llalloran's  Introduc- 
tion, &c.,  part  i.  chap.  5. 

8  It  was  an  old  tradition, in  the  time  of  Giraldus,  that  Lout;h  Keagh  had  been 
ori^'inally  a  fountain,  by  uiiosi;  sudden  overflowing  the  country  was  inundated, 
and  a  whole  region,  like  the  Atlantis  of  Platn,  overwhelmed.  lie  says  that  ths 
fishermen,  in  clear  weather,  used  to  point  out  to  strangers  the  tall  ecclesiastical 
towers  under  the  water.  "Piscatores  aquw.  illius  turres  ecelesiasticas,  qu(B 
more  patrice  arctae  saut  et  altte,  uecnon  et  rotundas,  sub  undis  manifeste,  sereiio 
tempore  conspiciunt  et  extraneis  traiiseuntibus,  reique  CKnsaa  admirantibui 
frequenter  ostendunt,"— Topogr.  Hib.,  dist.  ii.  c.  9. 
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THE  SONG  OF  FIONNUALA.- 

Silent,  O  Moyle,  be  the  roar  of  thy  water, 

Break  not,  ye  breezes,  your  chain  of  repose, 
WMle,  mm-miu-ing  mom-nfiiUy,  Lir's  lonely  daughter 

Tells  to  tlie  night-star  her  tale  of  woes. 
When  shall  the  swan,  her  death-note  singing, 

Sleep,  with  wings  in  darkness  fiirl'd  ? 
V/hen  will  heaven,  its  sweet  bells  linging, 

Call  my  spuit  fi'om  tliis  stormy  world  ? 

Sadly,  O  Moyle,  to  thy  winter-wave  weeping, 

Fate  bids  me  languish  long  ages  away ; 
Yet  still  in  her  darkness  doth  Erin  lie  sleeping, 

Still  doth  the  pure  light  its  da-\vning  delay. 
When  will  that  day-star,  mildly  springing, 

Warm  our  isle  with  peace  and  love  ? 
When  A\ill  heaven,  its  sweet  bells  ringing, 

Call  my  spiiit  to  the  fields  above  ? 


COME,  SEND  ROUND  THE  WINE. 

Come,  send  round  the  wine,  and  leave  points  of  belief, 

To  simpleton  sages,  and  reasoning  fools ; 
This  moment 's  a  flower  too  fair  and  brief, 

To  be  wdther'd  and  stain'd  by  the  dust  of  tlie  schools 
Your  glass  may  be  puqile,  and  mine  may  be  blue. 

But,  while  they  are  fiU'd  from  the  same  bright  bowL 
Tiic  fool,  that  would  quarrel  for  difl'ei'ence  of  hue. 

Deserves  not  the  comfort  they  shed  o'er  the  soul. 

SliaU  I  ask  the  brave  soldier  who  fights  by  my  side 

In  the  cause  of  mankind,  if  our  creeds  agree  ? 
Shall  I  give  up  the  friend  I  have  valued  and  tried, 

If  he  kneel  not  before  the  same  altar  with  me  ? 
From  the  heretic  gul  of  my  soul  sliould  I  fly, 

To  seek  somewhere  else  a  more  orthodox  kiss ? 
No,  perish  the  hearts,  and  the  laws  that  try 

Truth,  valour,  or  love,  by  a  standard  LiJ«  thia ! 

'  To  mnbe  this  storv  infelligilile  in  a  gonu  would  require  a  much  greater  iinm- 
ber  of  verses  than  anyone  is  authcrizcd  to  inflict  ujion  an  aiulici.ce  at  once;  the 
reader  must  therefore  be  content  to  leiirn  in  a  note,  that  Fionuuala,  ihe  daui;h- 
ter  of  Lir,  was,  tiy  some  supernatural  power,  transformed  into  a  swan,  auil  con- 
demned to  wander,  for  many  hundred  years,  over  certain  'akcs  and  rivers  in 
Ireland  till  tlie  coming  of  Christianity,  when  the  first  sound  of  the  mass-bell 
was  to  be  the  signal  of  her  release.  I  found  this  fanciful  fiction  among  some 
naiiuscript  translations  from  the  Irish,  which  were  begun  under  the  direction 
ri  that  enlightened  friend  of  Ireland,  the  late  Couutesa  of  Moira. 
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SUBLIME  WAS  TIIE  WARNING. 

Sublime  was  tlie  warning  tlaat  Liberty  spoke, 
And  gi-and  was  the  moment  when  Spaniards  awoke 

Into  life  and  revenge  from  the  conqueror's  chain. 
O  Liberty  !  let  not  this  spuit  have  rest, 
Till  it  move,  lilce  a  breeze,  o'er  tlie  waves  of  tlie  west ; 
Give  tlie  Ught  of  j'oui-  look  to  each  soiTOAving  spot, 
Nor,  oh,  be  tlie  Shamrock  of  Eiin  forgot, 

Wliile  you  add  to  your  garland  tlie  Olive  of  Spain ! 

If  the  fame  of  our  fathers,  bequeathed  with  tlieu-  rights 
Give  to  coimtiy  its  chanu,  and  to  homo  its  deUghts, 

If  deceit  be  a  wound,  and  suspicion  a  slain. 
Then,  ye  men  of  Iberia,  om-  cause  is  the  same. 
And  oh !  may  his  tomb  want  a  tear  and  a  name, 
Who  would  ask  for  a  nobler,  a  hoUer  deatli, 
Tban  to  turn  his  last  sigh  into  victory's  breatli. 

For  the  Shamrock  of  Erin  and  Ohve  of  Spain ! 

Ye  Llakes  and  O'Donnels,  whose  fathers  resign'd 
The  green  liills  of  tlieir  youth,  among  strangers  to  find 

That  repose,  wliich  at  home  they  had  sigh'd  for  in  vain, 
Join,  join  in  our  hope  that  tlie  flame  wliich  you  light 
May  be  felt  yet  in  Erin,  as  cahu  and  as  bright. 
And  forgive  even  Albion  while  blusliing  she  draws. 
Like  a  tniant,  her  sword,  in  the  long-shghtcd  caus6 

Of  the  Shamrock  of  Erin  and  Ohve  of  Spain ! 

God  prosper  the  cause  1— oh,  it  cannot  but  thrive, 
Wliile  the  pulse  of  one  patriot  heail  is  alive, 

Its  devotion  to  feel,  and  its  riglits  to  maintain. 
Then,  how  sainted  by  soitow  its  mailn's  will  die ! 
The  finger  of  Glory  shall  point  where  they  he ; 
Wliile  far  fi-oiii  Uie  footstep  of  coward  or  slave, 
The  yoiuig  spu-it  of  Freedom  shall  shelter  tlieu-  gi-ave 

Beneath  Shamrocks  of  Eiin  and  Ohves  of  Spain ! 


BELIEVE  I^IE,  IF  ALL  THOSE  ENDEARING 
YOUNG  CHARMS. 

Believe  me,  if  all  those  endeaiing  young  charms, 

Wliich  I  gaze  on  so  fondly  to-day, 
Were  to  change  by  to-moiTow,  and  fleet  in  my  anns, 

Like  fauy -gifts  fading  av/ay, 
TIiou  wouldst  still  be  adored,  as  tliis  moment  tliou  art. 

Let  thv  loveliness  fade  as  it  will, 
And  aroimd  the  deai-  rain  each  wish  of  my  heart 

Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  still. 


•*<> 


IRISH  MELODIES. 

It  is  not  while  beaiity  and  youth  are  thine  own, 

And  th}^  cheeks  unprofaned  by  a  tear, 
That  tlie  fervom'  and  faith  of  a  soul  can  be  knoAvn, 

To  wliich  tune  will  but  malie  thee  more  dear ; 
No,  the  heart  that  has  tiaily  loved  never  forgets, 

But  as  ti'uly  loves  on  to  the  close, 
As  the  sun-flower  tui-ns  on  her  god,  vrlien  he  seta, 

The  same  look  wliich  she  tm-n'd  when  he  rose. 


ERIN,  0  ERIN ! 

Like  the  bright  lamp  tliat  shone  in  ICildare's  holy  fane,' 
And  bm'u'cl  through  long  ages  of  darkness  and  storm, 

Is  the  heart  that  sorrows  have  fi'own'd  on  in  vam, 
Whose  sphit  outhves  them,  unfading  and  ^^^arm. 

Erin,  O  Erin !  thus  bright  tlu-ough  the  tears 

Of  a  long  night  of  bondage  thy  spirit  appears. 

The  nations  have  fallen,  and  thou  still  art  young. 
Thy  sun  is  but  rising,  when  others  ai'e  set : 

And  though  slaveiy's  cloud  o'er  thy  morning  hath  hung 
The  full  noon  of  fi-eedom  shall  beam  round  thee  yet. 

Erhi,  0  Eiin  !  tliough  long  in  the  shade, 

Thy  star  -udU  sliine  out  when  the  proudest  shall  fade. 

Uncliiird  by  the  rahi,  and  unwaked  by  the  mud, 
The  Uly  lies  sleepmg  tlu'ough  winter's  cold  hour, 

Till  Spring's  hght  touch  her  fetters  unbind, 

And  dayhght  and  hberty  bless  the  yoimg  flower.' 

Thus  Erin,  O  Erin  !  ilnj  ^^■inter  is  past. 

And  the  hope  that  lived  through  it  shall  blossom  at  last. 


DRINK  TO  HER. 

DiiiNK  to  her  who  long 

Hath  waked  the  poet's  sigh, 
The  girl  who  gave  to  song 

"What  gold  could  never  buy. 
Oh  !  woman's  heart  was  made 

For  jninstfel  hands  alone  ; 

1  The  inexliiiguishaltle  fire  of  St.  Bri(l\;ct,  at  Kiluare,  which  Giraldus  men- 
tions:— "Apud  Kildariam  occiirrit  Ixiiis  Sanctse  Biigidte.  queiii  inextinguibilcm 
vocant;  non  qr.od  extingui  non  possit  sed  quod  tain  solicile  nioniales  et  sanetas 
niulieres  igripiii,  suppetente  materia,  fovent  et  nutriiiiit  ut  a  tempore  virgiuis 
per  tot  aiinorum  curricula  semper  inansit  inextinctus."— Girald.  Camb.  de 
Mirabil.  Hibcrn  dist.  li.  c.  3-t. 

•  Jirs.  H.  Tighe,  in  her  exquisite  lines  on  the  lily,  has  applied  this  iniage  to  t 
itill  more  important  subject. 
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By  other  fingers  play'd, 
It  j-iekis  not  lialf  the  tone. 

Then  liere  's  to  her  who  long 
Hath  walced  the  poet's  sigh, 

The  girl  who  gave  to  song 
"What  gold  could  never  buy. 

At  Beauty's  door  of  glass 

When  Wealth  and  Wit  once  stood, 
Tliey  ask'd  her,  "  which  might  passV 

Slie  ansVv'er'd,  "he  who  coidd." 
Witli  golden  key  Wealth  tliought 

To  pass — but  'twould  not  do : 
While  Wit  a  diamond  brought, 

Which  cut  his  bright  way  tlu'ough. 
So  here  's  to  her  who  long 

Hath  waked  the  poet's  sigh, 
The  girl  wlio  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 

The  love  that  seeks  a  home 

Where  wealtli  and  grandeur  shines, 
Is  lUie  the  gloomy  gnome 

That  dwells  in  dark  gold  mines. 
But  oh !  the  poet's  love 

Can  boast  a  brighter  sphere ; 
Its  native  homo 's  above. 

Though  woman  keeps  it  here. 
'Then  drinlc  to  her  who  long 

Ilath  waked  the  poet's  sigh, 
The  girl  wlio  gave  to  song 

Wliat  gold  could  never  buy. 


OH!  BLAIME  NOT  THE  BARD.' 

On  !  blame  not  the  bard,  if  he  fly  to  the  bowers 
"Wliere  Pleasure  lies,  carelessly  smiling  at  Famo, 

He  was  bom  for  much  more,  and  ia  happier  hours 
His  soul  might  have  bui'n'd  with  a  holier  flame ; 


1  We  may  suppose  tin's  apology  to  hare  been  uttered  by  one  of  those  wandf  j* 
ing  balds  wlium  Spencer  so  severely,  and  perhaps  truly,  describes  iu  his  State 
of  Ireland,  and  whose  poeras,  he  tells  U3.  "  Were  sprinkled  with  some  pretty 
flowers  of  their  uatural  device,  which  gave  good  grace  and  corneliness  unto 
them,  the  which  it  is  great  pity  to  see  al)used  to  the  gracing  of  wickedness  and 
vice,  which,  with  good  usage,  would  serve  to  adorn  aud  beautify  virtue." 
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The  string  tliat  now  languishes  loose  o'er  the  IjTe, 
IMight  have  bent  a  proud  bow  to  the  warrior's  dart ; ' 

And  the  lip,  wliich  now  breatlies  but  the  song  of  desire, 
Might  have  pour'd  the  full  tide  of  a  patriot's  heart. 

But,  alas  for  liis  country  ! — her  pride  has  gone  by, 

And  that  spirit  is  brolcen,  wliich  never  would  bend ; 
O'er  the  ruin  her  childi-en  in  secret  must  sigh. 

For  'tis  treason  to  love  her,  and  death  to  defend. 
Unprized  are  her  sons,  till  they've  ler.rn'd  to  betray ; 

Undistuiguish'd  thoy  hve,  if  they  shame  not  their  su'es , 
A  nd  the  torcli,  that  would  light  them  through  digirity's  way, 

Must  be  caught  from  the  pile  where  their  countiy  ex- 
pires. 

Tlien  blame  not  the  bard,  if  in  pleasure's  soft  di-eam 

He  should  try  to  forget  what  he  never  can  heal ; 
Oil !  give  but  a  hope — let  a  vista  but  gleam 

Tlu-ougli  tlie  gloom  of  his  country,  and  mark  how  lie'U 
feel ! 

Every  passion  it  nursed,  every  bliss  it  adored, 
Tliat  instant,  his  iieart  at  her  sluine  would  lay  down ; 
Wliile  the  myrtle,  now  idly  cnt^^dned  with  his  croMii, 

Lilie  the  ^^"•eath  of  Harmodius,  should  cover  liis  sword.* 

But  though  glory  be  gone,  and  though  hope  fade  awaj'-. 

Thy  name,  loved  Eiin,  shall  live  in  his  songs ; 
Not  even  in  the  hour,  wlien  liis  heart  is  most  gay, 

Will  he  lose  the  remembrance  of  thee  and  thy  wrongs. 
The  sti'auger  shall  hear  thy  lament  on  his  plains ; 

The  sigh  of  thy  liai-p  shall  be  sent  o'er  the  deep. 
Till  thy  masters  themselves,  as  they  rivet  thy  chains, 

Shall  pause  at  the  song  of  tlieir  captive,  and  weep  ! 


WHILE  GAZING  ON  THE  MOON'S  LIGHT. 

While  gazing  ou  the  moon's  light, 

A  moment  from  her  smile  I  tiu-n'd, 
To  look  at  orbs,  that,  more  bright, 

In  lone  and  distant  glory  bua-n'd. 

•  It  is  conjectured  by  Wormius,  thiit  tlie  nrtmc  of  Irelaml  is  derived  from  i>, 
the  Runic  for  a  bow,  in  the  use  of  nliich  weapon  the  Irish  were  once  very  ex- 
pert. This  derivation  is  certainly  more  creditable  to  us  than  the  following: — 
"  So  that  Ireland  (called  the  land  of  Ire,  for  the  constant  broils  therein  for  400 
fears)  was  now  become  the  laud  of  coucord."— Lloyd's  State  Worthies,  art.  the 
Lord  Grandisou. 

»  See  the  Hymn,  attributed  to  Alcseus,  Yv  fivproi  icXaSt  to  |c<J>cs  j>opyipu,~ 
"  I  will  carry  my  sword,  hidden  in  nyrtlcs,  like  Harmodius  and  Aristogitou,"  &c. 
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But,  too  far 

Each  proud  star, 
For  me  to  feel  its  warming  flame  ; 

Much  more  dear 

That  mild  sphere, 
Vvliich  near  our  planet  smiling  came ;' 
Thus,  Mary,  be  but  tliou  my  own ; 

\Vliile  brighter  eyes  unheeded  play, 
I'll  love  those  moonUght  looks  alone, 
That  bless  my  home  and  guide  my  way. 

The  day  had  simk  in  dim  showers, 

But  midnight  now,  witli  lustre  meet, 
Ilhnned  all  the  pale  flowers. 

Like  hope  upon  a  mourner's  cheek. 
I  said  (while 
The  moon's  smile 
Play'd  o'er  a  stream,  in  dimpling  bliss), 
"  The  moon  looks 
On  many  brooks, 
The  brook  can  see  no  moon  but  this  ; " ' 
And  thus,  I  tliought,  our  fortunes  run, 

For  many  a  lover  looks  to  thee, 
While  oh  !  I  feel  there  is  but  o)ie. 
One  Mary  in  the  world  for  me. 


ILL  0]MENS. 

When  daylight  was  yet  sleeping  imder  the  billow, 

And  stars  in  the  heavens  still  hngeilng  shouo. 
Young  Kitty,  all  blushing,  rose  up  from  her  pillow, 

Tlie  last  time  she  e'er  was  to  press  it  alone. 
For  the  youth  whom  shetreasm-ed  her  heart  and  her  soul  in, 

Had  promised  to  link  tlie  last  tie  before  noon ; 
And  when  once  tlie  young  heai't  of  a  maiden  is  stolen. 

The  maiden  herself  will  steal  after  it  soon. 


<  "Of  sueh  celestial  bodies  as  are  visible,  tlie  sun  excepted,  the  single  moon, 
33  despicable  as  it  is  in  coinparison  to  most  of  tlie  others,  is  much  more  bene- 
ficial than  they  all  put  together."— AVhiston's  Theory,  &c. 

In  the  Entrelisns  d'Ariste,  among  other  ingenious  emblems,  we  find  a  starry 
sky  without  a  moon,  with  the  words,  "  ^■on  miUe  quod  absens." 

*  This  image  was  suggested  by  the  following  thought,  which  occurs  some- 
where in  Sir  William  Jones'sworks: — "  The  moon  looks  upon  many  night  flowers, 
the  night  flowers  see  but  one  moon." 
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As  she  look'd  in  the  glass  which  a  woman  ne'er  missea, 

Nor  ever  wants  time  for  a  sly  glance  or  two. 
A.  butterfly,  fresh  from  tlie  niglit  flower's  kisses,' 

Flew  over  the  mirror  and  shaded  her  view. 
Enraged  witli  the  iasect  for  hiding  her  graces. 

She  brush'd  liim — he  fell,  alas  !  never  to  rise — 
"Ah  !  such,"  said  the  girl,  "  is  tlie  pride  of  oiu"  faces, 

"  For  which  the  soul's  innocence  too  often  dies." 

While  she  stole  tlirough  the  garden,  where  heart's-ease  was 
gi'owing, 

She  cull'd  some,  and  kiss'd  ofl'  its  night-fallen  dew ; 
And  a  rose  fm-ther  on  look'd  so  tempting  and  glowing, 

That,  spite  of  her  haste,  she  must  gather  it  too  ; 
But,  wliile  o'er  the  roses  too  carelessly  leaning 

Her  zone  flew  in  two  and  the  heart's-ease  was  lost : 
"  Ah !  this  means,"  said  the  girl  (and    she  sigh'd  at   ita 
meaning) , 

"  That  love  is  scarce  worth  the  repose  it  will  cost ! " 


BEFORE  THE  BATTLE. 

By  the  hope  -natliin  us  springing, 

Herald  of  to-morrow's  sti-ife ; 
By  that  sun,  whose  hght  is  biinging 

Chains  or  freedom,  death  or  hfe— 
Oh !  remember  life  can  be 
No  chai'm  for  lihn  who  hves  not  fr'ee ! 

LOce  the  daj^-star  in  tlie  wave, 

Sinlis  a  hero  in  liis  gi'ave, 
Midst  tlie  dew-faU  of  a  nation's  tears. 

Happy  is  he  o'er  whose  decline 
The  smiles  of  home  may  sootlung  shine, 
And  hght  liim  down  the  steep  of  years — 
But  oh !  how  bless'd  they  sink  to  rest, 
Wlio  close  tlieir  eyes  on  victory's  breast ! 

O'er  his  watch-fire's  fading  embers 
Now  the  foeman's  cheek  tm-ns  wluta, 

When  his  heart  that  field  remembers, 
Where  we  tamed  liis  tja-ant  might! 


An  emblem  of  the  fi«»l, 
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Never  let  liiiu  bind  again 

A  cliain,  IDce  that  we  broke  from  then. 

Hai-k !  tlie  horu  of  combat  calls — 

Ere  tlie  golden  evening  falls, 
May  we  pledge  that  horn  in  triumph  round !  • 

Many  a  heai't  that  now  beats  high, 
In  slumber  cold  at  night  shall  he, 
Nor  waken  even  at  ^^ctory's  sound — 
But  oh  !  how  bless'd  that  hero's  sleep. 
O'er  whom  a  wondeiing  world  shall  weep  I 


AFTER  THE  BATTLE. 

Night  closed  around  the  conqueror's  way, 

And  lightnings  show'd  the  distant  hill, 
"NVhere  those  who  lost  that  dreadful  day 

Stood  few  and  faint,  but  fearless  still ! 
Tlie  soldier's  hope,  the  pati'iot's  zeal, 

For  ever  dhnm'd,  for  ever  cross'd — - 
Oh  !  who  shall  say  what  heroes  feel, 

"When  all  but  life  and  honour 's  lost  ? 

The  last  sad  hour  of  fi-eedom's  dream, 

And  valour's  task,  moved  slowly  by. 
While  mute  they  watch'd,  till  morning's  beam 

Should  rise  and  give  them  hght  to  die. 
There 's  yet  a  world  where  souls  are  free, 

"WTiere  t)Tants  taint  not  nature's  bhss ; 
If  deatli  that  world's  bright  opening  be, 

Oh !  who  would  Kve  a  slave  in  tliis  ? 


'TIS  SWEET  TO  THINK 

Tis  sweet  to  tliink,  that,  where'er  we  rove, 
We  are  sure  to  find  sometlilng  bhssful  and  dear, 

And  that,  when  we're  fai-  from  the  hps  we  love. 
We've  but  to  maJ^e  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near !  * 

'  "  The  Irish  Corna  was  not.  entirely  devoted  to  nijivtial  purposes.  In  tne 
heroic  ages,  our  ancestors  quaffed  Meadh  out  of  tliem,  as  tlie  Danisli  hunters  do 
their  beverage  at  this  day." — Walker. 

•  I  believe  it  is  Maimontel  who  says,  "  Quand  on  u'a  paE  ce  que  I'on  aime,  i/ 
fact  aimer  ce  que  Ton  a."  There  are  so  many  matter-of-fact  people  who  tak« 
such  jcuz  d'espril  as  this  defence  of  inconstancy  to  be  the  actual  and  seuuiiK 
sentiments  of  him  who  writes  thcra,  tlial  they  compel  oae,  in  self-defence,  tc 
be  as  matter  of  fact  as  themselves,  and  to  remind  them  that  Democritus  was 
not  the  worse  physiologist  for  havii:g  playfully  contended  that  snow  was  blackj 
nor  Er.isnius  ill  any  degree  the  less  wise  for  Laving  written  an  ingenious  eu- 
omiom  of  folly. 


^€> 


—l^H 


^ 


IRISH  MELODIES.  2:3 


i  The  heart,  like  a  teucli-il,  accustom'd  to  cling,  » 

I  Let  it  gi-ow  where  it  wdll,  caiinot  flom-ish  alone,  { 

\  But  ■noil  lean  to  tlie  neai-est  and  loveliest  thing 

f  It  can  twine  in  itself,  and  malie  closely  its  own. 

\  Then  oh  !  what  pleasure,  where'er  we  rove, 

To  be  suie  to  iind  sometliing  still  that  is  dear. 
And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  hps  -sve  love. 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near. 

'Twere  a  shame,  when  flowers  around  us  rise. 
To  malie  hght  of  the  rest,  if  the  rose  isn't  there ; 
I  And  the  world  's  so  rich  in  resplendent  eyes, 

I  'Twere  a  pity  to  Umit  one's  love  to  a  pan*. 

I  Love's  wing  and  the  peacock's  ai'e  nearly  ahlce, 

j  They  are  both  of  them  bright,  but  they're  changeable  too 

And  wherever  a  new  beam  of  beauty  caii  strilce, 

It  will  tinctiu-e  Love's  pliune  with  a  diiierent  hue ! 
Then  oh  !  what  pleasiu-e,  where'er  we  rove. 

To  be  sme  to  find  sometliing  still  that  is  dear. 
And  to  knov.',  when  far  from  the  hps  we  love. 
We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  hps  we  are  near. 


THE  IRISH  PEASANT  TO  HIS  MISTRESS.' 

Through  grief  and  thi-ough  danger  thy  smile  hath  cheer'd 

my  way, 
Till  hope  seem'd  to  bud  from  each  thorn  that  round  me 

lay; 
The  darker  our  fortime,  tlie  brighter  om*  pure  love  bum'd  ; 
Till  shame  into  gloiy,  till  fear  into  zeal  was  tiu-n'd  ; 
Yes,  slave  as  I  was,  in  th}'  ai-ms  my  sphit  felt  free. 
And  bless'd  even  the  soiTOWs  tliat  ^nade  me  more  dear  to 

thee. 

Thy  rival  was  honour'd,  whilst  tliou  wert  x\Tong'd  and 

scorn'd. 
Thy  cro^Ti  was  of  briers,  wliile  gold  her  brows  adom'd ; 
She  woo'd  me  to  temples,  Avliile  thou  layest  liid  in  caves, 
Her  friends  were  all  masters,  wliile  tliine,  alas!  were  slaves; 
Yet  cold  in  the  earth,  at  thy  feet,  I  would  rather  be, 
Than  wed  what  I  love  not,  or  turn  one  thought  fi'om  thee. 
They  slander  thee  sorely,  who  say  tliy  vows  ai-e  frail — 
Hadst  thou  been  a  false  one,  thy  cheek  had  look'd  less  pale, 

»  M^icaicg  aJlegorically  the  ancieut  church  of  Ireland. 
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They  say  tjo,  so  long  tliou  hast  worn  those  lingering 

chains  ; 
That  deep   in   tliy  heart  they  have  piinted  thek  servile 

stains — 
Oh  !  foul  is  the  slander — no  chain  coiUd  that  soul  subdue— 
Where  shinetli  thy  spirit,  there  hherty  sldneth  too ! ' 


ON  MUSIC. 

When  through  hfe  unblest  we  rove, 

Losing  all  tliat  made  hfe  dear, 
Should  some  notes  we  used  to  love, 

In  days  of  boyhood,  meet  om-  ear, 
Oh !  how  welcome  breathes  the  strain  ! 

Wakenmg  thoughts  that  long  have  slept ! 
KincUing  former  smiles  again 

In  faded  eyes  that  long  have  wept. 

Like  tlie  gale  that  sighs  along 

Beds  of  oriental  flowers. 
Is  the  giateful  breath  of  song 

That  once  was  heard  in  happier  hours ; 
Fill'd  witli  balm,  the  gale  sighs  on, 

Though  the  flowers  have  sunk  in  death ; 
So,  when  pleasm-e's  dream  is  gone, 

Its  memoiy  Uvcs  in  jMusic's  breath. 

Music  !  oh,  how  faint,  how  weak. 

Language  fades  before  Ih}'  spell ! 
Why  should  Feeling  ever  speak, 

^Vhen  tliou  canst  breatlie  her  soul  so  well  ? 
Friendsliip's  balmy  words  may  feign. 

Love's  are  even  more  false  than  they; 
Oh  !  'tis  only  Music's  strain 

Can  sweetly  soothe,  and  not  betray ! 


rS  IS  MOT  THE  TEAR  AT  THIS  MOMENT 

SHED.* 

It  is  not  the  tear  at  tliis  moment  shed. 
Whan  the  cold  tuif  has  just  been  laid  o'er  him, 

That  can  tell  how  beloved  was  the  friend  that  '3  fled, 
Or  how  deep  in  our  hearts  we  deplore  him. 

■'  Wliere  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  is,  there  is  libertj."— St.  Paul,  2  Corinthian^ 
iii.  U. 

*  Tliese  lines  were  occasioned  by  the  loss  Jf  a  vmj  near  aud  dear  reUii?!^ 
who  died  htt^ly  at  Madeira, 
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Tis  the  tear,  tlu-ough  many  a  long  day  wept^ 

'Tis  life's  whole  path  o'ershaded  ; 
'Tis  tlie  one  remembrance,  fondly  kept, 

When  aU  Lighter  griefs  have  faded. 

Thus  Ills  memory,  like  some  holy  hght, 

Kept  alive  in  our  hearts,  will  improve  them, 
For  worth  shall  look  faker  and  truth  more  bright. 

When  ^^'e  think  how  he  Hved  but  to  love  them. 
And,  as  fresher  flowers  the  sod  peifmne 

Where  buried  saints  are  Ijang, 
So  our  hearts  shall  borrow  a  sweetening  bloom 

From  the  image  he  left  there  in  dying  ! 


225 


THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE  HARP. 

'Tis  believed  that  this  Haq),  wliich  I  wake  now  for  thee. 
Was  a  Siren  of  old,  who  simg  luider  the  sea ; 
And  who  often,  at  eve,  thi-ough  the  bright  waters  roved, 
To  meet  on  tlie  green  shore  a  youth  whom  she  loved. 

But  she  loved  him  in  vain,  for  he  left  her  to  weep, 
And  in  tears,  all  the  night,  her  gold  ti-esses  to  steep. 
Till  Heaven  look'd  with  pity  on  true  love  so  warm. 
And  changed  to  this  soft  Hai-p  the  sea-maiden's  form. 

Still  her  bosom  rose  fak — still  her  cheeks  smiled  the  same — 
Wlule  her  sea-beauties  gracefully  form'd  the  light  frame ; 
And  her  haii-,  as,  let  loose,  o'er  her  white  arm  it  fell, 
Was  changed  to  bright  chords,  uttering  melody's  spell. 

Hence  it  came,  that  this  soft  Hai-p  so  long  hath  been  known 

To  nungle  love's  language  with  sorrow's  sad  tone ; 

Till  thou  didst  divide  them,  and  teach  the  fond  lay. 

To  speak  love  when  I'm  near  thee,  and  grief  when  away ! 


LOVE'S  YOUNG  DREAM. 

Oh  !  the  days  are  gone,  when  Beauty  bright 

My  heart's  chain  wove  ; 
Wien  my  di-eam  of  life  from  morn  till  niglit 
Was  love,  still  love. 
New  hope  may  blogm, 
And  days  may  conio 
Of  milder,  calmer  beam, 
But  there  's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  Hfe 

As  love's  young  dream : 
No,  there 's  notliing  lialf  so  SAveet  in  Hfe 
As  love's  yoimg  di-eam. 
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Though  the  bard  to  purer  fame  may  soar, 

Wheu  wild  youth 's  past ; 
Though  lie  win  the  wise,  who  liowu'd  before, 
I'o  smile  at  last ; 
He  U  never  meet 
A  joy  so  sweet, 
In  all  liis  noon  of  fame. 
As  when  first  ho  sung  to  woman's  ear 

His  soul-folt  flame, 
And,  at  every  ch^se,  she  blusli'd  to  hear 
The  one  loved  name. 

No — that  hallow'd  fonn  is  ne'er  forgot 

Wliicli  first  love  ti'aced ; 
Still  it  hngering  haunts  the  greenest  spot 
Ou  memory's  waste. 
'Twas  odom-  lied 
As  soon  as  shed ; 
'Twas  morning's  wuiged  dream  ; 
'Twas  a  hght  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 

On  Ufe's  dull  stream : 
Oh !  'twas  hght  that  ne'er  can  sliine  again 
On  life's  dull  stream. 
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THE  PRINCE'S  DAY.' 

Though  dark  are  our  sorrows,  to-day  we'll  forget  thera, 

.tVnd  smile  tlu-ough  oiu- tears,  lilce  a  sunbeam  in  showei-s: 
There  never  were  hearts,  if  om-  rulers  would  let  them, 
More  foi-m'd  to  be  gi-ateful  and  blest  than  oui's. 
But  just  when  the  chain 
Has  ceased  to  pain, 
And  hope  has  enwreatlied  it  roimd  with  flowers, 
There  comes  a  new  link 
Om-  spuits  to  sinlv — 
Oh  !  tlie  joy  that  we  taste,  like  tlie  Hght  of  the  poles, 

Is  a  flash  amid  darkness,  too  biilhant  to  stay  ; 

But,  though  'twere  the  last  little  spark  in  our  souls, 

"SVe  must  light  it  up  now,  ou  our  Prince's  Day. 

Contempt  on  the  minion  \vho  calls  you  disloyal ! 

Though  fierce  to  your  foo,  to  your  friends  you  are  ti'ua; 
And  the  tiibute  most  high  to  a  head  that  is  royal, 

Is  love  fi'om  a  heart  that  loves  liberty  too. 

This  gong  ^ras  written  for  a  f6te  in  lionour  of  the  Prince  of  Wales's  birth* 
iay,  giveu  by  my  friend  Major  Bryan,  at  liis  aeat  in  the  county  of  Kilkenny. 
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\Mule  cov/ards,  who  blight 
Yoiir  fame,  youi-  right, 
Would  shrink  from  the  blaze  of  tlie  battle  an-ay. 
The  standai-d  of  Green 
In  fi-ont  would  be  seen — 
Oh !  my  life  on  your  faitli !  were  you  summon'd  this  minute 

You'd  cast  eveiy  bitter  remembrance  awaj', 
And  show  what  the  ann  of  old  Erin  has  in  it, 
When  roused  by  the  foe,  on  her  Prince's  Day. 

He  loves  the  Green  Isle,  and  his  love  is  recorded 

In  hearts  which  have  sufler'd  too  much  to  forget : 
A.nd  hope  shall  l)e  crowoi'd.  and  attacliment  rewarded 
And  Erin's  gay  jubilee  shine  out  yet. 
The  gem  may  be  broke 
By  many  a  stroke, 
But  nothing  can  cloud  its  native  ray, 
Each  fragment  will  cast 
A  light  to  the  last, — 
And  tlius  Erin,  my  coimtiy,  thowgh  broken  thou  art, 
There  's  a  lustre  ■witliin  thee  that  ne'er  will  decay; 
A  spirit  whicli  beams  tlu'ough  eacli  suffering  part. 
And  now  smiles  at  all  pain  on  the  Prince'3  Dny, 


^VEEP  ON,  AVEEP  ON. 

Weep  on,  w^eep  on,  your  hour  is  past ; 

Yoiu-  dreams  of  pride  are  o'er ; 
Tlie  fatal  chain  is  round  you  cast. 

And  you  are  men  no  more. 
In  vain  the  hero's  heart  hath  bled  ; 

The  sage's  tongue  hath  warn'd  in  vain  ; — 
O  Freedom !  once  thy  flame  hath  fled, 

It  never  lights  again  ! 

Weep  on — perhaps  in  after  days, 

They'll  leai-n  to  love  your  name ; 
Vvlien  many  a  deed  may  wake  in  praise 

That  long  hath  slept  in  blame. 
And  when  they  tread  the  ruin'd  aisle 

"Wliere  rest  at  length  the  lord  and  slave, 
They'll  wondering  ask,  how  hands  so  vile 

Could  conquer  hearts  so  brave  ? 

"  'Twas  fate,"  tliey'U  say,  "  a  wayward  fat^ 

Your  web  of  discord  wove  ; 
And,  wliile  yoxu-  tja-ants  join'd  in  haie, 

You  never  join'd  in  love. 
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But  heaiis  foil  oflf  that  ought  to  twine, 
And  man  profaned  what  God  had  given. 

Till  some  were  heard  to  curse  the  slu-ine 
Where  otliers  knelt  to  Heaven." 
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LESBIA  HATH  A  BEAMING  EYK 

Lesdia  hath  a  beaming  eye, 

But  no  one  knows  for  whom  it  beameth; 
Right  and  left  its  aiTows  fly, 

But  what  they  aim  at  no  one  dreameth. 
Sweeter  'tis  to  gaze  upon 

My  Nora's  Ud  that  seldom  rises ; 
Few  its  looks,  but  every  one, 
Like  imexpected  light,  sui-prises. 

O  my  Nora  Creina,  dear, 
My  gentle,  basliful  Nora  Creina, 
Beauty  lies 
In  many  eyes. 
But  love  in  j'oui's,  my  Nora  Creina ! 

Lesbia  wears  a  robe  of  gold, 

But  all  so  close  the  nymph  hath  laced  it, 
Not  a  charm  of  beauty's  mould 

Presmnes  to  stay  where  Natui'e  placed  it 
Oh,  my  Nora's  gown  for  me, 

Tliat  floats  as  wild  as  moimtain  breezes, 
Leaving  every  beauty  free 

To  sink  or  swell  as  Heaven  pleases. 

Yes,  my  Nora  Creina,  dear. 
My  simple,  graceful  Nora  Creina, 
Natm'e's  di*ess 
Is  loveliness — 
The  dress  you  wear,  my  Nora  Creina. 

Lesbia  hath  a  M-it  refined, 

15  ut  when  its  points  are  gleaming  round  U!^ 
Who  can  tell  if  they're  design'd 

To  dazzle  merely,  or  to  woimd  us  ? 
Pillow'd  on  my  Nora's  heart 

In  safer  shmiber  Love  reposes — 
Bed  of  peace !  whose  roughest  pai-fc 
Is  but  tiie  crumpling  of  the  roses. 

O  my  Nora  Creina,  dear, 
My  mild,  my  aiiless  Nora  Creina, 
AMt,  though  bright, 
Ilatli  no  such  light 
As  wai'ms  yovu'  eyes,  my  Nora  Creina. 
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I  SAW  THY  FORM  IN  YOUTHFUL  PRIME. 

I  SAW  tliy  form  in  youtliful  prime, 

Nor  thought  that  pale  decay 
"Would  steal  before  the  steps  of  Time, 

And  waste  its  bloom  away,  Mary ! 
Yet  still  thy  featm-es  wore  that  light, 

Wliich  fleets  not  with  the  breath  ; 
And  life  ne'er  look'd  more  truly  bright 

Than  in  thy  smile  of  deatli,  Mary! 

As  streams  that  run  o'er  golden  mines. 

Yet  humbly,  cahnly  ghde, 
Nor  seem  to  know  the  wealth  that  sliinca 

"Within  their  gentle  tide,  Maiy ! 
So,  veU'd  beneath  the  simplest  guise, 

Thy  radiant  genius  shone. 
And  that  which  charm'd  all  other  eyes 

Seem'd  wortliless  in  tliine  own,  Mary ! 

If  souls  could  always  dwell  above, 

Thou  ne'er  hadst  left  that  sphere ; 
Or  could  we  keep  the  souls  we  love, 

We  ne'er  had  lost  thee  here,  Mary ! 
Though  many  a  gifted  mind  we  meet, 

Though  fairest  forms  we  see, 
To  live  with  them  is  far  less  sweet 

Than  to  remember  thee,  Mary ! ' 


BY  THAT  LAICE  WHOSE  GLOO:\IY  SHORE.* 

By  that  Lake  whose  gloomy  shore 
Skylark  never  warbles  o'er,* 
Wiiere  the  cliff  hangs  liigh  and  steep, 
Young  Saint  Ke-sin  stole  to  sleep. 
."  Here,  at  least,"  he  calmly  said, 
"  Woman  ne'er  shall  hnd  my  bed." 
Ah  !  the  good  Saint  Little  knew 
"What  that  wily  sex  can  do. 

I  I  have  here  made  a  fsable  effort  to  imitate  that  exqaisite  inscription  of 
Shenstone's,  "Heul  quanto  minus  eat  cum  reliquis  versari  qiam  tui  memi- 
nisse !" 

«  This  ballad  is  founded  upon  cue  of  the  many  stories  related  of  St.  Kevin, 
v/hose  bed  in  the  rock  is  to  be  seen  at  Glendalou^li,  a  most  gloomy  and  romautio 
spot  in  the  county  of  Wicklow. 

8  There  are  nia'ny  other  curious  traditions  concerning  thia  lake,  vhicb  maj 
be  found  in  Giraldus,  Colgan,  &C. 
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'Twas  from  Kathleen's  eyes  he  flew,— 
Eyes  of  most  imlioly  blue! 
She  had  loved  him  well  and  long, 
"NVish'd  liim  hers,  nor  thought  it  wrong. 
Wheresoe'er  the  Saint  would  fly, 
StUl  he  heard  her  light  foot  nigh  ; 
East  or  west,  where'er  he  tiu'n'd, 
StiU  her  eyes  before  liim  bui-n'd. 

On  the  bold  cliflf's  bosom  cast. 
Tranquil  now  he  sleeps  at  last ; 
Di'eams  of  heaven ,  nor  tliinks  tliat  e'er 
"Woman's  smUe  can  haunt  liim  tliere. 
But  nor  earth  nor  heaven  is  free 
From  her  power,  if  fond  she  be : 
Even  now,  while  calm  he  sleeps, 
Katlileen  o'er  him  leans  and  weeps. 

Fearless  she  had  track'd  his  feet 
To  tliis  rocky,  %\ild  retreat; 
4nd,  when  morning  met  Ids  •view. 
Her  mild  glances  met  it  too. 
Ah  !  your  Saints  have  cruel  hearte  ! 
SteiTily  from  his  bed  he  starts. 
And,  ■witli  rude,  repulsive  shock, 
Iliuis  her  from  the  beetling  rock. 

Glendalough  !  thy  gloomy  wave 
Soon  was  gentle  Kathleen's  gi'ave  ! 
Soon  tlie  Saint  (yet  ah  !  too  late) 
Felt  her  love,  and  mom-n'd  her  fate. 
When  he  said,  "  Heaven  rest  her  soul!" 
Koiuid  tlie  Lake  light  music  stole  ; 
And  her  ghost  was  seen  to  glide, 
Smiling,  o'er  the  fatal  tide ! 


SHE  IS  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND. 

She  is  far  from  Oie  land  where  her  young  hero  sleepa^ 

And  lovers  are  round  her  sigliing ; 
But  coldly  she  turns  from  their  gaze,  and  weeps, 

For  her  heart  in  his  grave  is  Ijing. 

She  sings  tlie  wild  songs  of  her  dear  native  plains, 
Every  note  wluch  he  loved  awaldng ; — 

Ah !  Uttle  they  think,  who  delight  in  her  strains, 
How  the  heait  of  the  Minstrel  is  breaking. 
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He  had  lived  for  his  love,  for  liis  country  he  diecl, 
They  were  all  that  to  life  liad  entudned  liim ; 

Nor  soon  shall  the  tears  of  his  counhy  he  diied, 
Nor  long  will  Ms  love  stay  behind  Imn. 

Oh  !  make  her  a  gi-ave  where  tlie  simbeams  rest 

When  they  promise  a  glorious  morrow ; 
They'll  shuie  o'er  her  sleep,  hke  a  smile  fi-om  tlio  West, 

From  her  o^vn  loved  island  of  Borrow. 


NAY,  TELL  ME  NOT. 

Nw,  tell  me  not,  dear,  that  the  goblet  di'owns 

One  charm  of  feeling,  one  fond  regi'et ; 
Beheve  me,  a  few  of  tliy  an.qiy  froA^Tis 
Are  all  I've  sxmk  in  its  bright  wave  yet. 
Ne'er  hath  a  beam 
Been  lost  in  the  sti'eam 
That  ever  was  shed  from  thy  form  or  soul  1 
The  spell  of  those  eyes, 
The  balm  of  thy  sighs. 
Still  float  on  the  surface,  and  haUow  my  bowl. 
Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  -v^dne  can  steal 
One  blissful  di'eam  of  the  heart  from  me  ; 
I-ilve  foimts  that  awaken  the  pilgrim's  zeal, 
The  bowl  but  brightens  my  love  for  thee. 

They  tell  us  that  Love,  in  his  faiiy  bower. 

Had  two  blush-roses,  of  bu-th  divine : 
He  sprinlded  the  one  with  a  rainbow's  shower, 
But  bathed  the  other  mth  mantling  wine, 
Soon  did  the  buds 
That  di"ank  of  tlie  iloods 
Distill'd  by  the  rainbow  decluic  and  fado ; 

"Willie  those  wdiich  the  tide  \ 


Of  ruby  had  dyed 

iUl  blush'd  into  beauty,  lil<e  thee,  sweet  maid ! 
Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  wine  can  steal 

One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  from  me ; 
Jjike  founts  that  awaken  the  pilgiim's  zeal, 

The  bo\-,i  but  brightens  my  love  for  thee. 
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AVENGING  AND  BRIGHT. 

Avenging  and  bright  fall  the  swift  sword  of  Erin' 
On  him  Avho  the  brave  sous  of  Usna  betray'd — 

For  every  fond  eye  he  hath  waken'd  a  tear  in, 
A  di-op  ft'orn  liis  heart-wounds  sluill  weep  o'er  her  blade 

By  the  red  cloud  that  himg  over  Conor's  dark  dwelling," 
■\Vlien  Ulad's^  thi-ee  champions  lay  sleeping  in  gore — 

By  the  billows  of  war,  which  so  often,  high  sweUing, 
Have  wafted  tliese  heroes  to  victory's  shore — 

We  swear  to  revenge  them ! — no  joy  shall  be  tasted, 
The  hai-p  shall  be  silent,  the  maiden  imwed, 

Our  halls  shall  be  mute  and  our  lields  shall  lie  wasted, 
Till  vengeance  is  wreak'd  on  the  muiderer's  head ! 

Yes,  monarch  !  tiiough  sweet  are  our  home  recollections. 
Though  sweet  ai-e  the  tears  that  from  tenderness  fall ; 

Though  sweet  are  oiu*  fidendships,  our  hopes,  our  ailections, 
llevenge  on  a  tyrant  is  sweetest  of  all ! 


WHAT  THE  BEE  IS  TO  THE  FLOWERET. 

He. — What  the  bee  is  to  the  floweret, 
"When  he  looks  for  honey-dew, 
Through  the  leaves  that  close  embower  it,, 
That,  my  love,  I'll  be  to  you. 


'  The  words  of  this  song  were  suggested  by  tlie  very  ancient  Irish  story  called 
"Dcirdri;  or,  the  Lamentable  Tate  of  the  !^ons  of  Usnach,"  which  hns  been 
translated  literally  from  the  Gaelic  by  Mr.  OTlanagaii  (see  vol.  i.  of  Transac- 
tions of  the  Gaelic  Society  of  Unblinl,  and  upon  which  it  appears  that  the 
"Dartlmla"  of  Macpherson  is  founded.  The  treachery  of  Conor,  king  of 
Ulster,  in  putting  to  death  the  three  sons  of  Usna,  was  the  cause  of  a  desolat- 
ing war  agiiinst  Ulster,  which  terminated  in  the  destruction  of  Enian.  "  This 
story,"  says  Mr.  0'l'!ana;ian,  "has  been  from  time  inumniorial  held  in  high 
repute  as  one  of  the  three  tragic  stories  of  the  Irish.  Tliese  are,  'The  Death 
of  the  Cliililren  of  Totiran,'  '  The  Death  of  the  Children  of  Lear'  (lioth  re- 
garding Tuatha  de  Denaus),  and  this  'the  Death  of  the  Children  of  Usnach,' 
which  IS  a  Milesian  story.  At  tlic  commcncemeut  of  tlicse  Melodies  will  also 
oe  found  a  ballad  upon  the  story  of  the  Children  of  Lear,  or  Lir;  "Silent,  0 
Moyler'&c. 

Whatever  may  be  'hought  of  those  sanoruius  claims  to  antiquity  which  Ms 
O'Flanagau  and  others  advance  for  the  litirature  of  Ireland,  it  would  be  a  >erj 
iastin;<  reproach  uptn  our  iiaii.mality,  if  the  Gaelic  researches  of  this  gentle« 
man  did  not  meet  with  all  the  liberal  i  ncourngetnent  which  they  merit. 

*  "0  Naisi!  \-iev/  the  cloud  that  I  here  see  in  the  sky!  I  gee  over  jPiDUB 
green  a  t-'.iilling  cloud  of  blood-tinged  red." — Deirdri'g  Song. 

•  Ulster. 
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She. — What  tho  banlf,  with  verdiu'e  glowing, 
Is  to  waves  that  wander  near, 
"Whispering  Idsscs,  wliile  the3'"re  going, 
That  I'll  be  to  you,  my  dear. 

She. — But,  they  say,  the  bee 's  a  rover. 

Who  A\1L1  ily  when  sweets  are  gone; 
And,  when  once  the  Idss  is  over, 
Faitliless  brooks  will  wander  on. 

He. — Nay,  if  flov^'ers  will  lose  their  looks, 
If  STinny  banks  ivill  wear  away, 
'Tis  but  riglit  that  bees  ;ind  brooks 

Should  sip  and  kiss  them  while  they  may. 


LOVE  AND  THE  NO^rCCE. 

"  Here  we  dweU.  in  holiest  bowers, 

Where  angels  of  hght  o'er  our  orisons  bend , 
Where  sighs  of  devotion  and  breatliings  of  flowers 
To  heaven  in  mingled  odom*  ascend. 
Do  not  distm-b  our  calm,  0  Love  ! 
So  like  is  thy  form  to  the  cherubs  above, 
It  well  might  deceive  such  hearts  as  om's." 

Love  stood  near  the  No%dce  and  listen'd, 

And  Love  is  no  novice  in  talcing  a  liint ; 
His  laugliing  blue  eyes  soon  with  piety  ghsten'd , 
His  rosy  -i^ing  tm'u'd  to  heaven's  own  tint. 
"  Who  would  have  thought,"  the  urcMn  cries, 
"  That  Love  coidd  so  well,  so  gravely  disguise 
His  wandering  wings  and  wovmding  eyes '? " 

Love  now  warms  thee,  waldng  and  sleepmg, 
Yoimg  Novice,  to  him  aU  thy  orisons  rise. 
He  tmges  the  heavenly  foimt  vni\\  liis  weeping, 
He  brightens  the  censer's  flajne  with  liis  sighs. 
Love  is  the  saint  ensluined  in  thy  breast. 
And  angels  themselves  would  admit  such  a  guest^ 
If  he  came  to  them  clothed  in  Piety's  vest. 


THIS  LIFE  IS  AI.L  CHEQUERD  WITH  PLEA 
SUKES  AND  WOES. 

This  Ufe  is  aU  chequer'd  witli  pleasiu'es  and  woes, 
That  chase  one  another  Hke  waves  of  the  deep — • 

Each  brightly  or  darkly,  as  onward  it  flows. 
Reflecting  our  eyes,  as  they  sparkle  or  weep. 
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So  closely  our  Avhims  on  our  miseries  tread, 

That  the  laugh  is  awaked  ere  the  tear  can  be  dried  . 
And.  as  fast  as  the  rain-drop  of  l^ity  is  shed. 

The  goose-plumage  of  Folly  can  turn  it  aside, 
r.ut  pledge  me  the  cup — if  existence  would  cloy, 

With  hearts  ever  happy,  and  heads  ever  wise, 
13e  OTu-s  the  light  Sorrow,  half-sister  to  Joy, 

And  tlie  light  brilliant  Folly  tliat  flashes  and  dies. 

When  Hvlas  was  sent  with  liis  urn  to  the  fount, 

Tlu-ough  fields  fuU  of  light,  with  heart  full  of  play, 
liight  rambled  the  boy,  over  meadow  and  moimt. 

And  neglected  liis  task  for  tlie  flowers  on  the  way.' 
Thus  many,  lilcc  me,  who  in  youtli  should  have  tasted 

The  foujitain  tliat  nms  by  I'jiilosophy's  sliriue, 
Tlioir  time  ^^■ith  the  flowers  on  the  margin  have  wasted 

And  left  tlieir  light  in-ns  all  as  empty  as  mine. 
}'ut  pledge  me  tlie  goblet— while  Idleness  weaves 

These  flowerets  together,  should  Wisdom  but  see 
One  bright  drop  or  two  that  has  fallen  on  the  leaves 

From  her  fuimtain  divine,  'tis  suflicient  for  me. 


^ 


O  THE  SHAMROCK! 

TuuouoH  Erin's  Isle, 

To  sport  awliilc, 
As  Love  and  Valoiu*  wander'd, 

With  Wit,  the  sprite. 

Whose  quiver  bright 
A  thousand  arrows  squander'd ; 

AVTiere'er  tliej'  pass, 

A  triple  gi-ass* 
Shoots  up,  witli  dew-drops  streaniing, 

As  softly  green 

As  emerald  seen 
Through  purest  crystal  gleaming. 
0  the  Shanu'ock,  tlie  green,  immortal  Shamrock' 
Chosen  leaf 

Of  Bard  and  Cliief, 
Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock ! 


'  Proposito  florem  prsetulit  officio.— Propert.  lil).  I.  eleg.  20. 

,  Saint  Patrick  is  said  to  have  made  use  of  that  sjjecies  of  trefoil  lo  ^^hich  il 
l.ti^nd  we  give  the  name  of  Sliamrocli,  in  explainin";  tlie  doctrine  of  the  Trinitj 
to  the  pagan  Irish.  I  do  not  know  if  there  be  any  other  reason  for  our  aucp- 
tioii  of  this  plant  as  a  national  emblem.  Hope,  amons;  the  ancients,  was  some- 
times represented  as  a  beautiful  child,  "standing  upon  tip-toes,  and  a  trefoil, 
oj  three  coloured  grass,  in  her  hand." 
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Says  Valour,  "  See, 

They  spring  for  mo, 
Those  leafy  gems  of  niormng  !"'— 

Says  Love,  "  No,  no, 

For  me  they  grow, 
Jly  fi'agi-ant  patix  adorning," 

But  Wit  perceives 

The  ti'iple  leaves, 
And  cries,  "  Oh !  do  not  sever 

A  type  that  blends 

Three  godlike  fi'iends, 
Love,  Valoiu*.  Wit,  for  ever ! '' 
O  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Shamrock  i 
Chosen  leaf 

Of  Bai-d  and  Cliief, 
Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock ! 

So  firmly  fond 

I\Iay  last  the  bond 
They  wove  that  mom  together, 

And  ne'er  may  fall 

One  drop  of  gall 
On  Wit's  celestial  feather ! 

May  Love,  as  twine 

His  flowers  divine, 
Of  thomy  falsehood  weed  'em ! 

May  Valoiu*  ne'er 

His  standard  rear 
Against  the  cause  of  Freedom  ! 
0  the  Shamrocli,  the  gi-ecn,  immortal  Shamrock ! 
Chosen  leaf 

Of  Bard  and  Chief, 
Old  Eriu's  native  Shamrock ! 


AT  THE  MID  HOUR  OF  NIGHT. 

At  the  mid  houi*  of  night,  when  stars  are  weeping,  I  fly 
To  the  lone  vale  we  loved,  when  life  shone  warm  in  tliine 
eye; 
And  I  thiak  oft,  if  spirits  can  steal  from  the  regions  of 

ail-, 
To  revisit  past  scenes  of  delight,  thou  v.'Ut  come  to  me 
tliere. 
And  tell  me  oiu*  love  is  remember' d,  even  in  the  sky  I 
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Then  I  sing  the  wild  song  'twas  once  such  p/easiu'e  to  hear, 
When  our  voices,  comminghng,  breathed,  like  one,  on  the 
ear; 
And,  as  Eclio  far  off  thi-ough  the  vale  my  sad  orison 

rolls, 
I  think,  O  r\\y  love!  'tis  tliy  voice,  from  the  ICingdooj 
of  Soiils,> 
Faintly  answering  stiU  the  notes  that  once  were  so  dear. 


ONE  BUMPER  AT  PARTING. 

One  bimiper  at  parting  ! — though  many 

Have  circled  the  hoard  since  we  met, 
The  fullest,  tlie  saddest  of  any 

Remains  to  be  cro^^ai'd  by  us  yet. 
The  sweetness  that  pleasure  hath  in  it 

Is  always  so  slow  to  come  forth. 
That  seldom,  alas,  till  the  minute 

It  dies,  do  we  know  half  its  worth. 
But  come — may  our  life's  happy  measure 

Be  all  of  such  moments  made  up ; 
They're  born  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasiu'e, 

They  die  'midst  the  tears  of  tlie  cup. 

As  onward  we  joiu'ney,  how  pleasant 

To  pause  and  inhabit  awliile 
Those  few  sunny  spots,  hke  tlie  present, 

That  'mid  the  dull  ^^■ilderness  smile ! 
But  Time,  like  a  pitiless  master. 

Cries  "  Onward!"  and  spm-s  tlic  gay  houi'S — 
Ah,  never  doth  time  travel  faster. 

Than  when  Ms  way  Hes  among  flowers. 
But  come — may  oiu*  life's  happy  measiu-e 

Be  all  of  such  moments  made  up ; 
They're  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 

They  die  'midst  tlie  teai'S  of  the  cup. 

■NVe  saw  how  tlie  sim  look'd  in  sinking, 

The  waters  beneath  him  how  bright, 
And  now  let  our  farewell  of  chinking 

Resemble  that  farewell  of  Kght. 
You  saw  how  ]ie  finish'd,  by  dai'ting 

Jlis  beam  o'er  a  deep  billow's  briiii — 
So,  fiU  up,  let's  shine  at  oiu*  parting. 

In  full,  hquid  glory,  like  him. 

'  "There  arc  countries,"  says  Montaigne,  "where  they  beh'eve  the  souU  of 
the  happy  live  in  all  manner  A  liberty  in  delii;htfiil  fields;  and  that  it  is  thost 
•ouls,  repeating  the  words  we  utter,  which  we  call  tcho." 
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Aiid  oh !  may  oiu'  life's  liappy  measure 
Of  moments  like  tliis  be  made  up ; 

'Twas  born  on  the  bosom  of  I'leasure, 
It  dies  'mid  the  tears  of  the  cup. 
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'TIS  THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMIMER 

'Tis  the  last  rose  of  siunmer 

Loft  blooming  alone ; 
All  her  lovely  companions 

Are  faded  and  gone ; 
No  flower  of  her  kindred, 

No  rosebud  is  nigh, 
To  reflect  back  her  blushes, 

To  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

I'll  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one, 

To  pine  on  the  stem ; 
Since  the  loveh''  are  sleeping, 

Go  sleep  thou  wdth  them. 
Thus  kindly  I  scatter 

Thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed, 
^Vhere  thy  mates  of  the  garden 

Lie  scentless  and  dead. 

So  soon  may  /  follow, 

"SVlien  friendships  decay, 
And  from  Love's  shining  circle 

The  gems  drop  away ! 
When  true  hearts  lie  wither'd 

And  fond  ones  are  flo^vn, 
Oh  !  who  would  mhabit 

Tliis  bleak  world  alone  ? 


THE  YOUNG  MAY  MOON. 

The  young  May  moon  is  beaming,  love, 
The  glow-worm's  lamp  is  gleaming,  love, 

How  sweet  to  rove 

Tlii-ough  Moma's  grove,' 
When  the  drowsy  world  is  dreaming,  love  I 

1  "  steals  silently  to  Moma's  Grove." 
See  a  translation  from  the  Irish,  in  Mr.  Bnnlins's  collection,  by  John 
Brown,  one  of  my  earliest  college  companions  and  fVieuJs,  wliuse  death  was  as 
Buigularly  mclaucholy  aEcl  Uflfo'-tunate  as  his  life  had  been  amiable,  honour- 
able, and  e.teniplarj. 
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Then  awfJie ! — the  heavens  look  bright,  my  deal 
'Tis  never  too  hite  for  dehght,  my  decoi-, 

And  tlie  best  of  all  ways 

To  lengtlien  our  days 
Is  to  steal  a  few  houi's  from  the  night,  my  dear. 

Now  all  the  world  is  sleeping,  lovo. 

But  the  Sage,  his  star-watch  keeping,  love, 

And  I  whose  star, 

More  glorious  fa.r, 
Is  the  eye  from  that  casement  peeping,  lova, 
Tlieu  awake ! — till  rise  of  sim,  my  deai-, 
The  Sage's  glass  we'll  shun,  my  dear, 

Or,  in  watching  the  flight 

Of  bodies  of  light, 
He  might  happen  to  take  tliee  for  one,  my  dear. 


THE  MINSTKEL-BOY. 

The  Miustrel-boy  to  the  wai-  is  gone. 

In  the  ranks  of  death  you'll  find  him  ; 
His  fatlicr's  sword  he  has  girded  on. 

And  his  wild  hai-p  slung  behmd  him. — 
"  Land  of  song  !  "  Siiid  the  warrior-bard, 

"  Though  all  the  world  beti-ays  thee, 
One  sword,  at  least,  thy  rights  shall  guard, 

One  faitlifid  harp  shall  praise  thee  !  " 

The  Minstrel  fell ! — but  the  foemau's  chain 

Could  not  bring  his  proud  soul  under ; 
The  harp  he  loved  ne'er  spoke  again, 

For  he  tore  its  cords  asimder ; 
And  said,  "  No  chains  shall  sully  thee, 

Thou  soul  of  love  and  bravery ! 
Thy  songs  were  made  for  the  brave  and  free, 

They  shall  never  sound  in  slavery !  " 


THE  SONG  OP  O'RUARK, 

PRINCE   OF   EREFFNI.' 

The  valley  lay  smiling  before  me, 

^^Hiere  lately  I  left  her  beliind ; 
Yet  I  trembled,  and  something  hung  o'er  me 

That  sadden'd  the  joy  of  my  mind. 

These  stanzas  are  founJed  upon  an  event  of  most  melanclioly  imporUnce 
to  Ireland,  if,  as  ne  are  told  by  our  Irish  historiana,  it  gave  England  the  first 
opportunity  of  profiling  bv  our  divisions  and  subduijig  \is.  The  following  ara 
the  circumstances,  as  related  by  O'Halloran:— "Tbe  king  of  Leinster  had  long 
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I  look'd  for  the  lamp  which,  she  told  me, 

Should  shine  when  her  pilgi'im  retuin'd ; 
But,  though  darkness  began  to  enfold  me, 

No  lamp  from  tlie  battlements  bui-n'd. 
I  flew  to  her  chamber — 'twas  louel}'. 

As  if  the  loved  tenant  lay  dead ; — 
Ah,  would  it  were  death,  and  death  only ! 

But  no,  the  yoimg  false  one  had  fled. 
And  there  himg  the  lute  that  could  soften 

My  very  worst  pains  into  bhss, 
Wlifle  tlie  hand  that  liad  waked  it  so  often 

Now  tlirobb'd  to  a  proud  rival's  luss. 
There  icm  a  time,  falsest  of  women  ! 

When  Breff"ni's  good  sword  would  have  sought 
That  man,  througli  a  mHlion  of  foemen. 

Who  dared  but  to  wrong  thee  in  thonyht ! 
Wliile  now — 0  degenerate  daughter 

Of  Erin,  how  fdlen  is  thy  fame ! 
And  tlirough  ages  of  bondage  and  slaughter, 

Our  countiy  shall  bleed  for  tliy  shame. 

AU-eady  the  cui-se  is  upon  her, 

And  strangers  her  valleys  profane ; 
They  come  to  divide — to  dishonour-. 

And  tyrants  they  long  will  remain. 
But  onward! — the  green  banner  reariug, 

Go,  flesh  every  sword  to  the  hilt ; 
On  our  side  is  Vii'tue  and  Eiin, 

On  theirs  is  the  Saxon  and  Guilt. 


OH  !  HAD  WE  SOME  BRIGHT  LITTLE  ISLE 
OF  OUR  OWN. 

Oh  !  had  we  some  bright  little  isle  of  our  own, 

In  a  blue  summer  ocean  far  off  and  alone. 

Where  a  leaf  never  dies  in  tlie  stiU-blooming  bowers, 

And  the  bee  banquets  on  thi-ough  a  whole  year  of  flowers  ; 

conceived  a  violent  affection  for  Dearbhorgil,  daughter  to  the  kicg  of  Meath, 
End  tliough  she  had  been  for  some  time  married  to  O'Ruark,  prince  of  Breffni, 
yet  it  could  not  restrain  his  passion.  Tliey  carried  on  a  private  correspondence, 
and  she  informed  him  that  O'Kuark  intended  soon  to  go  on  a  pilgrimage  (an  act 
of  jiiety  frequent  in  those  d.iys),  and  conjured  him  to  embrace  that  opportunity 
of  conveying  her  from  a  husband  she  detested  to  a  lover  she  adoied.  Mac 
Miirchad"  too  punctually  obeyed  the  summons,  and  had  the  lady  conveyed  to 
Ids  canital  of  terns."  The  monarch  Rodeiick  esp-jused  the  cause  of  O'Ruark, 
while  "^Iac  Miirchad  fled  to  England,  and  olitained  the  assistance  of  Henry  II. 
"  Such,"  adds  Giraldus  Cambrensis  (as  I  find  him  in  an  old  translation),  "  is 
tie  variable  and  fickle  nature  of  women,  by  whom  all  mischiefs  in  the  world 
(for  the  most  (jart)  do  happen  and  comej  as  may  appear  by  Marci's  Antoiuns, 
Eiid  by  the  destru'  tiou  of^  Troy ." 
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Where  tlie  &im  lo\  es  to  pause 

With  so  fond  a  dela5S 
That  the  ni;^ht  orJy  draws 
A  tliin  veil  o'er  the  day ; 
Where  simply  to  feel  tJiat  we  breathe,  that  tve  live, 
Is  wortli  the  best  joy  that  hfjs  elsewhere  can  give. 

There  with  soiils  ever  aitTbiit  and  pure  as  the  clime, 
We  sliould  love  as  tliey  loved  in  tlie  first  golden  time ; 
TliH  glow  of  tlie  sunsliiiid,  U  e  balm  of  the  ah-, 
Would  steal  to  our  hearts  aaid  make  all  summer  there. 

With  a&t'i*ijQ.  as  free 

From  decline  as  the  bowera, 

And  with  hope,  li!i:c  the  Bee, 
Living  always  on  flowers, 
Our  life  should  resenible  a  long  day  of  light. 
And  oiu"  death  come  on  ihuly  and  calm  as  the  night. 


FAREWELL  !  -BUT  WHENEVER  YOU  WEL- 
COME THE  HOUR. 

Farewell  ! — but  whenever  you  -welcome  the  hour 
That  awalcens  the  night-song  of  mii-th  in  your  bower. 
Then  think  of  the  friend  who  once  welcomed  it  too. 
And  forgot  liis  own  gi'icfs  to  bo  hnppy  with  you. 
His  griefs  may  retui-n,  not  a  hope  maj--  remain 
Of  the  few  that  have  brighten'd  his  pathway  af  pain, 
But  he  ne'er  will  forget  the  short  vision  that  threw 
Its  enchantment  around  hun,  while  lingering  -with  you. 

And  still  on  tliat  evening,  \\hen  i)le;isiu-e  fills  up 

To  the  liighest  top  sparkle  each  heart  and  each  cup. 

Where'er  my  path  hes,  be  it  gloomy  or  bright. 

My  soul,  happy  friends,  shall  be  -with  j'ou  that  night ; 

Shall  join  in  youi-  revels,  your  sports,  and  j'Oiu'  ■\\iles. 

And  retiuTi  to  me  beaming  all  o'er  \A\\\  youi-  smiles — 

Too  blest,  if  it  teUs  me  tliat,  'mid  the  gay  cheer, 

Some  kind  voice  had  mm-mur'd,  "  I  wsh  he  were  here ! " 

Let  Fate  do  her  worst ;  there  ai'e  rehcs  of  joy. 
Bright  di'eams  of  the  past,  wliich  .slie  cannot  destroy , 
Which  come  in  the  night-time  of  sorrow  and  care. 
And  bring  back  the  featiu'es  that  joy  used  to  wear. 
Long,  long  be  my  heart  Avith  such  memories  fill'd ! 
LH^e  the  vase,  in  wliich  roses  have  once  been  distill'd — 
You  may  break,  you  may  shatter  the  vase  if  you  v,'ill, 
But  the  scent  of  the  roses  ■will  hang  round  it  still. 
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OH  !  DOUBT  ]\IE  NOT. 

Oh  !  doubt  me  not — the  season 

Is  o'er,  when  Folly  made  me  rove, 
And  now  the  vestal,  Reason, 

Shall  watch  the  fire  awaked  by  Lov6, 
Although  tills  heart  was  early  blown, 

And  fairest  hands  distiu-b'd  the  tree, 
They  only  shook  some  blossoms  down. 
Its  fruit  has  all  been  kept  for  thee. 
Then  doubt  me  not — the  season 

Is  o'er  when  Folly  made  me  rove, 
And  now  the  vestal,  Beason, 

ShaU  watch  the  fire  awaked  by  Love. 

And  though  my  lute  no  longer 

]\Iay  sing  of  Passion's  ardent  spell. 
Yet,  trust  me,  all  the  sti'onger 
I  feel  the  bliss  I  do  not  tell. 
The  bee  through  many  a  garden  roves, 
And  hums  liis  laj^  of  coiirtship  o'er, 
But,  when  he  finds  the  flower  he  lovea, 
He  settles  there,  and  hums  no  more. 
Then  doubt  me  not — the  season 

Is  o'er  when  Folly  kept  me  free. 
And  now  the  vestal,  Reason, 

Shall  guard  the  flame  awaked  by  tliee. 


YOU  REMEMBER  ELLEN.' 

You  remember  Ellen,  oiu-  hamlet's  pride. 

How  meekly  she  bless'd  her  humble  lot, 
^Vhen  tlie  stranger,  William,  had  made  her  his  brids. 

And  love  was  the  hght  of  their  lowly  cot. 
Together  they  toil'd  through  winds  and  rains. 

Till  William  at  length  in  sadness  said, 
"  We  must  seek  our  fortune  on  other  plams  ;  "— 

Then,  sigliing,  she  left  her  lowly  shed. 

They  roam'd  a  long  and  a  weary  way, 
Nor  much  was  the  maiden's  heart  at  ease, 

When  now,  at  the  close  of  one  stormy  day, 
They  see  a  proud  castle  among  the  trees. 


1  Tliis  ballad  was  suggested  by  a  well-known  and  interesting  stofy,  told  of  a 
tertain  noble  family  in  Englaud. 
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"  To-night,"  said  (he  youth,  "  we'll  shelter  there  , 
The  \\iiid  blows  cold,  and  tlie  hour  is  late  :" 

3o  he  blew  the  horn  Antli  a  cliieftain's  air, 
And  the  poller  bow'd  as  tliey  pass'd  tlie  gate. 

"  Now,  welcome,  lady,"  exclaiin'd  the  youth, 

"  This  castle  is  thine,  and  tlieso  daik  woods  all ! ' 
She  believed  him  crazed,  but  Jiis  words  were  ti'uth 

For  Ellen  is  Lady  of  Kosna  Hall ! 
And  dearly  the  Lord  of  Rosna  loves 

AVliat  WDliain  the  stranger  woo'd  and  wed ; 
And  the  light  of  bliss,  in  tliese  lordly  groves. 

Shines  pure  as  it  did  in  the  lowly  shed. 


I'D  MOURN  THE  HOPES. 

I'd  mom'n  the  hopes  that  leave  me, 

If  thy  smiles  had  left  me  too ; 
I'd  weep  when  friends  deceive  me, 

If  thou  wert,  like  them,  imtrue. 
But  wliilc  I've  thee  before  me, 

With  heart  so  wai-m  and  eyes  so  bright, 
No  clouds  can  linger  o'er  me, 

That  smUe  turns  them  all  to  light. 

'Tis  not  in  fate  to  hann  mc, 

While  fate  leaves  thy  love  to  me ; 
'Tis  not  in  joy  to  charm  mo. 

Unless  joy  be  shared  with  thee. 
One  minute's  dream  about  thee, 

Were  worth  a  long,  an  endless  yea* 
Of  waking  bliss  without  thee, 

;My  own  love,  my  only  dear ! 

A.ud  though  tlie  hope  be  gone,  love, 

Tliat  long  sparkled  o'er  our  way, 
dh !  we  shall  joimiey  on,  love. 

More  safely  without  its  ray. 
Far  better  lights  shall  ■uin  me 

Along  tlie  path  I've  yet  to  roam  -  ■ 
The  mind  tliat  bums  mthin  me, 

And  pure  smiles  from  thee  at  horn*. 

Thus,  -when  the  lamp  that  lighted 

The  traveller  at  first  goes  out. 
He  feels  awhile  be.niL;hted, 
£  And  looks  around  in  fear  and  doubfe. 
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Sut  soon,  the  prospect  clearing, 
By  cloudless  starlight  on  he  treads, 

And  thinks  no  lamp  so  cheering 
As  that  light  which  Heaven  sheds. 
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COIVIE  O'ER  THE  SEA. 

Co.vi  K  o'er  the  sea,, 

Maiden,  with  me. 
Mine  through  sunshine,  ctoi-m,  and  snows , 

Seasons  may  roU, 

But  the  tnie  soul 
Burns  tlie  same,  where'er  it  troes. 
Let  fate  frown  on,  so  we  love  and'part  not ; 
'Tis  life  where  fhou  art,  'tis  death  where  tliou  art  not. 

Then  come  o'er  the  sea, 

Maiden,  with  me, 
Come  wherever  the  ^\^ld  wuul  blows ; 

Seasons  may  ruU, 

But  the  true  soul 
Bums  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 

Was  not  t!ie  sea 

Made  for  the  Free, 
Land  for  courts  and  chains  alone  .'' 

Here  \\'e  are  slaves. 

But,  on  the  waves, 
Love  and  Uberty  's  all  oiu'  own. 
No  eye  to  watch,  and  no  tongue  to  wound  us, 
AU  earth  forgot,  and  all  heaven  aroimd  us — 

Then  come  o'er  the  sea. 

Maiden,  Avith  me. 
Mine  tlirough  simsliine,  storm,  and  snovrg .: 

Seasons  may  roll. 

But  the  true  soul 
Burns  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 


HAS  SORROW  THY  YOUNG  DAYS  SHADED. 

Has  sorrow  thy  young  days  shaded. 
As  clouds  o'er  the  morniug  fleet? 

Too  fast  have  those  young  days  faded. 
That,  even  in  sorrow,  were  sweet? 
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Does  Time  wiHi  his  cold  whig  wither 
Each  feehng  that  once  was  dear  ? — 

Then,  child  of  misfoi-tune,  come  liither, 
I'll  weep  with  tliee,  tear  for  teax. 

Has  love  to  that  soul,  so  tender, 

Been  Kke  our  Lagenian  mine,' 
TVhere  sparkles  of  golden  splendour 

All  over  the  smface  sliine  ? 
But,  if  in  pursuit  we  go  deeper, 

Alliured  by  tlie  gleam  that  shone. 
Ah  !  false  as  the  dream  of  the  sleeper, 

Like  Love,  tlie  bright  ore  is  gone. 

Has  Hope,  Ulie  the  bird  in  the  story,' 

That  llitted  from  tiee  to  tree 
With  the  tahsman's  ghttering  glory — 

Has  Hope  been  that  bird  to  thee  ? 
On  branch  after  branch  ahghting, 

The  gem  did  she  still  display. 
And,  when  nearest  and  most  ui\iting, 

Then  waft  the  fail-  gem  away  ? 

If  thus  the  yoimg  houi's  have  fleeted, 

When  sorrow  itself  look'd  bright ; 
I-t'  tlius  the  fau'  liope  hath  cheated. 

That  led  thee  along  so  light ; 
If  thus  the  cold  world  now  witiier 

Each  feehng  that  once  was  dear : — 
Come,  child  of  misfortune,  come  liither, 

I'll  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  tear. 


NO,  NOT  MOKE  \VELCOME. 

No,  not  more  welcome  the  ftiiiT  numbers 

Of  music  fall  on  tlie  sleeper  s  eai", 
When,  half  awaking  from  feaiful  slumbers, 

He  thinks  the  fuU  quire  of  heaven  is  near — 
Then  came  that  voice,  when,  all  forsaken, 

This  heart  long  had  sleeping  lain, 
Nor  thought  its  cold  pulse  would  ever  waken 

To  such  benign,  blessed  soimds  again. 

1  Om  Wicklow  gold-mines,  to  which  this  verse  alludes,  deserve,  I  fear,  i\\% 
character  here  given  of  them. 

•  '=The  hird,  liaving  got  its  prize,  settled  not  far  off,  with  the  talisman  in  hil 
mouth.  The  prince  drew  near  it,  hoping  it  would  drop  it;  but,  43  he  ap- 
proacherl,  the  bird  took  wing,  aud  settled  a^ain,"  &c.— Arabian  Nights,  Story 
of  Kummir  al  Zummaun  and  the  Princess  of  China. 
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Sweet  voice  of  comfort !  'twas  like  the  stealing 

Of  summer  wind  through  some  wreathed  shell- 
Each  secret  wuiding,  each  inmost  feeling 

Of  all  my  soul  6choed  to  its  spell ! — 
'Twas  wliisper'd  bakn — 'twas  simsliine  spoken  '— 

I'd  live  years  of  gi'ief  and  pain 
To  have  my  long  sleep  of  sorrow  broken 

By  such  benign,  blessed  sounds  again. 


WHEN  FIRST  I  IMET  THEE. 

When  first  I  met  thee,  warm  and  young, 

There  shone  such  ti-uth  aVjout  thee. 
And  on  thy  hp  such  promise  hung, 

I  did  not  dare  to  doubt  thee. 
I  saw  thee  change,  yet  still  reMed, 
Still  clung  with  hope  the  fonder, 
And  thought,  though  false  to  aU  beside, 
From  me  thou  couldst  not  wander. 
But  go,  deceiver !  go, — 

The  heart,  whose  hopes  could  make  it 
Trust  one  so  false,  so  low. 
Deserves  that  thou  shouldst  break  it. 

Wlien  every  tongue  thy  follies  named, 

I  fled  the  unwelcome  story ; 
Or  found,  in  even  tlie  faults  they  blamed, 

Some  gleams  of  futui-e  glory. 
•I  still  was  true,  when  nearer  friends 
Conspu-ed  to  wrong,  to  shght  thee ; 
The  heart,  that  now  thy  falsehood  rends, 
Would  then  have  bled  to  right  thee. 
But  go,  deceiver  !  go. — 

Some  day,  perhaps,  thou'lt  waken 
From  pleasure's  di'eam,  to  know 
The  grief  of  hearts  forsaken. 

Even  now,  though  youth  its  bloom  has  shed. 

No  lights  of  age  adoni  thee : 
The  few,  who  loved  thee  once  have  fled, 

And  tliey  w-ho  flatter  scorn  thee. 
Thy  midnight  cup  is  pledged  to  slaves. 

No  genial  ties  enwreathe  it ; 
The  smiling  tliere,  hlie  Hght  on  gTa\es, 

Has  rajik  cold  hearts  beneath  it. 
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Go — go — though  worlds  wore  tJiina, 
I  would  not  now  sun-ender 
'  One  taintless  tear  of  mine 

For  all  tliy  guilty  splendour ! 

And  daj's  may  come,  thou  false  one !  yet, 

When  even  those  ties  shall  sever ; 
When  thou  wilt  call,  wiUi  vain  regret, 

On  her  thou  'st  lost  for  ever ; 
On  her  who,  in  thy  fortime's  fall, 

Witli  smiles  had  still  received  thee. 
And  gladly  died  to  pi'ove  thee  all 
Her  fancy  first  believed  thee. 
Go — go — 'tis  vain  to  curse, 
'Tis  weakness  to  upbraid  thee ; 
1  Hate  cannot  msh  thee  worse 

\  Than  guilt  find  shame  have  made  thee 


WHILE  HISTORY'S  MUSE. 

While  Histor^^'s  Muse  the  memorial  was  keeping 

Of  all  that  the  dark  hand  of  Destiny  weaves, 
Beside  her  the  Genius  of  Eria  stood  weeping, 

For  hers  was  tlie  story  tliat  blotted  the  leaves. 
But  oh  !  how  tlie  tear  in  her  eyelids  gi'ew  bright, 
When,  after  whole  paei^s  of  sorrow  and  shame, 
She  saw  History  write. 
With  a  pencil  of  light 
That  illumined  the  whole  volume,  her  Wellington's  name '. 

"  Hail,  Star  of  my  Isle  ! "  said  the  Spirit,  all  sparlding 

With  beams  such  as  break  from  her  own  dewy  skies — 
"  Through  ages  of  sorrow,  deserted  and  dai'kling, 
I've  watch'd  for  some  glory  LOce  tliine  to  arise. 
For  though  Heroes  I've  niunber'd,  unldest  was  their  lot. 
And  unhallow'd  they  sleep  in  the  cross-ways  of  Fam.s  ;— 
But  oh !  there  is  not 
One  dishonouiing  blot 
Ou  the  wreath  that  encircles  xa.y  WeUington's  name ! 

'•  Yet  still  the  last  crown  of  thy  toils  is  remaioing, 

Th*?  gi-andest,  the  purest,  even  tlwu  hast  yet  known ; 
Though  proud  was  thy  task,  other  nations  unchaining. 

Far  prouder  to  heal  the  deep  wounds  of  thy  own. 
At  the  foot  of  that  thi'one  for  whose  weal  thou  hast  stood, 
Go,  plead  for  the  land  that  first  cradled  tliy  fame — 
And,  bright  o'er  tlie  flood 
Of  her  tears  and  her  blood, 
Let  the  rainbow  of  Hope  be  her  WeUington's  name !" 
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THE  TIME  I'VE  LOST  IN  WOOING. 

The  time  I've  lost  in  wooing, 
In  watcliing  and  pursuing 

The  light  that  has 

In  woman's  eyes, 
Has  been  my  heart's  undoing. 
Though  Wisdom  oft  has  sought  ma, 
I  scorn'd  the  lore  she  brought  me, 

My  only  books 

Were  woman's  looks, 
And  folly 's  all  they've  taught  ma. 

Her  smile  when  Beauty  granted, 
I  hung  with  gaze  enchanted. 

Like  Mm  tlie  Sprite ' 

"S^liom  maids  by  night 
Oft  meet  ui  glen  that 's  haunted. 
Like  liim,  too,  Beautj'  won  me, 
But  while  her  ej'es  were  on  me, 

If  once  their  ray 

Was  tum'd  away, 
Oh !  winds  could  not  outrun  me. 

And  are  those  follies  going? 
And  is  my  proud  heart  gro\\'ing 

Too  cold  or  wise 

For  brilliant  ej'es 
Again  to  set  it  glowing  ? 
No — vain,  alas !  th'  endeavour 
From  bonds  so  sweet  to  sever  ;-— 

Poor  Wisdom's  chance 

Against  a  glance 
Is  now  as  weak  as  ever. 
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OH,  WHERE  'S  THE  SLAVE. 

Oh,  where  's  the  slave  so  lowly 
Condemned  to  chains  unholy, 

^\^io,  could  he  burst 

His  bomls  at  fu'st. 
Would  pine  beneath  them  slowly? 

1  TWg  alludes  to  a  kind  of  Irish  fairy,  which  is  to  be  met  with,  they  say,  m 
the  fields  at  dusk.  As  long  as  you  keep  your  eye.s  upon  him,  he  is  fixed  and  in 
your  power;  but  the  moment  you  look  away  (and  he  13  hizenious  in  furnishing 
Bome  inducement),  he  vanishes.  I  had  thought  that  this  was  the  sprite  which 
we  call  the  Leprechnun,  hut  a  high  authority  upon  such  subjects,  Lady  Morgan 
(in  a  note  ujion  lier  national  and  interesting  novel,  "  O'DouueU"),  hw  given  a 
v?ry  (Ufiereut  account  of  that  gobiiu. 
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What  soul,  whose  wi-ongs  degi-ads  iw, 
Would  wait  till  tirae  decay'd  it, 
■WTien  thus  its  wing 
At  once  may  spring 
To  the  throne  of  liini  who  made  it? 
Farewell,  Evin,— farewell,  all, 
Who  live  to  weep  our  fall. 

Less  dear  the  laiurel  gi-owing 
Alive,  imtouch'd,  and  blowing, 

Than  tliat  whose  braid 

Is  pluck'd  to  shade 
The  brows  with  victory  glowing. 
We  ti-ead  the  land  that  bore  us, 
Her  gi-een  flag  ghtters  o'er  us, 

The  friends  we've  tried 

Are  by  oiu-  side, 
And  tlie  foe  we  hate  before  us. 
Farewell,  Eiin, — farewell,  all, 
Who  live  to  weep  our  fall. 


COME,  REST  IN  THIS  BOSOM. 

Come,  rest  in  this  bosom,  my  own  stiicken  deer. 

Though  the  herd  have  fled  fi-om  tliee,   thy  home  is  still 

here : 
Here  still  is  tlie  smile  tliat  no  cloud  can  o'ercast. 
And  a  heai-t  and  a  hand  all  thy  own  to  the  last. 

Oh !  what  was  love  made  for,  if  'tis  not  the  same 
Tlxrough  joy   and   tlu-ough   torment,    tlu-ough   glory   and 

shame? 
I  Icnow  not,  I  ask  not,  if  guilt 's  in  that  heart, 
I  but  know  that  I  love  thee,  whatever  thou  art. 

Thou  hast  caU'd  me  tliy  Angel  in  moments  of  bliss- 
And  tliy  Angel  I'll  be,  'mid  the  horrors  of  this, 
Tlirough  tlie  fiu-nace,  unshilnMng,  thy  steps  to  pursue, 
And  shield  thee,  and  save  thee,  or  perish  tliere  too. 


'TIS  GONE,  AND  FOR  EVER. 

'Tis  gone,  and  for  ever,  tlie  light  we  saw  breaking. 
Like  Heaven's  first  dawn  o'er  the  sleep  of  tlie  dead— 

When  Man,  from  tlie  slumber  of  ages  awaldng, 
Look'd  upward,  and  bless'd  the  piu-e  ray,  ere  it  fled. 
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Tis  gone,  and  the  gleams  it  has  left  of  its  burning 
But  deepen  the  long  night  of  bondage  and  mourning, 
That  dark  o'er  the  kingdoms  of  earth  is  returning, 
And  darkest  of  all,  hapless  Erin,  o'er  thee. 

For  high  was  thy  hope,  when  those  glories  were  dartmg 

Aroimd  thee  tlu'ough  all  the  gross  clouds  of  the  Avorld , 
W^ien  Truth,  fi'om  her  fetters  incUgnantlv  starting, 

At  once  hlfe  a  Suu-bnrst  >  her  banner  unfuii'd. 
Oh !  never  shaU  eartli  see  a  moment  so  splendid — 
Then,  then — had  one  Hjinn  of  Deliverance  blended 
The  tongues  of  all  nations — how  sweet  had  ascended 
The  first  note  of  Libei-tj',  Erin,  from  thee  ! 

But  shame  on  tliose  tyrants  who  envied  tlie  blessing  ! 

And  shame  on  the  light  race  unworthy  its  good, 
Who,  at  Death's  reeking  altar,  like  fmies  caressing 

The  young  hope  of  Freedom,  baptized  it  in  blood  ! 
Then  vanish'd  for  ever  that  fan*,  sunny  vision, 
"Wltich,  spite  of  the  slavish,  the  cold  heai't's  derision, 
ShaU  long  be  remember'd,  pure,  bright,  and  elysiau, 

As  first  it  arose,  my  lost  Erha,  on  thee. 
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I  SAW  FROM  THE  BEACH. 

I  SAW  fi'Om  the  beach,  when  the  morning  was  sliining, 
A  bark  o'er  the  waters  move  gloriously  on ; 

I  came  when  the  sim  o'er  that  beach  was  declining. 
The  bark  was  still  there,  but  the  waters  were  gone. 

And  such  is  the  fate  of  oiu*  life's  eai-ly  promise, 
So  passing  the  spiing-tide  of  joy  we  have  knoAra  ; 

Each  wave,  that  we  danced  on  at  morning,  ebbs  from  us, 
And  leaves  us,  at  eve,  on  the  bleak  shore  alone. 

Ne'er  teU  me  of  glories  serenely  adorning 

The  close  of  oiur  day,  the  calm  eve  of  oiu'  night : — 

Give  me  back,  give  me  back  the  wild  freshness  of  jMorning, 
Her  clouds  and  her  tears  are  worth  Evening's  best  light. 

Oh,  who  would  not  welcome  that  moment's  returning. 
When  passion  first  waked  a  new  hie  thi-ough  liis  frame, 

And  his  soul — hke  the  wood  that  grovrs  precious  in  burn- 
ing- 
Gave  out  all  its  sweets  to  love's  exquisite  flame ! 

»  "Tlie  Sun-Barst"  was  the  fanciful  name  given  by  the  ancient  Iris)!  to  tb9 
royal  banner. 
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FILL  THE  BUMPER  FAia 

Fill  tlie  bumper  fair  ! 

Every  drop  \\&  sprinkle 
O'er  the  brow  of  Care 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 
Wit's  elech-ic  flame 

Ne'er  so  swiftly  passes, 
As  when  tlirough  the  frame 

It  shoots  from  brimming  glasass 
Fill  tlie  bimiper  fair- ! 

Every  drop  we  sprinlde 
O'er  tlic  brow  of  Care 

Smootlis  away  a  wrinkle. 

Sages  can,  tliey  say. 

Grasp  tlie  liglitning's  pinions, 
And  biing  down  its  ray 

From  the  starr'd  dominions : — 
So  we,  Sages,  sit 

i\jQd  'mid  bumpers  brigliteuiug, 
t'roin  the  heaven  of  Wit 


^ 


Draw  down  all  its  UghLuiug. 

Wouldst  tliou  know  what  fii>:t 

Made  our  souls  inherit 
This  ennobling  tliirst 

For  wine's  celestial  spirit? 
It  chanced  upon  tliat  day, 

Wlien,  as  bards  inform  u.'i, 
Prometlieus  stole  away 

The  living  fires  that  warm  ua, 

The  careless  Youth,  when  up 

To  Glor3''s  fount  aspiring, 
Took  nor  urn  nor  cup 

To  hide  the  pilfer'd  fii-e  in  — 
But  oh,  his  joy  I  when,  roimd 

The  halls  of  heaven  spying, 
Among  the  stars  he  found 

A  bowl  of  Bacchus  lying. 

Some  drops  were  in  that  bowl, 
Remains  of  last  night's  pleasur-j 

With  Avhich  the  Sparks  of  Soul 
Mix'd  tlieii-  biuning  ti-easui'a. 
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Hence  the  goblet's  shower 

Hath  such  spells  to  wiu  us  ; 
Hence  its  mighty  power 

O'er  that  flame  ■within  us. 
Fill  the  bumper  fair ! 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 
O'er  tlie  brow  of  Cai'e 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkla. 
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DEAR  HARP  OF  MY  COUNTRY. 

Dear  Harp  of  my  Countiy !  in  darkness  I  foimd  thee, 

The  cold  chain  of  silence  had  himg  o'er  thee  long,' 
When  proudly,  my  own  Island  Harp,  I  uuboxmd  thee, 

And  gave  all  thy  chords  to  light,  fi-eedom,  and  song ! 
The  warm  lay  of  love  and  the  hght  note  of  gladness 

Have  waken'd  thy  fondest,  thy  liveliest  tlu-ill ; 
But  so  oft  hast  thou  echoed  tire  deep  sigh  of  sadness. 

That  even  in  tliy  mii-th  it  will  steal  from  thee  stiil. 

Dear  Harp  of  my  Countiy !  farewell  to  thy  nmnbers, 

Tliis  sweet  wreath  of  song  is  the  last  we  shall  twine. 
Go,  sleep  with  the  sunsliine  of  Fame  on  thy  slumbers. 

Till  touch'd  by  some  hand  less  miworthy  than  mine  •. 
If  the  piilse  of  the  patriot,  soldier,  or  lover, 

Have  throbb'd  at  our  lay,  'tis  thy  gloiy  alone  ; 
I  was  hut  as  the  wind,  passing  heedlessly  over, 

And  all  tlie  wild  sweetness  I  waked  was  thy  own. 


JOYS  THAT  PASS  AWAY. 

Jovs  that  pass  away  Hke  tliis, 
Alas !  are  purchased  dear, 

If  every  beam  of  bhsa 
Is  foilow'd  by  a  tear. 


'  In  that  rebellious  but  beautiful  song,  "When  Erin  fiist  rose,"  there  i«,  if 
recollect  right,  the  following  line:— 

•*  The  dark  chain  of  silence  was  thrown  o'er  the  deep." 

The  Chain  of  Silence  was  a  sort  of  practical  figure  of  rhetoric  among  tl'e 
ancient  Irish.  Walker  tells  us  of  a  "celel)rated  contention  for  precedence  be- 
tween Finn  and  Gaul,  near  Finn's  palace  at  Alniliaini,  where  the  attending 
bards,  anxious,  if  j.ossiljlc,  to  produce  a  cess.ition  of  hostilities,  shook  tl.-e  Chain 
of  Silence,  and  flung  ttiemselvcs  among  the  ranks."— See  also  the  Ode  to  Gaul, 
the  vrsL  of  Morni,  in  Miss  Brooke's  Relitmcs  of  Irish  Poetry. 
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Fai'e  thee  well,  oh,  fare  thee  well ! 
Soon,  too  soon,  thou  hast  broke  the  speli 
Oh !  I  ne'er  can  love  again. 

The  girl,  whose  faitliless  art. 
Could  break  so  dear  a  chain, 
And  with  it  break  my  heait. 

Once,  when  ti'uth  was  in  those  eyes, 

How  beautiful  they  shone, 
But,  now  that  lustre  flies, 
For  tnith,  alas !  is  gone. 
Fare  thee  well,  oh,  fare  thee  well ! 
How  I've  loved  my  hate  shall  tell. 

Oh !  how  lorn,  how  lost  would  prove- 

Thy  wTetched  Aictun's  fate, 
If,  when  deceived  in  love, 
He  could  not  tiy  to  hate. 


THE  EAST  INDIAN. 

Come,  May,  with  all  tliy  flowers, 

Thy  sweetly-scented  thorn. 
Thy  cooling  evening  showers, 

Thy  fragi-ant  breath  at  morn. 
Wien  May-flies  haunt  tlie  wiUow, 

When  May-buds  tempt  the  bee, 
Then,  o'er  tlie  shining  biUow, 

My  love  will  come  to  me. 

From  Eastern  isles,  she  wingeth 

Through  watery  wiles  her  way, 
And  on  her  cheek  she  bringeth 

The  bright  sun's  orient  ray ! 
Oh !  come  and  coiu't  her  liither. 

Ye  breezes  mild  and  warm, 
One  winter's  gale  would  wither 

So  soft,  so  pure  a  form. 

The  fields  where  she  was  sti'aying 

Are  bless'd  witli  endless  light ; 
Witli  zephjTS  always  playing 

Tlu-ough  gardens  always  bright 
Then  now,  0  May !  be  sweeter 

Than  e'er  thou'st  been  before, 
Let  sighs  fi'om  roses  meet  her, 

TkTien  she  comes  near  our  shore. 
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A  FINLAND  L0\^  SONG. 

I  SAW  the  moon  rise  clear 

O'er  lulls  and  dales  of  snow, 
Nor  told  my  fleet  reindeer 

The  way  I  -ndsli'd  to  go ; 
But,  quick  he  bounded  forth, 

For  weU  my  reindeer  knew, 
I've  but  one  path  on  earth, 

That  path  which  leads  to  you. 

The  gloom  that  ■ninter  cast, 

How  soon  the  heart  forgets, 
When  summer  biings  at  last 

Her  sun  that  never  sets  ! 
So  dawn'd  my  love  for  you, 

And  chasing  eveiy  pain, 
Than  summer  sun  more  tiiie, 

'Twill  never  set  again. 


FROM  LIFE  WITHOUT  FREEDOM, 

From  life  withoiit  fi-eedom,  oh  !  who  would  not  fly? 
For  one  day  of  freedom,  oh !  who  would  not  die  ? 
Hai'k,  hark !  'tis  the  tnmipet,  the  call  of  the  brave. 
The  death-song  of  tjTants,  and  dii-ge  of  tlie  slave. 
Our  coimtry  Hes  bleeding,  oh  !  fly  to  her  aid. 
One  arm  that  defends,  is  worth  hosts  that  invade. 

In  death's  kindly  bosom  our  last  hope  remains. 
The  dead  fear  no  tyrants ;  the  gi'ave  has  no  chains. 
On,  on  to  the  combat !  the  hei'oes  tliat  bleed 
For  virtue  and  mankind,  are  heroes  indeed  ! 
And  oh  !  even  if  Freedom  from  this  world  be  diivca 
Despair'  not — at  least  we  shall  find  her  in  heaven  1 


;  OH,  YES !— SO  ^VELL,  SO  TENDERLY. 

';  Oh,  yes  I — so  well,  so  tenderly, 

I  Thou'rt  loved,  adored  by  me ; 

!  Fame,  fortune,  wealth,  and  liberty, 

\  Are  woi-thless  vvitliout  thee. 

Though  brimm'd  ^\-ith  bUsses  pm'e  and  rare. 

Life's  cup  before  me  lay, 
Unless  thy  love  were  mingled  there, 
I'd  spm-n  the  di-aught  away. 


^ 
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Without  thy  smile  how  joylessly, 

All  gloiy's  meeds  I  see  ! 
And  even  tlie  wreath  of  victory, 

Must  owe  its  bloom  to  thee. 
Those  worlds  for  wliioh  tlie  conqueror  sighs, 

For  me  have  now  no  cliarms ; 
My  only  world  tliose  radiant  eyes, 

My  throne  those  circling  arms. 


LOVE  THEE,  DEAREST,  LOVE  TPIEE 1 

Lov£  thee,  dearest,  love  thee  \ 
Yes,  by  yonder  stai*  I  swear, 
"Which,  thi'ough  tears,  above 
Shines  so  sadly  fair, 
Though  too  oft  dim 
With  tears  Like  liim, 
Like  liim  my  truth  ^^-iIl  shine ; 
And  love  thee,  dearest,  love  thee ! 
Yes — tiU  death  I'm  tliiue. 

Leave  thee,  dearest,  leave  tliee ! 

No — tliat  star  is  not  more  true; 
When  my  vows  deceive  thee 
He  will  wander  too. 
A  cloud  of  night 
May  veil  his  light, 
Ajid  death  shall  darken  mine ; 
But  leave  tliee,  deai'est.  leave  thee  ! 
No — till  deatli  I'm  thine. 


OH,  YES!  WHEN  THE  BLOOM. 

Oh,  yes  f  when  the  bloom  of  love's  boyhood  is  o'er, 
He'll  tmn  iulo  friendship  that  feels  no  decay. 

And  though  time  may  take  from  liim  the  wings  he  one* 
wore. 

The  charms  that  remain  will  be  bright  as  before. 
And  he'll  lose  but  his  young  ti-ick  of  llpng  away. 

Then  let  it  console  thee,  if  love  should  not  stay, 

That  friendship  om-  last  happy  moments  shall  cro'ATi, 
LiJie  the  shadows  of  morning,  love  lessens  away, 
Yv'hile  friendship,  like  those  at  the  closing  of  day, 
Will  linger  and  lengthen  as  life's  sun  goes  dov/n. 


*^J*^ 


^ 


A 


■^ 


IRISH  MELODIES, 

OH !  REMEMBER  THE  TIME. 

Oh  !  remember  the  time  in  La  INIancha's  shades, 

^V^len  our  moments  so  blissfully  flew ; 
WTien  you  call'd  me  tlie  flower  of  Castiliau  maids, 

And  I  blush'd  to  be  call'd  so  by  you. 
When  I  taught  you  to  warble  the  gay  Seguadille, 

And  to  dance  to  the  light  Castanet : 
Oh  I  never,  dear  youth,  let  you  roam  where  you  will, 

The  dehght  of  those  moments  forget. 

They  tell  me  you  lovers  from  Erin's  gi-eeu  isle, 

Everj'  hour  a  new  passion  can  feel , 
And  that  soon  in  the  Ught  of  some  loveHor  smile, 

You'll  forget  the  poor  maid  of  Castile. 
But,  they  know  not  how  brave  in  the  battle  you  are, 

Or  they  never  could  think  you  Mould  rove  ; 
For  'tis  always  the  spirit  most  gallant  in  war, 

That  is  fondest  and  truest  in  love. 
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LIGHT  SOUNDS  THE  HARP. 

Light  soimds  the  Harp  when  the  combat  is  over, 
When  heroes  are  resting,  and  Joy  is  in  bloom  ; 
When  lam-els  hang  loose  from  tlie  brow  of  the  lover, 
And  Cupid  makes  -wings  of  the  warrior's  plmne. 
But  when  the  foe  returns, 
Again  the  hero  burns. 
High  flames  the  sword  in  his  hand  once  more ; 
The  clang  of  mingling  arms. 
Is  then  the  sound  that  charms, 
And  brazen  notes  of  war,  by  thousand  trumpets  sung, 
Oh !  then  comes  the  Harp,  when  the  combat  is  over. 

When  lieroes  are  resting,  and  Joy  is  in  bloom  ; 
When  laurels  hang  loose  ti-om  the  brow  of  the  lover, 
And  Cupid  makes  ^dngs  of  the  wanior's  plume. 

Light  went  the  Hai-p,  when  the  Wai--God  reclining 

Lay  lull'd  on  the  white  arm  of  Beauty  to  rest ; 
^Vhen  round  his  rich  armour  tlie  myrtle  hung  tv/ining. 
And  flights  of  yoimg  doves  made  his  helmet  their  rest. 

But  when  the  battle  came, 

The  hero's  eye  breathed  flame  . 
Soon  frcm  his  neck  tlie  white  arm  was  flung ; 

While  to  his  wakening  ear. 

No  other  sounds  were  dear, 
But  the  brazen  nctes  of  war,  by  thousand  trumpets  saing 


H> 


256  IRISH  MELODIES. 

But  then  came  the  light  Hai-p,  when  danger  was  ended, 
And  Beauty  once  more  hill'd  tlie  "War-God  to  rest; 

When  tresses  of  gold  ^-ith  his  laurels  lay  blended, 

And  flights  of  young  doves  made  his  helmet  tlieir  resi 


COULDST  THOU  LOOK  AS  DEAR 

C0U1.DST  thou  look  as  dear,  as  when 

First  I  sigh'd  for  thee, 
Couldst  thou  make  me  feel  again 
Eveiy  wish  I  breathed  thee  then, 

Oh,  how  blissful  life  would  be  ! 
Hopes  that  now  beguiling  leave  me, 

Joys  that  Lie  in  slumber  cold, 
All  would  wake,  couldst  thou  but  give  me 

One  dear  smile  lil<e  those  of  old. 

Oh  !  there 's  nothing  left  us  now. 

But  to  mourn  the  past : — 
Vain  was  every  ardent  vow, 
Never  yet  did  Heaven  allow 

Love  so  wai-m,  so  -n-ild,  to  last. 
Not  even  Hope  could  now  deceive  me, 

Life  itself  looks  dark  and  cold ; 
Oh  !  thou  never  more  canst  give  me, 

One  dear  smile  like  tliose  of  old. 


OH !  SOON  RETURN  I 

On;  white  sail  caught  tlie  evening  ray, 

The  wave  beneath  us  seem'd  to  bum, 
^^^len  all  my  weeping  love  could  say, 

Was — "  Oh !  soon  return ! " 
Through  manj^  a  chme  om*  ship  was  dnveil, 

O'er  many  a  billow  iiidely  thrown ; 
Now  chill'd  beneath  a  northern  heaven, 

Now  sunn'd  by  summer's  zone. 
Yet  still,  where'er  our  com'se  we  lay, 

When  evening  bid  the  west  wave  buiii, 
I  thought  I  heard  her  faintly  say — 

'■  Oh !  soon  retm'u  ! " 

If  ever  yet  my  bosom  found 

Its  thoughts  a  moment  tum'd  from  the© 
'Twas  when  the  combat  ra^ed  aroimd. 


And  brave  men  look'd  to  me. 


,«*" 


IRISH  MELODIES.  2^7 

But,  tJiougli  'mid  battle's  Avild  alaiin 

Love's  gentle  power  might  not  appear, 
He  gave  to  Glory's  brow  the  charm 

That  made  e'en  danger  dear. 
And  when  the  Victory's  calm  came  o'er 

The  hearts  vv'here  rage  had  ceased  to  burn, 
I  heard  that  farewell  voice  once  more — 

"Oh!  soon  retmn !" 


LO\^'S  LIGHT  SUMMER-CLOUD. 

Pain  and  sorrow  shall  vanish  before  us, 

Youth  may  ^vither,  but  feeling  uill  last : 

All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  fall  o'er  us, 

Love's  light  summer- cloud  sweetly  shall  cast 

Oh  !  if  to  love  thee  more 

Each  horn"  I  number  o'er ;  j 

If  this  a  passion  be  | 

Worthy  of  thee.  j 

Then,  be  happ}-,  for  thus  I  adore  tliee.  j 

Charms  may  wither,  but  feehng  Mill  last ;  ^ 

All  the  shadov/  that  e'er  shall  fall  o'er  thee. 

Love's  light  smnmer-cloud  sweetlj'  shall  cast.  3 

Rest,  dear  bosom  !  no  sorrow  shall  pain  thee,  J 

Sighs  of  pleasure  alone  shalt  thou  steal ;  > 

Beam,  bright  ej^elid  !  no  weeping  shall  stain  thes,  | 

Tears  of  rapture  alone  thou  shalt  feel.  1 

Oh !  if  there  be  a  charm  i 

In  lo\'e  to  banish  harm  ;  ^ 

If  pleasui-e's  tniest  spell 

Be  to  love  well,  t 
Then,  be  happy,  for  thus  I  adore  thoe. 

Charms  ma\-  wither,  but  feeling  will  last ;     .  \ 

All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  fall  o'er  thee,  i 
Love's  Ught  summer-cloud  sweetl}-  shall  caat, 


WHEN   MIDST  THE  GAY  I  MEET.  : 

When  'midst  the  gay  I  meet  | 

That  gentle  smile  of  tliine,  f 

Though  still  on  me  it  tm-n'd  most  sweet,  | 

I  scarce  can  call  it  mine.  ] 

But,  when  to  me  alone 

Your  secret  tears  you  show, 
Oh,  then  I  feel  those  tears  my  own, 

And  claim  thera  while  they  flow. 


^ 
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Then  still  with  bright  looks  bless 
The  gay,  tlie  cold,  the  free ; 

Give  smiles  to  those  who  love  you  leas, 
But  keep  your  tears  for  rae. 

The  snow  on  Jura's  steep 

Can  snule  with  many  a  beam, 
Yet  still  in  chains  of  coldness  sleep, 

How  blight  soe'er  it  seem ; 
But  when  some  deep-felt  ray, 

Whose  touch  is  tire,  appears, 
Oh,  then  the  smile  is  warm'd  awa/, 

And,  melting,  tiu'ns  to  tears. 
Tlien  still  with  briglit  looks  bless 

The  gay,  the  cold,  the  free. 
Give  smiles  to  those  who  love  you  less, 

But  keep  yom-  tears  for  me. 


WHEN  TWILIGHT  DEWS. 

When  twilight  dews  are  falling  soft 

Upon  the  rosy  sea,  love, 
I  watch  the  star,  whose  beam  so  oft 

Has  Ughted  me  to  thee,  love. 
And.  thou  too  on  that  orb  so  dear, 

Ah,  dost  thou  gaze  at  even ; 
And  tliink.  though  lost  for  ever  here, 

Thou'lt  yet  be  mine  in  heaven '' 
There's  not  a  garden- walk  I  tread. 

There 's  not  a  Hower  I  see,  love, 
But  brings  to  mind  some  hope  that 's  fled, 

Some  joy  I've  lost  wi'h  thee,  love. 
And  still  I  wish  that  hour  was  neai', 

When  fiiends  and  foes  forgiven. 
The  pains,  the  ills  we've  wept  tlurough  hero 

May  turn  to  smiles  in  heaven. 


THE  YOUNG  ROSE. 

The  young  rose  wliich  I  gave  thee,  so  dewy  and  bright,     * 
Was  the  lloweret  most  dear  to  the  sweet  bkd  of  night. 
Who  olt  by  the  moordight  o'er  her  blushes  hath  himg, 
Ajid  thiiU'd  every  leaf  with  the  wild  lay  he  sung. 


I 


IRISH  MELODIES. 

L>h,  take  thou  this  yomig  rose,  and  let  her  life  be 
Pi'olong'd  by  the  breath  she  Avill  borrow  from  thee  ; 
For  wliile  o'er  her  bosom  thy  soft  notes  shall  thrill, 
She'll  think  the  sweet  night-bird  is  coui'ting  her  still. 
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DUET. 

LOVE,  MY  MARY,  DAVELLS  A\T:TH  THEE. 

He. — Love,  my  Mary,  dwells  with  thee, 

On  thy  cheek  his  bed  I  see. 
She. — No,  that  cheek  is  pale  with  care — 
Love  can  find  no  roses  there. 
Both. — 'Tis  not  on  the  bed  of  rose. 

Love  can  find  the  best  repose : 
In  my  heart  his  home  thou'lt  see, 
There  he  Lives,  and  Uves  for  thee. 

He. — ^Love,  my  Mary,  ne'er  can  roam. 

While  he  makes  that  eye  his  home. 
She. — No,  the  eye  with  sorrow  dim. 
Ne'er  can  be  a  home  for  liim. 
Both. — Yet  'tis  not  in  beaming  eyes. 
Love  for  ever  warmest  lies  ; 
In  my  heart  his  home  thou'lt  see, 
There  he  lives,  and  Uves  for  thee. 


THE  SONG  OF  WAR. 

The  song  of  war  shall  echo  through  oui'  mountains, 
Till  not  one  hateful  link  remains 
Of  slavery's  lingering  chains, 
TUl  not  one  tyrant  tread  oiu'  plains, 

Nor  traitor-Hp  pollute  oiu-  fountains, 
No,  never  tiLl  that  glorious  day 
ShaU  Lusitania's  sons  be  gay. 
Or  hear,  O  Peace,  thy  welcome  lay 

Resounding  through  her  sunny  mountains. 

The  song  of  v/ar  shall  echo  through  our  mountaina, 
Till  Victorj^'s  seK  shaU  smilmg  say 
"  Yoiu'  cloud  of  foes  hath  pass'd  away. 
And  freedom  comes  mth  new-born  ray, 

To  gild  your  vines  and  light  your  fountains  1 " 


2^0  IRISH  MELODIES. 

Oh  !  Rover  till  that  glorious  daj', 
tjliall  Liusitania's  sons  be  gay, 
Or  hear,  0  Peace,  tliy  welcome  lay 
llesouncliiig  tlu-ough  her  sunny  mountains. 


t 


HERE  S  THE  BOWER. 

Hkre  's  the  bower  she  loved  so  much, 

And  the  tree  she  planted  ; 
Here 's  the  hai-p  she  used  to  touch, — 

Oh  !  how  that  touch  enchanted  ! 
Roses  njw  unheeded  sigh. 

Where  's  the  hand  to  wreathe  them  ? 
Songs  aroimd  neglected  lie, 

Where  's  the  lip  to  breathe  them  ? 
Here  's  the  bower  slie  loved  so  much. 

And  the  tree  she  planted  ; 
Here  's  the  harp  she  used  to  touch, 

Oh  !  how  that  touch  enchanted ! 

Spring  may  bloom,  but  she  we  loved 

Ne'er  shall  I'eel  its  sweetness, 
Time  that  once  so  fleetly  moved. 

Now  hath  lost  its  fleetness. 
Years  were  days,  when  here  she  strayM, 

Days  were  moments  near  her. 
Heaven  ne'er  fonn'd  a  blighter  maid, 

Nor  pity  \\-ept  a  dearer ! 
Here 's  tlie  bower  she  loved  so  much, 

And  the  tree  she  planted ; 
Here 's  the  hai-p  she  used  to  touch, 

Oil !  how  tliat  tr.uch  enchanted  I 
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A  MELOLOGUE 

UPON 

NATIONAL    MUSIC. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

These  verses  were  wiitten  for  a  Benefit  at  the  Dublin 
Theatre,  and  were  spoken  by  Miss  Smith,  with  a  degree  of 
success,  which  the}^  owed  solely  to  her  admh-able  manner 
of  reciting  them.  I  wrote  them  in  haste,  and  it  very 
rarely  happens  that  poetry,  which  has  cost  but  httle  labour 
to  the  writer,  is  productive  of  any  great  pleasiu-e  to  the 
reader.  Under  this  impression,  I  should  not  have  pub- 
lished them,  if  they  had  not  found  their  way  into  some  ot 
the  newspapers,  \vith  such  an  addition  of  errors  to  their 
own  original  stock,  that  I  thought  it  but  fan-  to  limit  their 
responsibility  to  tliose  faults  alone  which  really  belong  to 
them. 

With  respect  to  the  title  which  I  have  invented  for  this 
Poem,  I  feel  even  more  than  the  scruples  of  the  Emperor 
Tiberius,  when  he  humbly  asked  pardon  of  the  Roman 
Senate  for  using  "  the  outlandish  term  Monopoly."  But 
the  truth  is,  having  ^^^■itten  the  Poem  with  the  sole  view  of 
ser^-ing  a  Benefit,  I  thought  that  an  unintelligible  word  of 
t'"is  kind  v.'ouJd  not  be  -nnthout  its  attraction  for  the  multi- 
tuue ;  with  whom,  "  If  'tis  not  sense,  at  least  'tis  Greek." 
To  some  of  my  readers,  however,  it  may  not  be  superfluous 
to  say,  that  by  "  Melologue  "  I  mean  that  mixtiu-e  of  reci- 
tation and  music,  wliich  is  frequently  adopted  in  the  per- 
formance of  CoUins's  Ode  on  the  Passions,  and  of  which 
the  most  strildng  example  I  can  remember,  is  the  prophetio 
spaech  of  Joad,  la  the  Atlialie  of  iUciue. 

T.  M. 
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MELOLOGUE  UPON  NATIONAL  MUSIC. 


i  INTRODUCTORY  MVSIG—IIaydn. 


There  breatlies  the  language,  kno-ivn  and  felt 
Far  as  the  pure  ah*  si)reads  its  living  zone, 
Wherever  rage  can  rouse,  or  pity  melt 

That  language  of  the  soul  is  felt  and  known. 
From  tliose  meridian  plains, 

(Whore  oft,  of  old,  on  some  liigh  tower, 
The  soft  Pei-uvian  pour'd  his  midnight  sti-ains, 

And  call'd  his  distant  love  with  such  sweet  powei 
That  when  she  henrd  the  lonely  lay. 
Not  worlds  could  keep  lier  from  his  anus  away  •) 

To  tlie  bleak  chmes  of  polar  iiight, 
Where,  beneath  a  sunless  sky. 
The  Lapland  lover  bids  his  reindeer  fly, 
And  sings  along  the  lengthening  waste  of  enow, 

As  blithe  as  if  the  blessed  hght 
Of  vernal  Phoebus  bum'd  upon  his  brow. 
O  Music  !  thy  celestial  claim 
Is  still  resistless,  still  the  same  ! 
And  faitliful  as  the  mighty  sea 

To  the  pale  star  that  o'er  its  realm  presidea, 
The  spell -bound  tides 
Of  human  passion  rise  and  fall  for  tliee  ! 


GREEK  AIR. 


List  !  'tis  a  Grecian  maid  that  singg, 
While  from  llissus'  silvery  springs 
She  di'aws  the  cool  lymph  in  her  gi-aceful  urn ; 

•  A  certain  Spaniard,  one  night  late,  met  an  Indian  woman  in  the  streets  of 
Coico,  and  wosld  have  taken  hnr  to  his  home,  but  she  cried  "  For  God's  sake, 
sir,  let  nie  jo  ;  for  that  pipe  uliich  you  hear  in  yotider  tower  calls  me  with 
preat  passKjii,  and  I  cannot  rufuse  tlie  summons;  for  love  constrains  me  to  go. 
that  1  may  lie  liis  wife  and  he  my  husband." — Garcilasso  dc  la  Vega,  in  Sii 
Vaul  Rycaut's  tranelatioa- 
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And  by  her  side,  in  music's  charm  dissolving, 
Some  patriot  youth,  the  glorious  past  revolving. 
Dreams  of  bright  days  that  never  can  retuiD  ; 

When  Athens  nursed  her  olive  bough 
With  hands,  by  tjTant  power  imchain'd, 

And  braided  for  the  Muse's  brow 
A  \\Teath,  by  tjTant  touch  unstain'd. 

"Wlien  hei'oes  trod  each  classic  field, 
Wliere  coward  feet  now  faintly  falter ; 

\Vlien  everj'  arm  was  Freedom's  shield, 
And  eveiy  heai-t  was  Freedom's  altar. 


FLOURISH  OF  TRUIMPET. 


Hark  !  'tis  the  sound  that  charms 
The  war-steed's  wakening  ears ! — 

Oh  !  many  a  motlier  folds  her  arms 
Roimd  her  boy-soldier,  when  that  call  she  lieara. 
And  though  her  fond  heart  sink  mth  fears, 
Is  proud  to  feel  his  yovmg  pulse  bound 
With  valoiu-'s  fervour  at  the  soimd  ! 
See !  from  lu's  native  hiUs  afar, 
The  rude  Helvetian  flies  to  war, 
Careless  for  what,  for  whom  he  fights, 
For  slave  or  despot,  wrongs  or  rights ; 

A  conqueror  oft — a  hero  never — 
Yet  lavish  of  his  life-blood  still. 
As  if  'twere  lilfe  liis  mountain  rill. 
And  gush'd  for  ever ! 
O  Music  !  here,  even  here, 
Amid  this  thoughtless  wild  career, 
Thy  soul-felt  chann  asserts  its  wondrous  power. 
There  is  an  air,  which  oft  among  the  rocks 
Of  his  own  loved  land,  at  evening  hour, 
la  heard  when  shepherds  homeward  pipe  their  flocks : 

Oh !  every  note  of  it  would  thrill  his  mmd 
With  tenderest  thoughts — would  brmg  aroimd  his  knees 
The  rosy  children  whom  he  left  beliind. 
And  fill  each  Little  angel  eye 
With  speaking  tears  that  ask  Irim  why 
He  wander'd  from  his  hut  for  scenes  like  these  ? 
Vain,  vain  is  then  the  ti'umpet's  brazen  roar. 
Sweet  notes  of  home — of  love — are  all  he  henra, 

And  Llie  stem  eyes,  that  look'd  for  blood  before, 
Now  melting  mom-nful  lose  tliemselves  in  tears ! 


^ 
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SWISS  AIR. 
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But  wake  the  hiimpet's  blast  again, 
And  rouse  the  raiJcs  of  warrior  men ! 

O  War !  when  Tinith  thy  aiTQ  employs, 
And  Freedom's  spirit  guides  the  luboimng  storta^ 
'Tis  then  thy  vengeance  takes  a  hallow'd  t'orii), 

And  like  heaven's  hghtning  sacredly  desti-oys ! 
Nor,  LIusic  !  tlirougb  thy  breathing  sphere, 
Lives  there  a  sound  more  grateful  to  the  ear 

Of  him  who  made  all  hai-mony, 
Than  the  blest  sound  of  fetters  breaking. 
And  the  fii^st  hymn  tliat  man,  awaking 

From  Slaverj-^'s  slumber,  breathes  to  Liberty ! 


SPANISH  AIR. 


Hark  !  from  Spain,  indignant  Spain, 
Biu-sts  the  bold  enthusiast  sti-ain, 
Like  morning's  music  on  the  air. 
And  seems  m  every  note  to  swear, 
By  Saragossa's  niin'd  streets, 

By  brave  Gerona's  deathful  story, 
That  wliile  one  Spaniard's  life-blood  beats. 

That  blood  shall  stam  the  Conqueror's  glory ! 

But  ah !  if  vain  the  patriot's  zeal. 
If  neither  valour's  force  nor  wisdom's  Light 

Can  break  or  melt  that  blood-cemented  seal. 
Which  shuts  so  close  the  book  of  Em-ope's  right- 

What  song  shall  then  in  sadness  tell 
Of  broken  pride,  of  prospects  shaded ; 

Of  biu'ied  hopes,  remember'd  well. 
Of  ardour  quench'd  and  honour  faded? 

What  muse  shall  mom-n  the  breatliless  brave. 
In  sweetest  dirge  at  memoiy's  shruie  ? 

"WHiat  harp  shall  sigh  o'er  Freedom's  grave  ? 
0  Erin  !  tliine  ! 


IRISH  kl^.—0ramacliret. 
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SACRED   SONGS. 


THOU  ART,  0  GOD 

Air —  Unknown? 

"TI".3  day  is  tliine,  the  night  also  is  thine  :  thou  hast  prepared  the  h'ljht  lod 
Ihe  siin.  Thou  hast  set  all  the  herders  of  the  earth  :  thou  hast  made  BUmmdr 
knd  winter."— Psalm  Ixxiv.  16, 17. 


Thou  art,  0  God  !  the  life  and  light 
Of  all  tliis  wondrous  world  we  see ; 

Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night, 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  Thee. 

Where'er  we  turn  thy  glories  shine, 

And  all  tilings  fair  and  bright  are  tiiiaa. 

IT. 

When  day,  with  farewell  beam,  delaya 
Among  the  opening  clouds  of  even, 

And  v/e  can  ahnost  think  wo  gaze 
Through  golden  -vastas  into  heaven  , 

Those  hues,  that  make  the  sun's  decliue 

So  soft,  so  radiant,  Lord  !  are  thine. 

III. 

Wlien  night,  mth  wings  of  starrj-  gloom, 
O'ershadows  all  the  earth  and  skies, 

J-'j^ke  some  dark,  beauteous  bu'd,  whose  plume 
Is  sparkhng  with  unnmnber'd  eyes  : — 

That  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  divine. 

So  gi'and,  so  countless,  Lord  !  are  tlrine. 


'  1  have  heard  (hat  this  air  is  by  tlie  late  l^Irs.  Sheridan.     It  is  s;ii;g  to  ths 
bssiitiful  old  wwd«,  "  J  do  confess  tboii'rt  smooth  and  fair." 
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rv, 

Wlien  youthful  s-priug  around  us  breathea, 

Thy  spirit  wanus  her  fragrant  sigh ; 
And  every  flower  the  summer  wreathes 

Is  bom  beneath  that  kindling  eye. 
Wlicre'er  we  turn  tliy  glories  shine, 
And  all  thuigs  fiiii-  and  bright  are  tliine. 


THIS  WORLD  IS  ALL  A  FLEETING  SHO^^ 
Air — Stevenson. 

I. 

This  world  is  all  a  fleeting  show 

For  man's  illusion  given  ; 
The  smiles  of  joy,  the  teai-s  of  woe, 
Deceitful  shine,  deceitful  flow, — 

There 's  nothing  true  but  Heaven! 


And  false  the  light  on  glory's  plume, 

As  fading  hues  of  even ; 
And  Love,'  and  Hope,  and  Beauty's  bloom. 
Ai-c  blossoms  gather'd  for  the  tomb, — 

There  's  nothing  bright  but  Heaven ! 

III. 

Poor  wanderers  of  a  stormy  day. 

From  wave  to  wave  we're  driven, 
And  fancy's  flash  and  reason's  ray 
Sei-\'e  but  to  light  the  troubled  way, — 
There  's  notliing  cahn  but  Heaven ! 


FALL'N  IS  THY  THRONK 

Am — Martini. 

I. 

Fall'n  is  tliy  tkrone,  O  Israel ! 

Silence  is  o'er  thy  plains ; 
Thy  dwellings  all  he  desolate, 

Thy  cliildi-en  weep  in  chains. 


^^ — ^^ 8q)H 
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Wliere  are  the  dews  that  fed  thee 

On  Etham's  barren  shore  ? 
That  fire  from  heaven  wliich  led  thee, 

Now  lights  thy  path  no  more. 


II. 

Lord !  thou  didst  love  Jerusalem ; — 

Once,  she  was  all  thy  O'mi ; 
Her  love  thy  faii-est  heritage,* 

Her  power  thy  glory's  tlrrone,' 
Till  evU  came,  and  blighted 

Thy  loug-loved  ohve-ti-ee  i"' — 
And  Salem's  shrines  were  Ughted 

For  other  gods  than  Thee  ! 


III. 

Then  sunk  tlie  star  of  Solyma  ; — 

Then  pass'd  her  glory's  day, 
Like  heath  that,  in  the  wilderness* 

The  wild  wind  whu-ls  away. 
Silent  and  waste  her  bowers, 

\Vhere  once  the  mighty  trod. 
And  Slink  those  guilty  towers, 

Wliere  Baal  leigu'd  as  God ! 


IV. 

"  Go," — said  tlie  Lord — "  ye  conqiierura ! 

Steep  in  her  blood  yoiu'  sword.s. 
And  raze  to  earth  her  battlements,* 

For  they  are  not  the  Lord's  ! 
Till  Zion's  moimiful  daughter 

O'er  kindred  bones  shall  tread, 
And  Hinnom's  vale  of  slaughter  ^ 

Shall  liide  but  hall"  her  dead  1 " 


I  "I  have  left  mine  heritage;  I  have  given  tlie  dearly  beloved  of  «y  soal 
Into  the  hands  of  her  enemies." — Jer.  xii.  7. 

»  "  Do  not  disgrace  the  throne  of  tliy  glory."— Jer.  xiv.  21. 

8  "  The  Lord  called  thy  name,  A  greeu  olive-tree,  fair,  and  of  goodly  fruit," 
&.C. — Jer.  xi.  1(5. 

<  "  For  he  sluiU  be  like  the  henth  in  the  desert.'' — Jer.  xrii.  fi. 

•  "Take  away  her  battlements;  for  they  arc  not  the  Lord's." — Jer.  v.  10. 

8  "Therefore,  buhold,  the  liays  come,  saith  tlie  Lord,  that  it  shall  no  more  be 
called  Topliet,  nor  the  valley  of  the  son  of  Hinnom,  but  the  Valley  of  Slaugh- 
ter; for  they  shall  bury  in  tophet,  till  there  be  no  place."— Jer.  vii.  33- 
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WHO  IS  THE  MAID?« 

Am — Beethoven. 


Who  is  the  maid  my  spiiit  seeks. 

Through  cold  reproof  and  slander's  blight 
Has  she  Love's  roses  on  her  cheeks  ? 

Is  hers  an  eye  of  this  world's  light? 
No,  wan  and  sunk  with  midnight  prayer 

Ai-e  the  pale  looks  of  her  I  love  ; 
Or  if,  at  times,  a  light  be  there, 

Its  beam  is  kindled  from  above. 


II. 

I  chose  not  her,  my  soul's  elect, 

From  tliose  who  seek  their  ^laker's  slirino 
In  gems  and  garlands  proudly  deck'd. 

As  if  themselves  were  tilings  divine ! 
No — Heaven  but  fatntl}'  warms  the  breast, 

That  beats  beneath  a  broider'd  veil ; 
And  she,  v.iio  comes  in  glittering  vest 

To  mom-n  her  frailty,  still  is  frail.''' 


ni. 

Not  so  the  faded  form  I  prize 

Aiid  love,  because  its  bloom  is  gone ; 
The  glory  in  those  sainted  eyes 

Is  all  the  gi-ace  her  brow  puts  on. 
And  ne'er  was  Beauty's  da^^•n  so  bright, 

So  touching  as  tliat  form's  decay, 
Wliich,  like  the  altar's  trcmbhng  Uglit, 

In  holy  lustre  wastes  away  ! 


'  These  lines  were  suggested  by  a  passage  in  St.  Jerome's  reply  to  som* 
ralumnious  remarks  tliatliad  bien  circulated  upon  his  intiini.ry  with  the  Matron 
Paula: — "Xuiiiquid  roe  vestcs  serieae,  niteiites  gtranine,  [lictH  facies,  aut  auri 
rapuit  anibitio?  Nulla  fuit  alia  Ronise  niatroiiarum,  quK  nieam  possit  edcmaro 
nieutem,  nisi  lugens  atque  jcjuiians,  fletu  pens  tiecata." — Epist.  "Si  tibi 
puiera." 

2  Ov  yiif  ^xKTo^psuv  rnv  Scuwvovff^y  4?(.— Chrysost.  Homil.  8,  in  fipigj. 
sdTiai 
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THE  BIRD  LET  LOOSE. 

Am — Beetlw  ven. 

I. 

TtiE  bii-d,  1st  loose  in  Eastern  skies,' 

When  hastening  fondly  home, 
Ne'er  stooi^s  to  earth  her  wing,  nor  fliea 

Where  idle  warblers  roam. 
But  high  she  shoots  through  aii-  and  light 

Above  all  low  delay, 
"Where  notliing  eai-thly  bounds  her  Hight, 

Nor  shadow  dims  her  way. 

II. 

So  gi'ant  me,  God,  from  eveiy  care, 

And  stain  of  passion  fi'ee, 
Aloft,  through  vii'tue's  purer  air, 

To  hold  my  coiu'se  to  Thee  ! 
No  sin  to  cloud — no  liu'e  to  stay 

My  soul,  as  home  she  springs  ; — 
Thy  sunshine  on  her  joyful  way, 

Thy  freedom  in  her  -wings ! 


0  THOU  WHO  DRYST  THE  MOURNER'S 
TEAR ! 

Air — Haydn. 

"He  healeth  the  broken  in  Leart,  and  bindeth  up  their  tcouiuIs." 

Psalm  cilvli.  & 

I, 

0  Thou  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  tear ! 

How  dark  tliis  world  would  be, 
If.  when  deceived  and  wounded  here. 

We  could  not  fly  to  Thee. 
The  friends,  vrho  iu  oiu*  sunsliine  live, 

When  winter  comes  are  flown; 
Aud  he,  who  has  but  tears  to  give, 

Must  weep  those  teai's  alone. 
But  Thou  -vvolt  heal  that  broken  heart. 

Which,  like  the  plauts  that  throw 
Then*  fi-agrance  fi.-om  the  wounded  part, 

Breathes  sweetness  out  of  woe. 

The  carrier  pigeon,  it  is  well  known,  flies  at  an  elevated  pitch,  in  order  ta 
lormouot  every  obstacle  between  her  and  the  place  to  which  she  is  destined- 
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SAC/^ED  SO  yes. 

II. 

\Mien  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers. 

And  e'en  the  hope  tliat  threw 
A  moment's  sparkle  o'er  our  tears, 

Is  (liinm'd  and  vanish'd  too  ! 
Oh  !  who  woidd  bear  life's  stormy  doom. 

Did  not  thy  wiiig  of  love 
Come,  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom 

Om-  peace-branch  fi-om  above  ? 
Then  sorrow,  touch'd  by  Thee,  grows  bright 

With  more  than  rapture's  ray  ; 
As  darloiess  shows  us  worlds  of  light 

We  never  saw  by  day  ! 


^ 


WEEP  NOT  FOR  THOSE. 

Air — Avison. 

I. 

Weep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb 

In  life's  happy  laoiniiig  hath  hid  from  oiu-  eyes 
Ere  sin  tlu-ew  a  bUght  o'er  the  spuit's  young  bloom 

Or  earth  had  profaned  what  was  born  for  tlie  skies 
Death  chill'd  the  fail-  foimtain,  ere  sorrow  had  stain'd  it 

Iwas  frozen  m  all  the  pure  light  of  its  course, 
An^  but  sleeps,  tiU  tJie  siuisliine  of  heaven  has  imchain'd  it, 

To  water  tliat  Eden,  where  tirst  was  its  som-ce' 
Weep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb 

In  life's  ]iapi)y  morning  hatli  liid  from  oiu-  eyes 
Ere  sm  tlu-ew  a  blight  o'er  tlie  spii-it's  yoimg  bloom, 

Or  eai-tli  had  profaned  what  was  born  for  tlie  skies, 

II. 

Moui-n  not  for  her,  the  yoiuig  bride  of  the  vale,> 
^  Our  gayest  and  loveliest,  lost  to  us  now ; 
Ere  life's  eai-ly  lusfa-e  had  time  to  grow  pale 
And  the  gai-land  of  love  was  yet  fresh  on  her  brow  ; 

•  This  second  verse,  ivMeh  I  wTote  losig  aflcr  the  first,  alludes  to  the  fate  of 
a  very  lovely  and  amiable  girl,  the  daughter  of  the  late  Colonel  l!aiiibri-"e 
who  was  married  in  As^ibourue  CJiurch,  October  31,  1815,  and  died  of  a  fevxr 
lu  a  few  weeks  after^  The  sound  of  her  marriage-beUs  seemed  scarcely  out  of 
our  ears,  when  we  heard  of  her  death.  During  her  last  delirium,  she  san- 
several  hymns  m  a  voice  even  clearer  and  swteter  than  usual,  and  among  them 

WHf.rn"x"'"/''f  K!"'=°°^  collection  (particularly  "There's  nothing  Irigl.t 
but  Heaven  ),  which  this  very  interesting  -in  had  often  heard  during  the  »um- 
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Oh !  then  was  her  moment,  dear  spmt,  for  flying 

From  this  gloom\' world,  while  its  gloom  was  imknown; — 
And  the  wild  hynms  she  warbled  so  sweetlj-,  in  dying, 

Were  echo'd  in  heaven  by  hps  like  her  own  ! 
Weep  not  for  her, — in  her  sprmg-Ume  she  Hew 

To  that  land  where  the  -wings  of  the  soid  are  itnfiu'l'd, 
And  now,  like  a  star  beyond  evening's  cold  dew. 

Looks  radiantly  down  on  the  tears  of  tiiis  world. 


THE  TURF  SHALL  BE  MY  FRAGRANT  SHRINK 
^  Air — Stevenson. 


The  tnrf  shall  be  my  fragrant  slirine ; 
My  temple,  Lord  !  that  arch  of  tliine ; 
My  censer's  breatli  the  mountain  aii'S, 
And  silent  thoughts  my  only  prayers.' 

II. 

My  choir  shall  be  the  mooiihght  waves, 
When  mm'miuing  homeward  to  tliek  caves, 
Or  when  the  stillness  of  the  sea. 
E'en  more  than  music,  breathes  of  Thee  ! 

in. 

I'll  seek,  by  day,  some  glade  unknown. 
All  Ught  and  silence,  hke  thy  Throne  ! 
And  the  pale  stars  shall  be,  at  night, 
The  only  eyes  that  watch  my  rite. 

IV. 

Thy  heaven,  on  which  'tis  bhss  to  look, 
Shall  bo  my  piu'e  and  shining  book, 
Where  I  shall  read,  in  words  of  fl;ime, 
The  glories  of  thy  wondi'ous  name. 

V. 

I'U  read  thy  anger  in  the  rack 

That  clouds  awhile  tlie  da3'-bcam's  track; 

Thy  mercy  in  the  azure  hue 

Of  sunny  brightness,  breaking  through  f 

*  Fii  oiant  tacitA. 
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VI. 

There's  notliing  brioht,  above,  below,  > 

From  flo'^\'ers  tluit  bloom  to  stars  that  glow 
But  in  its  light  my  soul  can  see 
Some  leatiu-e  of  tJiy  deity ! 

VII. 

There 's  nothmg  dark,  belo^v,  above, 
But  in  its  gloom  I  trace  thy  love, 
And  meelily  wait  that  moment,  when 
Thy  touch  shall  tiu-n  all  bright  again ! 


SOUND  THE  LOUD  TIMBREL. 

mikum's  song. 
Air — Avison} 

"Aud  Miriam  the  prophetess,  tlie  sister  of  Aaron,  took  a  timbrel  in  her 
hand  ;  and  all  the  women  went  out  after  her  with  timbrels  and  with  dancei." 
— Exod.  XV.  20. 

I. 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea! 

Jehovah  has  tiiumph'd — his  people  are  free. 

Sing — for  the  pride  of  the  tyrant  is  broken,  i 

His  chariots,  his  horsemen,  all  splendid  and  brave, 
How  vain  was  their  boasting ! — the  Lord  hatli  but  spoken, 

And  chariots  and  horsemen  are  sunk  in  tlie  Avave. 
Somid  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egj'pt's  dark  sea ! 
Jehovah  has  trimnph'd — his  people  are  free. 

II. 

Praise  to  the  Conqueror,  praise  to  the  Lord, 

His  word  was  om-  arrow,  his  breath  was  om*  sword ! — 

"Who  shall  retm-n  to  tell  Eg}^^!  the  story 

Of  those  she  sent  forth  ia  the  hour  of  her  pride  ? 
For  the  Lord  hath  look'd  out  from  his  pillar  of  glory,' 

xind  all  her  brave  thousands  are  dash'd  in  the  tide. 
Sound  the  loud  tunbrel  o'er  Egj^^t's  dark  sea ! 
Jehovah  has  tiiumph'd,  his  people  are  free. 

'  I  have  80  altered  the  character  of  tliis  air,  which  is  from  the  tiegiiining  of 
one  of  .Avison's  old-fashiomd  cDiiccrtos,  that,  without  this  acknowledgmeat,  it 
could  hardly,  1  thiuk,  be  recof^uised. 

«  "Aud  it  came  to  jiass,  tliul  in  the  morning  watch,  the  Lord  looked  iinto  the 
host  of  the  Ej;y|)tiau3  through  the  pillar  of  firs  and  of  the  cloud,  and  troubled 
the  host  of  the  Egyptians." — Ezod.  xiv.  24. 
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"  How  vain  was  theii  boasting  !  tlie  Lorii  hatli  but  spoken. 
And  chariots  and  liorsemen  are  sunk  in  tlie  wave." — P.  272. 
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GO,  LET  ME  WEEP. 

Am — Stevenson. 


Go,  let  mo  weep !  there 's  bliss  iii  tears, 

When  he,  who  sheds  them,  inly  feels 
Some  Ungeriug  stam  of  early  years 

Effaced  by  every  di'op  that  steals. 
The  fruitless  showers  of  Avorldly  woe 

Fall  dark  to  earth,  and  never  lise ; 
While  tears,  that  from  repentance  flow, 

In  bright  exlialement  reach  the  sides. 
Go,  let  me  vreep  !  there 's  bhss  in  tears, 

When  he,  who  sheds  them,  inly  feels 
Some  lingermg  stam  of  early  years 

Effaced  by  every  drop  that  steals. 

II. 

Leave  me  to  sigh  o'er  liom-s  that  flew 

More  idly  than  the  summer's  wind. 
And,  while  tliey  pass'd,  a  fi-agrance  threw, 

But  left  no  trace  of  svv^eets  behind. — 
The  wannest  sigh  that  pleasm-e  heaves 

Is  cold,  is  faint,  to  those  that  swell 
The  heart,  where  pure  repentance  grievea 

O'er  hours  of  pleasm-e,  loved  too  well ! 
Leave  me  to  sigh  o'er  days  that  ilew 

More  idly  than  the  sunnner's  wind. 
And,  while  they  pass'd,  a  fragrance  threWj 

But  left  no  trace  of  sweets  beliind. 


COME  NOT,  0  LORD! 
Air — Haijdn. 


Come  not,  0  Lord  !  in  the  dread  robe  of  splendour 
Thou  wor'st  on  the  Moimt,  in  the  day  of  tldnc  ire. 

Come  veil'd  iai  those  shadows,  deep,  awful,  but  tender, 
Which  Mercy  flings  over  tl^y  featm'es  of  fire ! 
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II. 

Lord !  Thou  rememberest  the  night,  when  thy  nation* 
Stood  fronting  lier  foe  by  the  red-roUing  stream ; 

On  Eg^'pt*  thy  pillai-  froAMi'd  dark  desohition, 
^Ylliie  Israel  bask'd  all  tlie  night  in  its  beam. 

III. 

So,  when  the  dread  clouds  of  anger  enfold  Thee, 
From  us,  in  thy  mercy,  the  dai"k  side  remove ; 

^\^lile  shrouded  in  terrors  the  guilty  behold  Thee, 
Oh !  turn  upon  us  the  mild  light  of  thy  love  ! 


"WERE  NOT  THE  SINFUL  MARY'S  TEARS. 
Air — Stevenson. 

I. 

Were  not  the  sinful  Mary's  tears 

An  offeilng  worthy  Heaven, 
When  0  er  the  faults  of  former  years 

She  wept — and  was  forgiven  ? 

II. 

When,  brmging  every  balmy  sweet 

Her  day  of  luxury  stored, 
She  o'er  her  Savioiu-'s  hallow'd  feet 

The  precious  perfume  pom-'d  ; — 

ITI. 

And  wiped  them  ^^ith  thafesgolden  hair, 

"Wliei'e  once  the  diamond  shone. 
Though  now  those  gems  of  grief  were  there 

Wliich  shine  for  God  alone  ! 

IV. 

Were  not  those  sweets,  so  humbly  shed, — 

That  hair, — those  weeping  eyes, — 
And  the  smile  heart,  that  inly  bled. — 

Heaven's  noblest  sacrifice  ? 

>  "Ana  it  came  between  the  carae  of  the  Egyptians  and  the  camp  of  Israel  j 
tnd  it  was  a  cloud  and  darkness  to  them,  but  it  gave  light  by  niglit  to  tliese." 
— Exod.  xiv.  20.  My  application  of  this  priss;ige  is  borrowed  from  soiue  late 
prose  writer,  whose  name  I  am  ungrateful  enough  to  forget. 

»  Instead  (if  "On  Es;vpt"hcve,  il  will  suit  the  music  better  to  sing  "On 
these ; "  and  in  the  tliird  line  of  the  next  verse,  "  ^YIlilc  shrouded"  may,  witil 

-B  same  view,  ])e  altered  to  "  While  wrapped." 
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Thou,  that  hast  slept  in  error  s  sleep, 
Oh !  woiildst  tliou  wake  in  heaven, 

Like  Mary  kneel,  Uke  JMary  weep, 
"Love  much,"' — and  he  forgiven  ! 


AS  D0^^^  IN  THE  SUNLESS  RETREATS. 
Air — Haydn. 


As  down  in  the  sunless  retreats  of  the  ocean, 

Sweet  flowers  are  springing  no  mortal  can  see, 
So,  deep  in  my  soul  the  still  prayer  of  devotion, 
Unlieard  by  the  world,  rises  silent  to  Thee ; 
My  God  !  silent  to  Thee ; 
Pure,  warm,  silent  to  Thee. — 
So,  deep  m  my  soul  the  stUl  praj'er  of  devotion, 
Unheaxd  by  the  world,  rises  silent  to  Thee  ! 

II. 

As  still,  to  the  Star  of  its  Worsliip,  though  clouded, 

The  needle  x^oints  faithfidJy  o'er  tlie  dim  sea. 
So,  dark  as  I  roam,  in  tliis  -udntry  world  shrouded, 
The  hope  of  my  spirit  timis  trembling  to  Thee ; 
My  God !  trembhng  to  Thet; ; 
True,  fond,  ti-emhhng  to  Tliee ! — 
So,  dark  as  I  roam,  in  tliis  \\intry  world  shrouded, 
The  hope  of  niy  spuit  turns  trembling  to  Thee  ! 


BUT  WHO  SH^y:.L  SEE. 
Ajr — Stevenson, 


But  wlio  shall  see  the  glorious  day, 
When,  throned  on  Zion's  brow. 

The  Lord  shall  rend  that  veil  away. 
Which  liides  the  nations  now '?  * 


'  "lltv  sins,  wliich  are  many,  are  forgiven;  for  slie  loved  much. "—St.  Lukt 
fii.  47. 

'  ''  And  lie  will  destroy  in  tliis  mountain  the  face  of  the  covering  cast  ovei 
»11  people,  and  the  vail  that  is  spread  over  all  nations."— Isaiah  .'ixv.  7. 
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Wlicn  caiih  no  more  l)cncath  the  fear 

Of  His  rebuke  shall  he  ; ' 
When  pain  shall  cease,  and  every  tear 

Be  wiped  from  every  eye  \^ 


IT. 

Then,  Judah !  thou  no  more  shalt  mourn 

Beneath  i\\&  heathen's  chain ; 
Thy  days  of  splendour  sliall  return, 

And  all  be  new  again."'' — 
The  Fount  of  Life  shall  then  be  quaff'd, 

In  peace,  by  all  Avho  come  * 
And  every  wind  that  blows  shall  waft 

Some  long-lost  exile  home ! 


ALMIGHTY  GOD. 

CHORUS   OF  PRIESTS. 

Air — Mozart. 


Almighty  God !  when  round  thy  shruio 
The  palm-tree's  heavenly  branch  we  twine,* 
(Emblem  of  life's  eternal  ray, 
And  love  that  "  fadeth  not  away") : — 
We  bless  the  flowers,  expanded  dl,* 
We  bless  the  leaves  that  never  fall, 
And  trembUng  say,—"  In  Eden  thus 
The  Tree  of  Life  may  flower  for  us ! " 


•  "Tlie  relnike  of  liis  people  shall  he  take  away  from  off  all  tlie  earth."-- 
Isaiah  XXV.  8. 

»  "  And  Goil  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  tlieu-  eyes;  neither  shall  there  ba 
any  more  pain." — Rev.  xxi.  4. 

3  "And  he  that  sat  upon  the  throne  said,  Behold,  I  make  all  things  new." 

Rev.  xxi.  5. 

4  "And  whosoever  will,  let  him  take  the  water  of  life  freely." — Rev.  xxii.  17. 
6  "The  Scriptures  Laving  declared  that  the  Temple  of  Jerusalem  was  a  type 

of  the  Messiah,  it  is  natural  to  conelude  that  the  Palms,  which  made  so  con- 
Bi)icuoug  a  fi;.;ure  in  that  structure,  represented  ihat  Life  and  linmortalily 
which  were  hrou^ht  to  lif,'ht  by  tlie  gospel." — Observations  on  the  Palm  as  a 
Sacred  Kmblcni,  by  W.  Ti^he. 

•  "  And  lie  carved  all  the  walls  of  the  house  round  about  with  carved  figurei 
of  cherubinis  and  palm-trees  and  open  flowers."—!  Kings  vi,  ?8. 
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When  round  tliy  cherubs,  smiling  cahn 
Without  theu-  llames,>  we  wreatlie  the  pabn, 
O  God !  wo  fee]  the  emblem  true, — 
Thy  mercy  is  eternal  too  ! 
Those  cherubs,  with  theu'  smUing  ej^es, 
That  crown  of  pahn  which  never  dies, 
Are  but  tlie  types  of  Thee,  above, — 
Eternal  Life  and  Peace  and  Love ! 


O  FAIR!— 0  PUREST! 

SAINT   AUGUSTINE    TO    HIS    SISTER* 

Am — Moore. 
I. 

O  FAIR  !  O  pm-est !  be  thou  the  dove. 
That  flies  alone  to  some  sumiy  grove : 
And  lives  unseen,  and  bathes  her  wing, 
All  vestal  -wliite,  in  the  hmpid  spring. 
There,  if  the  hovermg  hawk  be  near, 
That  limpid  sprmg  in  its  mirror  clear 
Reflects  1dm,  ere  he  can  reach  liis  prey, 
And  warns  the  timorous  bird  away. 
Oh !  be  like  this  dove  ; 
O  fail- !  0  pm-est !  be  hke  tliis  dove. 

I!. 

The  sacred  pages  of  God's  own  Book 
Shall  be  the  spring,  the  eternal  brook, 
In  whose  lioly  mm-or,  night  and  day, 
Thou  wilt  study  heaven's  reflected  ray : — 
And  should  the  foes  of  virtue  dare. 
With  gloomy  wing  to  seek  thee  there. 
Thou  wilt  see  how  dark  theu-  shadows  lie 
Between  heaven  and  thee,  and  trembling  fly!  • 
Oh !  be  like  the  dove  ; 
0  fair !  O  piurest !  be  like  the  dove. 

'  '•'VVhon  tlie  passover  of  the  tabernacles  was  revealed  to  the  great  lawgiver 
in  the  Mount,  then  the  cherubic  images  which  appeared  in  that  structure  were 
no  longer  surrounded  by  fin mes  i  for  the  tabernacle  was  a  type  of  the  dispen- 
sation of  mercy  by  wliich  Jeliovah  confirmed  his  gracious  coM'naut  to  redeem 
mankind."  -Observations  on  the  Pahn. 

»  In  St.  .\ugustine's  treatise  upon  the  advantages  of  a  solitary  life,  acldressed 
to  his  sister,  there  is  the  following  fanciful  ijassase,  from  which  die  reader  will 
perceive  the  thouj;ht  of  this  song  was  taken: — "  Te,  soror,  nuTiqua-m  volo  esse 
securam,  sed  tiniere  semperque  tuam  fragilitateni  habere  suspcctam,  ad  instar 
pavidae  columbte  freqnenlare  vivos  aquanini  ct  quasi  in  specvilo  aciipitris  cer- 
nere  supervolantis  efiiL;iem  et  c  ivcre.  Hivi  aquaruiii  sentcntia  sniit  scriptu- 
raruni.qna  de  limpidissimo  sapientise  fonte  •irofiuenteB," &c.,  &c. — De  Vit.  Ere- 
mit.  ad  Sororcm. 
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In  the  eleventh  j-ear  of  the  reign  of  Amauigzehe,  Abdalla, 
King  of  the  Lesser  Bucliaria,  a  hneal  desccndaut  from  the 
Great  Zingis,  liaving  abdicated  the  throne  in  favour  of  hi3 
son,  set  out  on  a  pilgiimagc  to  the  Slu'ine  of  the  Prophet ; 
and,  passing  into  India  tlirougli  the  delightful  valley  of 
Caslnnere,  rested  for  a  short  time  at  Delhi  on  Ids  way.  He 
was  entertained  by  Aurungzebe  in  a  style  of  magniiicent 
hospitahty,  worthy  ahke  of  the  visitor  and  the  host,  and 
was  afterwards  escorted  with  tlie  same  splendour  to  Siu'at, 
where  he  embarked  for  Arabia.  During  the  stay  of  the 
Royal  Pilgiira  at  Delhi,  a  mamage  was  agi-eed  upon  be- 
tween the  Prince,  his  son,  and  tlie  youngest  daughter  of  the 
Emperor,  Lalla  Kookh ; ' — a  princess  described  by  the 
poets  of  her  time,  as  more  beautiful  than  Leila,  Sluiiue, 
Dewilde,  cr  any  of  those  heroines  ^\•hose  names  and  loves 
embellish  the  songs  of  Persia  and  Hindostan.  It  was  in- 
tended that  the  nuptials  should  be  celebrated  at  Cashmere ; 
where  the  young  King,  as  soon  as  tlie  cares  of  empire 
would  peimit,  was  to  meet,  for  the  first  time,  Ms  lovely 
bride,  and,  after  a  few  months'  repose  in  that  enchanting 
valley,  conduct  her  over  the  snowy  hills  into  Bucliaria. 
The  day  of  Lalla  Piooldi's  departure  from  Dellii  was  as 
splendid  as  sunsliine  and  pageantry  could  make  it.  The 
bazaars  and  baths  were  aU  covered  •\\ith  the  richest  tapes- 
try ;  hundreds  of  gUded  barces  upon  the  Jumna  floated 
with  their  banners  shining  in  the  water ;  wliile  tlu-ough  tlie 
sti-eets  gi-oups  of  beautiful  children  went  strewing  the  most 
dehcious  flowers  around,  as  in  that  Persian  festival  called 
the  Scattering  of  the  Hoses  j'''  tiU  every  pai-t  of  the  city 
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was  as  fragrant  as  if  a  caravan  of  musk  from  Kliotcn  had 
passed  through  it.  The  Princess,  lia^ong  taken  leave  of 
her  kind  fatlier,  who  at  parting  hung  a  cornehan  of  Yemen 
roimd  her  neck,  on  which  was  inscribed  a  verse  from  tlie 
Koran, — and  having  sent  a  considerable  present  to  the 
Faldi-s,  who  kept  up  the  Perpetual  Lamp  in  her  sister's 
tomb,  meeldy  ascended  the  palankeen  prepared  for  her ; 
and,  while  Aurungzebe  stood  to  take  a  last  look  fi'om  his 
balcony,  the  procession  moved  slowly  on  the  road  to 
Lahore. 

Seldom  had  the  eastern  world  seen  a  cavalcade  so  superb. 
From  the  gardens  in  the  suburbs  to  the  imperial  palace,  it 
was  one  unbroken  line  of  splendom*.  The  gallant  appear- 
ance of  the  Rajas  and  Mogid  lords,  distinguished  by  those 
insignia  of  the  Emperor's  favour,  the  feathers  of  the  egi-et 
of  Cashmere  m  tlicir  turbans,  and  the  small  silver-runmed 
kettle-drums  at  the  bows  of  then'  saddles; — the  costly 
armour  of  then*  cavaliers,  who  vied,  on  tlais  occasion,  ^\itl^ 
the  guards  of  the  gi-eat  Keder  Ivlian,  in  the  brightness  of 
tlieir  silver  battle-axes  and  the  massiness  of  tlieu*  maces  of 
gold ; — tlie  glitteiiiig  of  the  gilt  pine-apples  on  the  tops  of 
the  palanl<eens ;— the  embroidered  trappings  of  the  ele- 
phants, bearing  on  then-  backs  small  turrets,  in  the  shajie 
of  little  antique  temples,  within  which  tlie  ladies  of  Lalla 
Rooldi  lay,  as  it  were,  enshrined ; — the  rose-coloured  veils 
of  tlie  Princess's  o■\^^^  sumptuous  Utter,  at  the  front  of  wliich 
a  fan-  }"oung  female  slave  sat  fannuag  her  through  the  cur- 
tains, \A\X\  feathers  of  the  Argus  pheasant's  wing ;  and  tlie 
lovely  troop  of  Tartarian  and  Cashmerian  maids  of  honour, 
whom  the  young  I^ig  had  sent  to  accompany  liis  bride, 
and  who  rode  on  each  side  of  the  litter,  upon  small  Ara- 
bian horses; — aU  was  brilliant,  tasteful,  and  magnificent, 
and  pleased  even  the  critical  and  fastidious  Fadladeen, 
Great  Nazu*  or  Chamberlain  of  the  Hai'am,  who  was  borna 
in  his  palankeen,  immediately  after  the  Princess,  and 
considered  liimseK  not  the  least  important  personage  of 
the  pageant. 

Fadladeen  was  a  judge  of  everytliing, — from  the  pen- 
cilling of  a  Ckcassian's  eyehds  to  the  deepest  questions  of 
science  and  Uteratm'e ;  fi'om  the  mixture  of  a  conseiwa  of 
rose-leaves  to  the  composition  of  an  epic  poem :  and  such 
influence  had  liis  opuiion  upon  the  various  tastes  of  the 
day,  that  all  the  cooks  and  poets  of  Dellii  stood  in  awe  of 
him.  His  poHtical  conduct  and  opinions  wore  foimded 
upon  that  line  of  Sadi. — "  Should  the  Prince  at  noon-day 
say,  '  It  is  night,'  declare  that  you  behold  the  moon  and 
stars."     And  his  zeal  for  religion,  of  wliich  Am'ungzebe 
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was  a  munificent  protector,  was  about  as  disinterested  aa 
that  of  the  goldsmith  who  fell  in  love  with  the  diamond 
eyes  of  the  idol  of  Jaghernaut. 

During  the  first  days  of  then."  joimiey,  Lalla  Rookh, 
who  had  passed  all  her  life  -Hithin  the  shadow  of  the  Koyal 
Gardens  of  Dellii,  f*)und  enough  in  the  beauty  of  the  scenery 
through  wliich  tliey  passed  to  interest  her  nrind  and  delight 
her  imagination ;  and  when,  at  evening  or  in  the  heat 
of  the  day,  they  tiu-ned  off  from  the  liigh  road  to  those 
retired  and  romantic  places  which  had  been  selected  for  her 
encampments, — sometimes  on  the  banks  of  a  small  rivulet, 
as  clear  as  the  waters  of  the  Lake  of  Pearl;  somotunes 
imdcr  the  sacred  shade  of  a  banyan  tree,  from  which  the 
view  opened  upon  a  glade  covered  with  antelopes ;  and 
often  in  those  hidden,  embowered  spots,  described  by  one 
from  the  Isles  of  the  West,  as  "places  of  melancholy,  de- 
light, and  safety,  where  all  the  company  around  was  wild 
peacocks  and  tm-tle-doves ;" — she  felt  a  chann  in  these 
scenes,  so  lovely  and  so  new  to  lier,  wlucli,  for  a  time, 
made  her  indifl'erent  to  every  other  amiisement.  But 
Lalla  Rookh  Avas  yoiuig,  and  the  young  love  variety ;  nor 
could  the  conversation  of  her  Ladies  and  the  Great  Cham- 
berlain, Fadladeen  (the  only  persons,  of  course,  admitted 
to  her  pavilion),  sufficiently  enliven  those  many  vacant 
liours,  which  were  devoted  neither  to  the  pillow  nor  the 
palarJvcen.  There  was  a  little  Persian  slave  who  sung 
sweetly  to  the  Vina,  and  who,  now  and  then,  lulled  the 
Princess  to  sleep  with  tlie  ancient  ditties  of  her  country, 
about  the  loves  of  Wamak  and  Ezra,  the  fair-haii"ed  Zal 
and  his  mistress  Piodahvcr  ;  not  forgetting  the  combat  of 
Kustam  with  the  terrible  "White  Demon.  At  other  times 
she  was  amused  by  those  graceful  dancing  girls  of  Delhi, 
who  had  been  permitted  %  the  Brahmins  of  the  Gi'eat 
Pagoda  to  attend  her,  much  to  the  horror  of  the  good 
Mussulman  Fadladeen,  who  could  see  notliing  gi-aceful  or 
agi-eeable  in  idolaters,  and  to  whom  the  very  tinlding  of 
their  golden  anklets  was  an  abomination. 

But  tliese  and  many  other  diversions  were  repeated  till 
thej^  lost  aU  theu'  charm,  and  the  nights  and  noon-days  were 
beginnmg  to  move  lieavily,  when,  at  length,  it  was  recol- 
lected that,  among  the  attendants  sent  by  the  bridegi'oom, 
uas  a  yoimg  poet  of  Cashmere,  much  celebrated  tlirough- 
out  the  valley  for  liis  manner  of  reciting  the  stories  of  the 
East,  on  whom  his  Ptoyal  Master  had  conferred  the  privi- 
lege of  being  admitted  to  the  pavilion  of  the  Princess, 
that  he  might  help  to  beguile  the  tcdiousness  of  the  jom-ney 
by  some  of  his  most  agi-eeable  recitals.    At  the  mention  of 
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a  poet  Fadladeen  elevated  Ids  critical  eyebrows,  and, 
having  refreshed  liis  faculties  with  a  dose  of  that  delicious 
opimn  wliich  is  distilled  from  the  black  poppy  of  the  The- 
bais,  gave  orders  for  the  ininsti'el  to  be  forthwith  introduced 
into  the  presence. 

The  Princess,  who  had  once  in  her  life  seen  a  poet  from 
behind  the  screens  of  gauze  in  her  Father's  hall,  and  had 
conceived  from  that  specimen  no  very  favoiu'able  ideas  of 
the  Cast,  expected  but  little  in  tlus  new  exhibition  to 
interest  her; — she  felt  inchned,  however,  to  alter  her 
opinion  on  the  very  first  appearance  of  I'eramorz.  He 
was  a  youth  about  LaUa  Rookh's  omti  age,  and  gi-aceful  as 
that  idol  of  women,  Crishna,' — such  as  he  appears  to  their 
young  imaginations,  heroic,  bea;i{iful,  breatliing  music  from 
his  very  ej'es,  and  exalting  the  rehgion  of  his  worsliippers 
into  love.  His  dress  was  simple,  yet  not  vdlhout  some 
marks  of  costhness,  and  the  Ladies  of  the  Princess  were 
not  long  in  discoveruig  that  the  cloth,  wluch  encuxled  his 
high  Tartarian  cap,  was  of  the  most  delicate  liind  that  the 
shawl-goats  of  Tibet  supply.  Here  and  there,  too,  over 
his  vest,  which  was  confined  by  a  flowered  gii'dle  of 
Kashan,  hung  strmgs  of  fine  pearl,  disposed  with  an  air  of 
studied  negligence ; — nor  did  the  exquisite  embroidery 
of  liis  sandals  escape  the  obseiwation  of  these  fair  critics ; 
who,  however  they  might  give  \vay  to  Fadladeen  upon  the 
unuuportant  topics  of  religion  and  government,  had  the 
spirit  of  martyrs  hi  eveiythmg  relating  to  such  momentous 
matters  as  jewels  and  embroiderj'. 

For  the  purpose  of  relieving  the  pauses  of  recitation  by 
music,  the  j'oung  Cashmerian  held  in  his  hand  a  kitar ; — 
such  as,  ui  old  times,  the  Arab  maids  of  the  AVest  used  to 
listen  to  by  moonlight  in  the  gardens  of  the  Alhambra — 
and,  ha"\dng  premised,  with  much  lumiUitv,  that  the  story 
lie  v\-as  about  to  relate  was  foimded  on  the  adventures  of 
that  Veiled  Prophet  of  Khorassan  who,  in  the  year  of  the 
Hegu-a  163,  created  such  alarm  thrcughout  the  Eastern 
Empire,  made  an  obeisance  to  the  Princess,   and  thus 
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THE 

VEILED   rilOPHET   OF   KHORASSAN.' 


In  that  delightful  Province  of  the  Sun, 

The  first  of  Persian  lands  he  shines  upon, 

"Where,  all  the  lovehest  cliildren  of  his  heam, 

Flowerets  and  fi-iiits  blush  over  everj'  stream, 

And,  fairest  of  all  streams,  the  Mm-ga  roves 

Among  Merou's  *  bright  palaces  and  gi'oves  ; — 

There,  on  tliat  throne  to  which  the  bUnd  belief 

Of  milUijus  raised  him,  sat  the  Prophet-Cluef, 

The  Great  I^Iokanna.     O'er  his  features  hung 

The  Veil,  the  Silver  Veil,  wliich  he  had  flung 

In  mercy  there,  to  hide  from  mortal  sight 

llis  dazzlhig  brow,  till  man  could  bear  its  light. 

I'or  far  less  luminous,  his  votai'ics  said. 

Were  e'en  the  gleams,  nm-aculously  shed 

O'er  Moussa's  »  cheek,  when  down  the  Moimt  he  trod, 

All  glowdng  fi-om  tlie  presence  of  his  God ! 

On  either  side,  with  ready  hearts  and  hands, 
His  chosen  guard  of  bold  believers  stands ; 
Yoiuig  fire-eyed  disputants,  who  deem  their  swords, 
On  points  of  faith,  more  eloquent  than  words ; 
And  such  then-  zeal,  there  's  not  a  youth  A\ith  brand 
Uphfted  there,  but,  at  the  Chief's  command. 
Would  make  his  own  devoted  heart  its  sheath. 
And  bless  the  lips  that  doom'd  so  dear  a  death ! 
In  hatred  to  the  caliph's  hue  of  night,* 
Theii-  vesture,  hehns  and  all,  is  snowy  white  ; 

I  Kliorassan  signifies,  in  the  old  Persian  language,  Province,  or  region  of  tbn 
»un. — Sir  W.  Jones. 
»  One  of  the  royal  cities  of  Khorassan. 

\jQggg, 

*  IJlack  was  fhe  colour  adopted  by  the  caliphs  of  the  Ilouae  of  Abbaa  io 
•heir  garraeats,  tuibans,  and  standards. 


■4' 


^ 


•^ 


LALLA   ROOKH.  283 

Their  weapons  various — some,  eqiiipp'd  for  speed, 
With  javelins  of  tJie  light  Kathaian  reed ; 
Or  bows  o*'"  .jitftalo  horn,  ar^d  shining  qnivers 
Fill'd  wich  the  stems  '  that  bloom  on  Iran's  rivers ; 
"Wliile  some,  for  war's  more  terrible  attacks, 
Wield  the  huge  mace  and  ponderous  battle-axe ; 
And,  as  they  wave  aloft  in  mornuig's  beam 
The  mUk--white  plumage  of  their  helms,  they  seem 
Like  a  chenar-ti-ee  grove,  when  winter  throws 
O'er  all  its  tufted  heads  his  feathering  snows. 

Between  the  porphyry  pillars,  that  uphold 
The  rich  moresque-work  of  the  roof  of  gold, 
Aloft  the  haram's  ciu'tain'd  galleries  rise, 
Where,  through  the  sillcen  network,  glancing  eyes, 
From  time  to  time,  like  sudden  gleams  that  glow 
Through  autumn  clouds,  shine  o'er  the  pomp  below. — 
Wluit  impious  tongue,  ye  blushing  saints,  would  dare 
To  hint  that  aught  but  Heaven  hath  placed  you  there  ? 
Or  that  the  loves  of  this  light  world  could  bind. 
In  tlaeir  gross  chain,  yom-  Propliet's  soaring  mind  ? 
No — uTongful  thought : — commission'd  from  above 
To  people  Eden's  bowers  Avith  shapes  of  love 
(Creatiu'es  so  bright,  that  the  same  lips  and  eyes 
They  wear  on  earth  will  serve  in  Paradise), 
There  to  recline  among  heaven's  native  maids, 
And  croA\'n  th'  elect  with  bliss  that  never  fades — 
Well  hath  the  Prophet-Chief  his  bidding  done  ; 
And  every  beauteous  race  beneath  the  sun. 
From  tliose  who  kneel  at  Brahma's  bm'niiig  founts," 
To  the  fresh  nymphs  bounding  o'er  Yemen's  moimts  ; 
From  Persia's  eyes  of  full  and  fawn-like  ray. 
To  the  small,  haU'-shut  glances  of  Kathay ; ' 
And  Georgia's  bloom,  and  Azab's  darker  smiles. 
And  tlie  gold  ringlets  of  tlie  Western  Isles  ; 
All,  all  are  there ; — each  land  its  flower  hath  given, 
To  form  that  fair  j'Oiing  Nurseiy  for  Heaven! 

But  why  this  pageant  now?  this  arm'd  array' 
What  triumph  crowds  the  rich  divan  to-day 
With  tiu-ban'd  heads,  of  every  hue  and  race, 
BoAving  before  that  veil'd  and  awful  face, 
LDvO  tuhp-beds,  of  different  shape  and  dj^es, 
Bendhig  beneath  th'  invisible  west-wind's  sighal 

'  Picliula,  used  ancienily  for  arrows  by  the  Persians. 

*  The  burning  fountains  of  Bialima  near  Cliittogong,  esteemed  as  holy.  -, 
Turner  »  China. 
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Wliat  new-made  mystery  now,  for  Faith  to  sign, 
And  blood  to  seal,  as  genuine  and  divine? — 
^Vllat  dazzling  niunicry  of  God's  own  power 
Hath  tlie  bold  Prophet  plann'd  to  gi-ace  this  hour  ? 
Not  such  the  pageant  now,  though  not  less  proud,— 
Yon  warrior  5'outh,  advancing  from  the  crowd, 
With  silver  bow,  with  belt  of  broider'd  crape, 
And  fur-bound  bonnet  of  Buchavian  shape, 
So  fiercely  beautiful  in  form  and  eye, 
Ijike  ^var's  wild  planet  in  a  summer  sky  ; — 
That  youth  to-daj', — a  proselj'te  worth  hordes 
Of  cooler  spirits  and  loss  j)ractised  swords, — 
Is  come  to  ji>in,  aU  bravery  and  belief, 
TJie  creed  and  standard  of  the  heaven-sent  Chief. 

Though  few  liis  j'ears,  the  west  already  kno\\s 
Young  Azhn's  fame ; — beyond  th'  Olympian  snows, 
Ere  manhood  darkeu'd  o'er  liis  downy  cheek, 
O'erwhehn'd  in  light,  and  captive  to  llie  Greek,' 
He  hnger'd  there,  till  peace  dissolved  his  chains ; — 
Oil !  who  could,  e'en  in  bondage,  ti'ead  the  plains 
Of  glorious  Greece,  nor  feel  his  sphit  rise 
Kmdling  within  liim  ?  who,  with  heart  and  ej'es, 
Could  walk  where  Liberty  had  been,  nor  see 
The  sliining  footprints  of  her  Deity, 
Nor  feel  tliose  god-like  breathings  in  the  air, 
Which  mutely  told  her  spirit  had  been  there  ? 
Not  he,  that  youthful  warrior, — no,  too  well 
For  his  soul's  quiet  wurk'd  th'  awakening  spell ! 
And  now,  retm-ning  to  his  own  dear  land. 
Full  of  those  dreams  of  good  that,  vainly  grand, 
Haimt  the  j'oimg  heart ; — proud  views  of  human-kind. 
Of  men  to  gods  exalted  and  refined  ; — 
False  A'iews,  Hke  that  horizon's  fair  deceit, 
AVhere  earth  and  heaven  but  accm,  alas  !  to  meet ; — 
Soon  as  he  heard  an  Arm  Divine  was  raised 
To  right  the  nations,  and  beheld,  emblazed 
On  the  white  flag  IMokanna's  host  unfiirl'd, 
Tliose  words  of  sunshuie,  "  Freedom  to  the  World," 
At  once  liis  faith,  liis  sword,  his  soul  obey'd 
Th'  inspiring  svanmons :  every  chosen  blade. 
That  fought  beneath  that  banner's  sacred  text, 
Seem'd  douVly  edged,  for  this  world  and  the  next; 
And  ne'er  did  Faith  with  her  smooth  bandage  bind 
Eyes  more  devoutly  wiUing  to  be  bhnd, 

•  In  ine  n  ar  of  the  Calipli  Maliadi  against  the  Empress  Irene,  for  an  account 
of  whicli  tide  Gibbdii,  vol.  x 
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In  virtue's  cause  ;- — iievex-  was  soul  inspu-ed 
With  livelier  ti'ust  in  what  it  most  desired, 
Than  liis,  th'  enthusiast  there,  who  ImeeUng,  pale 
With  pious  awe,  before  that  Silver  Veil, 
Believes  the  form,  to  which  he  bends  his  knee, 
Some  pure,  redeeming  angel,  sent  to  fi-ee 
Tliis  fetter'd  world  from  every  bond  and  stain, 
And  bring  its  primal  glories  back  again ! 

Low  as  .young  Azim  knelt,  that  motley  crowd 
Of  all  earth's  nations  simk  the  knee  and  bow'd. 
With  shouts  of  "  Alia ! "  echoing  long  and  loud ; 
Wliile  high  in  au-,  above  the  Prophet's  head, 
Hundreds  of  banners,  to  the  smibeam  spread, 
Waved,  lilie  the  wings  of  the  white  bhds  that  fan 
The  Hying  throne  of  star-taught  Soliman ! 
Then  thus  he  spoke : — "  Stranger,  though  new  the  frame 
Thy  soul  inhabits  now,  I've  track'd  its  tiame 
For  many  an  age,"  in  every  chance  and  change, 
Of  that  existence,  through  whose  varied  range — 
As  through  a  torch-race,  where,  from  hand  to  hand, 
The  flying  youths  transmit  their  shinuig  brand — 
From  frame  to  frame  th'  unextinguish'd  soul 
Rapitlly  passes,  tUl  it  reach  the  goal ! 

"Nor  thmk  'tis  only  the  gross  sphits,  warm'd 
With  duskier  fire  and  for  earth's  mediiun  form'd, 
That  run  this  course ; — beings,  the  most  divine, 
Thus  deign  through  dark  mortality  to  shine. 
Such  was  the  essence  that  in  Adam  dwelt, 
To  wliich  all  heaven,  except  the  Proud  One,  knelt:' 
Such  the  refined  intelligence  that  glow'd 
In  Moussa's  fiame  ;— and,  thence  descendmg,  flow'd 
Through  many  a  Prophet's  breast; — hi  Issa^  shone. 
And  m  Mohammed  burn'd;  till,  hastening  on, 
(As  a  bright  river  that,  from  fall  to  fall 
In  many  a  maze  descending,  bright  through  all, 
Finds  some  fair  region  \\'here,  each  labp'inth  past. 
In  one  full  lake  of  light  it  rests  at  last ! ) 
That  Holy  Sphit,  settUng  calm  and  free 
From  lapse  or  shadow,  centers  all  in  me ! " 

Agam,  throughout  th'  assembly,  at  these  words, 
Thousands  of  voices  rung ;  the  warriors'  swords 

1  The  fransmigraliou  of  souls  was  one  of  liis  iloctrines. — D'llerljelot. 

2  "And  wlini  we  said  unto  the  an<;els,  Worship  Adam,  tliey  all  woraliipp  d 
liim  except  Eblia  (Lucifer),  who  refused," — The  Korau,  cliap.  u. 

J  Jesus. 
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Were  pointed  up  to  Jioavcu  ;  a  sudden  w  iad 
In  fli'  open  banners  play'd,  and  from  bclihid 
Tliose  Persian  hangings,  that  but  ill  could  screen 
The  haram's  lovehness,  wliite  hands  were  seen 
Waving  embroider'd  scarves,  whose  motion  gave 
A  perfume  forth  ; — hhe  tliose  the  Houris  wave 
When  beckoning  to  their  bowers  th'  Immortal  Brave. 

"But  these,"  pursued  the  Chief,  "  ai-e  trutlis  sublime 
That  clahn  a  hoUcr  mood  and  calmer  time 
Than  earth  allows  us  now ; — tliis  sword  must  first 
The  darlding  prisoa-house  of  mankind  bm'st, 
Ere  peace  can  visit  them,  or  trutli  let  in 
Her  wakening  daylight  on  a  world  of  sin ! 
But  tlien,  celestial  warriors,  then,  when  all 
Eartli's  shrines  and  tlirones  before  our  banner  fall; 
When  the  glad  slave  shall  at  these  feet  lay  down 
His  broken  cliain,  the  tyrant  lord  his  crown, 
Tiie  priest  his  book,  the  conqueror  his  wreath, 
And  from  the  lips  of  Truth  one  mighty  breath 
Shall,  like  a  wliiidwind,  scatter  in  its  breeze 
That  wliole  dark  pile  of  human  mockeries ; — 
Then  sliall  'Caa  reign  of  Mind  commence  on  earth, 
And  starting  fi-esh,  as  from  a  second  birtli, 
!Man,  iu  tlie  sunslune  of  tlio  world's  new  spring, 
Sliall  walk  transparent,  lilce  some  holy  thing  I 
Then,  too,  your  Prophet  from  his  angel  brow 
Shall  cast  the  Veil,  that  hides  its  splendours  now, 
And  gladden'd  earth  shall,  through  her  wide  expanse, 
Bask  in  the  glories  of  tliis  countenance  1 

"  For  thee,  j'oung  warrior,  welcome  ! — thou  hast  yet 
Some  tasks  to  learn,  some  frailties  to  forget, 
Ere  tlie  wliite  war-plume  o'er  thy  brow  can  wave ; — 
But,  once  my  own,  mine  all  till  in  the  grave ! " 

The  pomp  is  at  an  end, — the  crowds  are  gone — 
Each  ear  and  heart  still  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  that  deep  voice,  which  thrill'd  hive  AUa's  o\^'n ! 
The  yoimg  all  dazzled  b}'  the  plu-iues  and  lances, 
The  ghtteriiig  throne,  and  haram's  half-caught  glances; 
The  old  deep  pondering  on  the  promised  reign 
Of  peace  and  truth  ;  and  all  the  female  train 
Heady  to  risk  their  eyes,  could  they  but  gaze 
A  moment  on  that  brow's  miraculous  blaze  ! 

But  there  was  one,  among  the  chosen  maids 
Who  blush'd  behind  the  gallery's  sUken  shades, 
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One,  to  whose  soul  the  pageant  of  to-day- 
Has  been  Ulie  death  ; — you  saw  her  pale  dismay, 
Ye  wondering  sisterhood,  and  heard  the  biu'st 
Of  exclamation  from  her  lips,  when  first 
She  saw  that  youth,  too  well,  too  dearly  known, 
Silently  kneeling  at  the  Prophet's  throne. 

Ah,  Zelica !  there  was  a  time,  when  bhss 
Shone  o'er  tl\y  heaii  from  every  look  of  his  ; 
"When  but  to  see  hmi,  hear  liim,  breathe  the  air 
In  which  he  dwelt,  was  thy  soul's  fondest  praj'er ! 
When  round  Imn  himg  such  a  pei-pctual  spell, 
Whate'er  he  did,  none  ever  did  so  well. 
Too  happy  days !  when,  if  he  touch'd  a  flower 
Or  gem  of  tliine,  'twas  sacred  from  that  hour ; 
When  thou  didst  study  lam,  till  every  tone 
And  gestiu'e  and  dear  look  became  thy  own, — 
Thy  voice  hke  his,  the  changes  of  liis  face 
In  thine  reflected  \\'ith  stiU  loveher  gi-ace, 
Lflce  echo,  sending  back  sweet  music,  fraught 
With  twice  th'  aerial  sweetness  it  had  brought ! 
Yet  now  he  comes — brighter  than  even  he 
E'er  beam'd  before, — but  ah  !  not  bright  for  thee ; 
No — ckead,  unlook'd  for,  like  a  visitant 
From  th'  other  world,  he  comes  as  if  to  haimt 
Thy  guilty  soul  mth  dreams  of  lost  delight. 
Long  lost  to  all  but  memory's  acliing  sight : — 
Sad  dreams !  as  when  the  Spuit  of  om*  j'outh 
Returns  in  sleep,  sparkling  \\\\\\  all  the  truth 
And  innocence  once  ours,  and  leads  us  back, 
In  moiu'nful  mockerj-,  o'er  the  sliining  track 
Of  oiu'  yoimg  life,  and  points  out  every  ray 
Of  hope  and  peace  we've  lost  upon  the  way ! 

Once  happy  pair  ! — in  proud  Boldiara's  groves, 
Who  had  not  heard  of  their  first  youtliful  loves  ? 
Bom  by  that  ancient  flood,'  which  from  its  spring 
In  the  Dark  Momitatns  s^^iftly  wandering, 
Enrich'd  by  every  pUgfiim  brook  that  sliines 
W^ith  relics  fi'om  Bucharia's  ruby  mines, 
And,  lending  to  the  Caspian  half  its  sh-ength, 
In  the  cold  Lake  of  Eagles  sinks  at  length ; — 
There,  on  the  banlcs  of  that  bright  river  born, 
The  flowers,  that  hung  above  its  wave  at  morn, 

'  The  Amoo,  wliich  rises  in  the  Belur  Tag,  or  Dark  Mountains,  and  ruGui:ig 
nearly  from  east  to  west,  splits  into  two  branches,  one  of  whieh  falls  inlu  lUe 
Caspian  Sea,  aud  the  other  iato  Aral  Nahr,  or  the  Lake  of  Eaglea. 
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Bless'd  not  tlie  waters,  as  they  miuinur'd  by, 
With  holier  scent  ami  lusti'e,  tlian  the  sigh 
And  vii-gin  gUince  of  first  affection  cast 
Upon  tlieii-  youth's  smooth  current,  as  it  pass'd ! 
But  war  disturb'd  this  vision — far  away 
From  her  fond  eyes,  summon'd  to  join  tli'  an-ay 
Of  Persia's  Avaniors  on  the  liills  of  Tlirace, 
The  youtli  exclianged  his  sjivau  dwelling-place 
For  the  inide  tent  and  war-iield's  deathtiil  clash ; 
His  Zelica's  sweet  glances  for  the  flash 
Of  Grecian  M-ild-fire,  and  Love's  gentle  chains 
For  bleeding  bondage  on  Byzantimn's  plains. 

!Month  after  month,  in  widowhood  of  soui 
Drooping,  the  maiden  saw  t^^o  summers  roll 
Their  sims  away — but,  ah !  how  cold  and  dim 
Even  summer  suns,  when  not  beheld  with  liim ! 
From  time  to  time  ill-omcn'd  runioiu'S  came, 
(Lilve  spirit  tongues,  muttering  the  sick  man's  name. 
Just  ere  he  dies), — at  length,  those  sounds  of  di'ead 
Fell  withering  on  her  soiil,  "  Azim  is  dead  ! " 
O  gi'ief,  beyond  all  other  gx'iefs,  when  fate 
First  leaves  the  yoimg  heai-t  lone  and  desolate 
In  the  wade  Avorld,  without  that  only  tie 
For  which  it  loved  to  live  or  fear'd  to  die  ; — 
Lorn  as  the  hung-up  lute,  that  ne'er  hath  spoken 
Since  the  sad  day  its  master-chord  was  broken ! 

Fond  maid,  the  sorrow  of  her  soul  was  such, 
E'en  reason  siinli  blighted  beneath  its  touch ; 
And  though,  ere  long,  her  sanguine  spirit  rose 
Above  tlie  first  dead  pressiu'e  of  its  woes, 
Tliough  health  and  bloom  return'd,  the  delicate  chain 
Of  thought,  once  tangled,  never  clear'd  again. 
Warm,  lively,  soft  as  in  youth's  happiest  day, 
The  mind  was  still  all  there,  but  tiu-n'd  astray  ; — 
A  wandering  bai-k,  upon  w^hose  j)athway  shone 
All  stars  of  heaven,  except  the  guidiug  one  ! 
Again  she  smiled,  nay,  much  and  brightly  smiled, 
But  'twas  a  lustre  strange,  imrcal,  ■v\ild  ; 
And  -when  she  simg  to  her  lute's  touching  strain, 
'Twas  like  the  notes,  half  ecstasy,  haK  pain, 
The  bulbul '  utters,  ere  her  soul  depart, 
^\^len,  vanquish'^  by  some  minstrel's  powerful  art. 
She  dies  upon  the  lute  whose  sweetness  broke  her  heart! 

•  The  nightingale. 
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\ 

Such  was  the  mood  iii  which  that  niission  found  \ 

Young  Zelica, — that  mission,  wMch  aroimd  \ 

The  eastern  world,  in  every  region  hlest  \ 

Yvith  woman's  smile,  sought  out  its  loveliest,  j 

To  gi'acc  tliat  galaxj-  of  lips  and  ej'es,  1 

1  Wliich  the  Veil'd  Prophet  destined  for  the  skies ! —  | 

j  And  such  quick  welcome  as  a  spark  receives 

I  Dropp'd  on  a  bed  of  autimin's  wither'd  leaves, 

\  Did  every  tale  of  these  enthusiasts  find 

\  In  the  wild  maiden's  sorrow-bHghted  mind. 

j  AU  fire  at  once  the  maddening  zeal  she  caught; — 

:  Elect  of  Paradise  !  blest,  raptm-ons  thought ; 

5  Predestined  bride,  in  heaven's  eternal  dome, 

>  Of  some  brave  j^outh — ha !  diu'st  tliey  say  "  of  some .' ' 

\  No — of  the  one,  one  only  object  traced 

I  In  her  heart's  core  too  deep  to  be  effaced ; 

\  The  one  whose  memory,  fi-esh  as  life,  is  twined 

'  With  every  broken  link  of  her  lost  mind  ; 

;:  Whose  image  lives,  though  reason's  self  be  wreck'd. 

Safe  'mid  the  ruins  of  her  intellect ! 

5  Alas,  poor  Zelica  !  it  needed  all 

\  The  fantasy,  which  held  th}^  mind  in  thrall, 

\  To  see  in  that  gay  haram's  glowing  maids 

\  A  sauited  colony  for  Eden's  shades ; 

!'  Or  dream  that  he, — of  wliose  imholy  flame 

Thou  wert  too  soon  tlie  victim, — shining  came 

From  Paradise,  to  people  its  pm-e  sphere 

With  soids  like  tliiue,  •\\hich  he  hath  riiin'd  here ! 

No — had  not  reason's  light  totally  set, 
■  And  left  thee  dai'k,  thou  hadst  an  amulet 

i  In  tlie  loved  u)iage,  graven  on  thy  heart, 

\  Which  Avould  have  saved  thee  from  the  tempter's  art 

-  And  kept  alive,  m  aU  its  bloom  of  breath, 

',  That  purity,  whose  fading  is  love's  death  I — 

j  But  lost,  inflamed, — a  restless  zeal  took  place 

Of  the  mild  Adi'gin's  still  and  feminine  grace  ; — 
I  Fii'st  of  the  Prophet's  favourites,  proudly  first 

I  In  zeal  and  channs, — too  well  th'  impostor  nui'sed 

;  Her  soul's  delirium,  in  whose  active  llame, 

;|  Tlius  hghtiug  up  a  young,  luxmiant  fi'ame, 

;  He  saA\'  more  potent  sorceries  to  bind 

\  To  Ills  dark  yoke  the  spuits  of  mankind, 

More  subtle  cliains  than  hell  itself  e'er  twined. 

No  art  was  spared,  no  witchery ; — all  the  skill 

His  demons  taught  liina  was  employ'd  to  fill 

u 


M: 


*^ 


<h 


290  LALLA   ROOKH. 

Hcv  mind  with  gloom  and  ecstasy  by  tm-ns — 

That  gloom,  through  whicli  frenzy  but  licvcer  burns; 

That  ecstasj',  -which  li-om  the  depth  of  sachiess 

Glai'es  like  the  maniac's  moon,  Avhose  light  is  madness ! 

'Twas  from  a  brilliant  banquet,  A\hcre  Ihc  sound 

Of  poesy  and  inusic  breathed  around. 

Together  picturing  to  her  mind  and  ear 

The  glories  of  that  heaven,  her  destined  sphere, 

Where  all  was  pure,  wlicre  every  stain  that  lay 

Upon  the  spirit's  light  should  pass  away, 

And,  realizing  more  than  youtliful  love 

E'er  wish'd  or  drcam'd,  she  should  for  ever  rove 

Through  lields  of  fragrance  by  ber  Azim's  side, 

His  OM  u  bless'd,  piirilied,  eternal  bride  I — 

'Twas  from  a  scene,  a  witclung  trance  like  this. 

He  hiu'ried  her  away,  yet  brcathmg  bliss, 

To  the  dim  charnel-house ; — through  all  its  steams 

Of  damp  and  deatli,  led  only  l)y  those  gleams 

Which  foul  Corruption  lights,  as  with  design 

To  show  the  gay  and  proud  slie  too  can  slime  I — 

And,  passing  on  through  upright  ranks  of  dead, 

Which  to  the  maiden,  doubly  crazed  by  dread, 

Seem'd,  through  tlie  bluish  death-light  round  them  cast 

To  move  tlicir  lips  in  mutterings  as  she  pass'd — 

There,  in  that  awfiJ  place,  when  each  had  quaff'd 

And  pledged  iu  silence  such  u  fearful  draught, 

Such — oh  !  the  look  and  taste  of  that  red  bo^i 

Will  haimt  her  till  she  dies — he  bound  lier  soul 

By  a  dark  oath,  in  hell's  own  language  framed. 

Never,  while  earth  lus  mj-stic  presence  claun'd. 

Wliile  the  blue  arch  of  day  hung  o'er  them  both, 

Never,  by  tliat  all-unprccating  oath, 

In  joj'  or  sorrow  from  his  side  to  sever. — 

She  swore,  and  the  wide  chai'nel  echo'd,  "  never,  nevevl' 

From  that  di"ead  hour,  entu-el}',  wildly  given 
To  him  and — she  believed,  lost  maid  ! — to  Heaven ; 
Her  brain,  her  heart,  her  passions  all  inflamed, 
How  proud  she  stood,  when  in  fidl  haram  named 
The  Priestess  of  the  Faith ! — how  flash'd  lier  ej'es 
With  hght,  alas !  that  was  not  of  the  skies, 
When  round  in  trances  only  less  than  hers. 
She  saw  the  haram  kneel,  her  prostrate  worshipi^era  I 
Well  might  jNIokanna  thiiilc  that  form  alone 
Had  spells  enough  to  make  the  world  his  own :— 
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Light,  lovely  liinbs,  to  which  the  spkit's  play 

Gave  motion,  aiiy  as  the  dancing  spra3% 

When  from  its  stem  the  small  buxl  \nngs  away  ■ 

Lips  in  whose  rosy  labji-inth,  when  she  smiled, 

The  soul  was  lost ;  and  blushes,  smft  and  -wild 

As  are  the  momentarj^  meteors  sent 

Across  th'  uncalm  but  beauteous  firmament. 

And  then  her  look ! — oh  !  where  's  the  heart  so  mse, 

Could  uxlbe^vilder'd  meet  those  matchless  eyes  ? 

Quick,  restless,  strange,  but  exquisite  mtlial, 

Like  those  of  angels,  just  before  theu"  fall; 

Now  shadow'd  with  the  shames  of  earth — now  cross'd 

By  ghmpses  of  the  heaven  her  heart  had  lost ; 

Li  every  glance  there  broke,  mthout  controul, 

The  flashes  of  a  bright  but  troubled  soul, 

"Where  sensibility  still  wildly  play'd, 

Lilce  lightning,  roimd  the  ruins  it  had  made  ! 

And  such  was  now  young  ZeUca — so  cliangcd 
From  her  who,  some  years  since,  dehghted  ranged 
The  almond  groves,  that  shade  Bokhai'a's  tide, 
AU  hfe  and  bhss,  witli  Azim  by  her  side  ! 
So  alter'd  was  she  now,  this  festal  daj'. 
When,  'mid  tlie  proud  divan's  dazzhng  array, 
The  vision  of  that  youth,  whom  she  had  loved, 
And  wept  as  dead,  before  her  breathed  and  moved  ; — ■ 
Wlien — bright,  she  thought,  as  if  from  Eden's  track 
But  half-way  trodden,  he  had  wander'd  back 
Again  to  earth,  gUstening  with  Eden's  light — 
Her  beauteous  Azim  shone  before  her  sight. 

O  Reason !  who  shall  say  what  spells  renew, 
When  least  we  look  for  it,  thy  broken  clew? 
Through  what  small  \'istas  oer  the  darken'd  brain 
Thy  uiteUectual  daybeam  bursts  again  ? 
And  how,  hke  forts,  to  which  beleaguerers  win 
Unhoped-for  entrance  through  some  friend  ■v^itliia, 
One  clear  idea,  waken'd  in  the  breast 
By  memory's  magic,  lets  in  aU  the  rest? 
Would  it  were  thus,  unhappy  gu'l,  with  thee  \ 
But,  though  hght  came,  it  came  but  partially ; 
Enough  to  show  the  maze,  in  which  thy  sensa 
Wander'd  about, — but  not  to  guide  it  thence ; 
Enough  to  glimmer  o'er  the  3'awning  wave, 
But  not  to  point  the  harbour  which  might  save. 
Hours  of  delight  and  peace,  long  left  behind. 
With  that  dear  form  came  rushing  o'er  her  mind ; 
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But  oh  !  to  tliink  how  deep  her  soul  had  ijone 

III  shame  and  falsehood  siucc  those  moments  shone; 

And,  then,  her  oath — tlicre  madness  laj'  again, 

And,  shuddering,  back  she  sunk  into  her  cliain 

Of  mental  dai'kness,  as  if  blest  to  flee 

From  hglit,  whose  every  glimpse  was  agony! 

Yet,  one  relief  this  glance  of  former  years 

Brought,  mingled  Avith  its  pain, — tears,  floods  of  tears, 

Long  frozen  at  her  heart,  bat  now  like  rills 

Let  loose  in  spring-time  from  the  snoAAy  hills, 

And  gusliing  wai^m.  affer  a  sleep  of  fi'ost, 

Thi-ough  valleys  where  tlieu*  flow  had  long  been  lost ! 

Sad  and  subdued,  for  tlie  first  thne  her  frame 
Trembled  with  horror,  when  tlie  siunmons  came 
(A  summons  proud  and  rare,  wliich  aU  but  she, 
And  she,  till  now,  had  heard  AAith  ecstasj'), 
To  meet  Mokanna  at  his  place  of  praj'er, 
A  garden  oratory,  cool  and  fail'. 
By  the  stream's  side,  Avhere  still  at  close  of  day 
The  Prophet  of  the  Veil  retii-ed  to  pray ; 
Sometimes  alone — but  oflencr  far  witli  one, 
One  chosen  njnnpli  to  share  his  onson. 

Of  late  none  foimd  such  favour  in  liis  sight 
As  the  young  Priestess  ;  and  though,  smee  that  night 
AVhen  the  death-caverns  echo'd  every  tone 
Of  the  dii'e  oatli  that  made  her  all  his  own, 
Th'  impostor,  sure  of  his  infutuato  prize, 
Had,  more  than  once,  tlu'ovai  otf  liis  soul's  disguise, 
And  utter'd  such  unheavenly,  monstrous  things, 
As  e'en  across  the  desperate  wanderings 
Of  a  weak  intellect,  ^^•hose  lamp  was  out, 
Tlu-ew  stai'tling  shadows  of  cUsmay  and  doubt ; — 
Yet  zeal,  ambition,  her  ti-emcndous  vow. 
The  tliought,  still  haunting  her,  of  that  bright  brow 
"\Miosc  blaze,  as  yet  from  mortal  eye  conceal'd, 
Would  soon,  proud  triumph !  be  to  her  reveald, 
To  her  alone ; — and  then  the  hope,  most  dear 
Most  wild  of  all,  that  her  transgression  here 
"Was  but  a  passage  tloi'ough  earth's  gi'osser  fire, 
From  which  the  spirit  would  at  last  aspire. 
Even  piu'cr  than  before, — as  perfumes  rise 
Thi-ough  flame  and  smol^e,  most  welcome  to  tlie  skies-^ 
And  that  when  Azim's  fond,  tlivine  embrace 
Should  cia'cle  her  in  hearen,  no  darkening  tr:icc 
Would  on  that  bosom  he  once  loved  remain, 
But  all  be  bright,  be  pui-e,  be  Ins  again ! — 
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These  were  tlie  wildering  cu'eams,  whose  curst  deceit 
Had  chain'd  her  soiil  beneath  the  tempter's  feet, 
And  made  lier  tliink  even  damning  falsehood  sweet. 
But  now  that  Shape,  wliich  had  appall'd  her  view. 
That  Semblance — oh,  how  terrible,  if  tiiie  ! — 
"Wliich  came  across  her  frenzy's  full  career 
With  shock  of  consciousness,  cold,  deep,  severe, 
As  when,  in  northern  seas,  at  midnight  dark, 
An  isle  of  ice  encounters  some  swoft  bai-k, 
And,  starthng  all  its  f^Tetches  from  their  sleep. 
By  one  cold  impulse  hiuis  them  to  the  deep ; — 
So'came  that  shock  not  fi-enzy's  self  could  bear, 
And  waking  up  each  long-lull'd  image  there. 
But  check'd  her  headlong  soul,  to  sinli  it  in  despair ! 

Wan  and  dejected,  thi'ough  the  evening  dusk, 
She  now  went  slowly  to  that  small  Idosk, 
Vv'here,  jjondeiing  alone  his  impious  schemes, 
Mokamia  waited  her — ^too  wrapt  in  dreams 
Of  the  fau"-ripening  futiu'e's  rich  success. 
To  heed  the  sorrow,  pale  and  spiiidess, 
That  sat  upon  his  ^ictun's  downcast  brow, 
Or  mai'k  how  slow  her  step,  how  alter'd  now 
From  the  quick,  ardent  Priestess,  whose  light  bound 
Came  lilie  a  spirit's  o'er  th'  unechoing  ground, — 
From  that  wild  Zelica,  whose  every  glance 
"\\'as  thrilling  fire,  whose  eveiy  thought  a  ti'ance  ! 

Upon  his  couch  the  Veil'd  jMokanna  lay, 
^\^^ile  lamps  around — not  such  as  lend  then-  ray, 
Ghmmeiing  and  cold,  to  those  who  nightly  pray 
In  holy  Koom,'  or  Mecca's  ilim  arcades, — 
But  brilhant,  soft,  such  lights  as  lovely  maids 
Look  loveHest  in,  shed  their  luxmious  glow 
Upon  his  mystic  Veil's  wliite  ghttermg  flow. 
Beside  liim,  'stead  of  beads  and  books  of  prayer, 
^Vhich  tlie  world  fondly  thought  he  mused  on  there. 
Stood  vases,  filled  with  Ivishmee's "■*  golden  mne, 
And  the  red  weepings  of  the  Shiraz  \ine ; 
Of  wliich  his  ciu'taiu'd  lips  full  many  a  di-aught 
Took  zealously,  as  if  each  daop  they  quaff'd, 
Lilce  Zcmzem's  Sirring  of  Holiness,^  liad  power 
To  freshen  the  soul's  \di-tues  into  flower ! 

'  TI18  cities  of  Com  (or  Koom)  and  Caslian  are  full  of  mosques,  tnausoleuras, 

and  sepulchres  of  the  desceaciaats  of  A'i,  tlie  saints  of  Persia. — Chardin. 

'  A.11  island  in  the  Pcriiau  Gulf,  celebrated  for  its  whit 3  wiiie. 

*  The  niiratnlous  well  at  Mecca;  so  called,  says  Sale  from  the  murmcring 
of  its  waters 
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And  still  he  draiik  and  ponder'd — nor  coiUd  see 

Til'  approaching  maid,  so  deep  his  re\cno  ; 

At  length,  vaWx  hendish  laugh,  hke  that  which  broke 

From  Eblis  at  the  Fall  of  Man,  he  spoke  : — 

"  Yes,  ye  \ile  race,  for  hell's  amusement  given, 

Too  mean  for  earth,  yet  clauning  Idn  with  Heaven; 

God's  images,  forsooth  ! — sucli  gods  as  he 

Whom  India  serves,  the  monkey  deity  ; ' — 

Ye  creatures  of  a  breath,  proud  things  of  clay, 

To  whom  if  Lucifer,  as  grandams  say, 

Refused,  though  at  tlie  forfeit  of  Heaven's  Ught, 

To  bend  in  worship,  Lucifer  was  right ! — 

Soon  shall  I  plant  tlds  foot  upon  the  neck 

Of  your  foul  race,  and  mthout  fear  or  check. 

Luxuriating  in  hate,  avenge  my  shame. 

My  deep-felt,  loug-nui'st  loatliing  of  man's  name  I — 

Soon,  at  tlio  licad  of  mjTiads,  blind  and  fierce 

As  hooded  fr.lcons,  tlu'ough  the  universe 

1 11  sweep  my  darkening,  desolating  way, 

Weali  man  my  instrument,  curst  man  my  prey  ! 

"  Ye  -Rise,  ye  Icaru'd,  who  gi-ope  j-oiu*  dull  way  on 
By  the  dun  t\\inl<ling  gleams  of  ages  gone. 
Like  superstitious  tliieves,  who  think  the  light 
From  dead  men's  man-ow  guides  tliem  best  at  night' — 
Ye  shall  have  honom-s — wealth, — yes,  sages,  yes — 
I  know,  gi-ave  fools,  your  AA-isdom's  nothingness ; 
Undazzled  it  can  track  yon  starry  sphere. 
But  a  gilt  stick,  a  bauble,  bUnds  it  here. 
How  I  shall  laugh,  when  trmupeted  along. 
In  h'ing  speech,  and  still  more  lying  song. 
By  these  leam'd  slaves,  tlie  me^inest  of  tlie  tlirong ; 
Their  mts  bought  up,  their  wisdom  shrunk  so  small, 
A  scepti-e's  puny  point  can  ^^icld  it  all ! 

"  Ye  too,  believers  of  incredible  creeds. 
Whose  faitli  enslirines  the  monsters  which  it  breeds ; 
^Vho,  bolder  even  than  Nemrod,  tliink  to  rise. 
By  nonsense  heap'd  on  nonsense  to  tlie  skies  ; 
Ye  sliall  have  nm-acles,  aye,  sound  ones  too. 
Seen,  heard,  attested,  everytlmig — but  ti-ue. 
Yoiu-  preaching  zealots,  too  inspked  to  seek 
One  gi-ace  of  meaning  for  the  things  they  speak  ; 

'  TLe  god  Hannaman. 

*  A  kind  of  lantern  forroerly  used  by  robbers,  called  tlie  HanJ  of  Glory,  the 
candle  lor  which  was  made  of  t-he  fat  of  a  dead  malefart'ir  This,  however, 
was  rather  a  western  than  an  eastern  superstition. 
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Your  marhTS,  ready  to  shed  out  tlieir  blood, 

For  ti-utlis  too  heavenly  to  be  understood ; 

And  your  state  priests,  sole  venders  of  the  lore, 

That  works  salvation ; — as  on  Ava's  shore, 

Where  none  hut  priests  are  privileged  to  trade 

In  that  best  marble  of  Avloich  Gods  are  made  ;  *— 

Tliey  shall  have  mysteries — aye,  precious  stuff 

For  knaves  to  thrive  by — mysteries  enough ; 

Dark,  tangled  docfa-ines,  dark  as  fraud  can  weave, 

Which  simple  votaries  shall  on  tiaist  receive, 

While  craftier  feign  behef,  till  they  beheve. 

A  heaven  too  ye  must  have,  ye  lords  of  dust, — 

A  splendid  Paradise, — piu-e  souls,  ye  must : 

Tliat  Prophet  ill  sustains  liis  holy  call. 

Who  finds  not  heavens  to  suit  the  tastes  of  all ; 

Houris  for  boys,  omniscience  for  sages. 

And  wings  and  glories  for  all  ranks  and  ages. 

Vain  tilings  ! — as  lust  or  vanity  inspires, 

The  heaven  of  each  is  but  what  each  deshes, 

And,  soul  or  sense,  whate'er  the  object  be, 

INIan  would  be  man  to  all  eternity  ! 

So  let  him — Eblis  !  grant  tins  crowning  curse, 

But  keep  Mm  what  he  is,  no  hcU  were  worse." — 

"  0  my  lost  soul!"  exclaun'd  tlie  shuddering  maid, 
■Wliose  ears  had  drunli  like  poison  all  he  said ; — 
Mokanna  started — not  abash'd,  afraid, — 
He  loiew  no  more  of  fear  than  one  wlio  dwells 
Beneath  the  tropics  knows  of  icicles ! 
But,  in  those  dismal  words  that  reach'd  his  ear, 
"  O  my  lost  soul ! "  there  was  a  sound  so  drear, 
So  Hlce  that  voice,  among  the  suiful  dead,  \ 

In  wliicli  the  legend  o'er  hell's  gate  is  read,  \ 

That,  new  as  'twas  fi-om  her,  whom  nought  could  dim  \ 

Or  shrk  till  now,  it  star  tied  even  lum.  [ 

"  Ha,  my  fair  Priestess ! " — thus,  with  ready  Avile,  = 

rii'  impostor  tiu-n'd  to  greet  her — "  thou,  whose  smile 
Hath  inspu'ation  in  its  rosy  beam 
Beyond  th'  enthusiast's  hope  or  prophet's  dream ! 
Light  of  the  Faith  !  who  tmn'st  religion's  zeal 
So  close  mth  love's,  men  know  not  wliich  they  feel, 
Nor  wluch  to  sigh  for,  in  their  ti'ance  of  heart. 
The  heaven  tiiou  preachest  or  the  heaven  thou  art  I 
What  should  I  be  ^rithout  thee  '?  without  thee 
How  duU  were  power,  how  joyless  victory! 

'  Symes'e  Av&,  vul.  li.  p.  376. 
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Though  home  hy  angels,  if  that  smile  of  thine 

331ess'd  not  my  hanni^r,  'twere  hut  half  divine. 

Lut — Avhy  so  moiu-nful,  cliild  ?  those  eyes,  that  shone 

AU  life  last  night — ^^hat ! — is  then*  glory  gone ? 

Come,  come — tliis  morn's  fatigue  hatli  made  them  pale, 

The)'  want  rekindling — suns  tliemsclves  would  fail, 

Did  not  tlieir  comets  bring,  as  I  to  thee. 

From  Light's  own  fount  supplies  of  brilliancy ! 

Tliou  seest  tliis  cup — no  juice  of  earth  is  here. 

But  the  pui-c  waters  of  that  upper  spliere, 

^Vh().se  rills  o'er  ruby  beds  and  topaz  How*, 

Catcliing  the  gem's  briglit  colonr,  as  they  go. 

Nightlj'  ni}^  Genii  come  and  fill  these  lu'ns — 

Nay,  drink — in  every  drop  life's  essence  burns ; 

'T\\iU  make  that  soul  all  fire,  tliose  eyes  all  light — 

Come,  come,  I  Avant  thy  loveliest  smiles  to-night: 

There  is  a  youth — why  start? — tliou  saw'st  him  then; 

Look'd  lie  not  nobly?  such  the  god-like  men 
r  Thou'lt  have  to  woo  tlice  in  tlie  bowers  above ; — 

i  Thougli  he,  I  feai',  hath  thoughts  too  stern  for  love, 

j  Too  ruled  hy  tliat  cold  enemy  of  bhss 

Ij  The  Avorld  calls  vh-tue — we  must  conquer  this ; — 

1  Nay,  shrink  not,  pretty  sage  ;  'tis  not  for  thee 

I  To  scan  the  maze  of  heaven's  mystery. 

\  The  steel  must  pass  tlu-ough  hro,  ere  it  can  yield 

i  Fit  instruments  for  mighty  hands  to  A\ield. 

t  This  very  night  I  mean  to  try  the  art 

Of  powerful  boaut}^  on  tliat  \\arrior's  lieai't. 
!  All  that  my  haram  boasts  of  bloom  and  wit, 

I  Of  skill  and  cliarms,  most  rare  and  exquisite, 

[  Shall  tempt  the  boy ;  yoimg  Mirzala's  blue  eycD, 

i  AMiose  sleepy  lid  lilce  snow  on  violets  lies  ; 

I  Arouya's  clieeks,  warm  as  a  spring-day  sun, 

i  And  lips  that,  hke  tlie  seal  of  Solomon, 

■  Have  magic  m  their  pressure  ;  Zeha's  lute, 

!  And  Lilla's  dancing  feet,  that  gle;un  and  shoot 

J  Rax)id  and  white  as  sea-bmls  o'er  the  deep  I — 

;  All  sliall  combine  theu*  \Aitching  powers  to  steep 

i  My  convert's  spkit  in  tliat  softening  trance, 

!  From  which  to  heaven  is  but  the  next  advance — 

I  That  glo\\ing,  jdeldiug  fusion  of  the  breast, 

\  On  wliich  lieligion  stamps  her  image  best. 

!  But  hear  me,  Priestess  ! — though  each  nymph  of  thc&s 

Hath  some  peculiar,  practised  power  to  please. 

Some  glance  or  seep,  wdiich,  at  the  mirror  tried. 

First  charms  herself,  then  all  the  world  beside; 
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There  still  wants  one  to  make  the  victory  sure, 
One  who  ill  every  look  joins  every  lure : 
Through  whom  all  beauty's  beams  coucentrecl  pass, 
Dazzling  and  warm,  as  tlirougli  love's  burmng-glass  ; 
Whose  gentle  lips  persuade  mthout  a  word, 
Whose  words,  even  wlien  immeaning,  are  adored, 
Like  inarticulate  breathuigs  from  a  shrine, 
Winch  our  faith  takes  for  granted  are  divine  ! 
Such  is  tlie  nymph  we  want,  all  warmth  and  light. 
To  cro\\Ti  tlie  rich  temptations  of  to-niglit ; 
Such  the  refined  enchantress  that  must  be 
This  hero's  vanquisher, — and  thou  art  she ! " 

With  her  hands  clasp'd,  her  hps  apart  and  pale. 
The  maid  had  stood,  gazuig  upon  the  Veil 
From  which  these  words,  like  south-TOnds  thi-ougli  a  fence 
Of  Kcrzvah  flowers,  came  lill'd  with  pestilence  : ' 
So  boldly  utter'd  too  !  as  if  all  dread 
Of  fi-owns  fi'om  her,  of  \Ti-tuous  fro^vns,  were  fled. 
And  the  wretch  felt  assiu'ed  tliat,  once  plunged  in. 
Her  woman's  soul  ^vould  know  no  pause  in  sin  ! 

At  first,  though  mute  she  hsten'd,  like  a  dream 
Seem'd  all  he  said ;  nor  could  Iter  mind,  Avhoso  beam 
As  yet  was  weak,  penetrate  half  his  scheme. 
But  when,  at  length,  he  utter'd  "  Thou  art  she  !  " 
All  flash'd  at  once,  and,  slirieldng  piteously, 
"  Oh,  not  for  worlds  !  "  she  cried — "  Great  God  !  to  Mhom 
I  once  knelt  innocent,  is  tliis  my  doom  ? 
Are  aU  my  dreams,  my  liopes  of  heavenly  bhss, 
]\Iy  purity,  my  pride,  then  come  to  this  ? — 
To  live,  the  wanton  of  a  fiend  !  to  be 
The  pander  of  liis  guilt — O  infamy ! 
And  sunk,  myself,  as  low  as  hell  can  steep 
In  its  hot  flood,  drag  others  down  as  deep  ! 
Others? — ha  !  yes — that  youth  \A\o  came  to-day — 
Not  him  I  loved — not  him — oh,  do  but  say. 
But  swear  to  me  this  moment  'tis  not  he. 
And  I  Avill  serve,  dark  fiend  !  will  worslup  even  thee  !  " 

"  Beware,  j'oimg  raAdng  thing ! — in  tune  beware, 
Nor  utter  what  I  cannot,  must  not  bear 
Even  from  iliy  hps.     Go — try  thy  lute,  thy  voice ; 
The  boy  must  feel  their  magic — I  rejoice 


f 


'  "It  is  Cdinmonly  said  in  Tersia,  that  if  a  man  brenilie  in  llie  liot  sculls 
■iTiucI,  wliicli  ill  June  or  July  passes  over  that  flower  (the  Kerzereli),  It  will  kill 
liiiu  " — Thevcnot. 
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To  see  those  fires,  no  matter  whence  they  rise, 

On  CO  more  ilhiming  my  fair  rriestei=>s'  eyes ; 

And  should  the  youth,  whom  soon  tliose  eyes  shall  warm. 

Indeed  resemhle  thy  dead  lover's  form, 

So  much  tlie  liappicr  wilt  thou  find  thy  doom, 

As  one  warm  lover,  full  of  life  and  hloom, 

Excels  ten  thousand  cold  ones  in  the  tomb. 

Nay,  na}^  no  frowning,  sweet  I — tliose  eyes  were  miade 

For  love,  not  anger — I  must  be  obey'd." 

"  Obey'd  ! — 'tis  well — yes,  I  deserve  it  all — ■ 
On  me,  on  me  Heaven's  vengeance  cannot  fall 
Too  hea-sily — but  Azim,  brave  and  tnie 
And  beautiful — must  lie  be  niin'd  too? 
Must  he,  too,  glorious  as  he  is,  be  driven, 
A  renegade,  like  me,  i'rom  love  and  heaven  ? 
Like  me  ? — weak  -iNTctch,  I  wrong  him — not  like  me  ; 
No — he  's  all  truth  and  strength  and  purity  ! 
Fill  up  your  maddpninfr  hpll-cnp  to  tlie  brim, 
Its  wit-''l"U"7,  arjjuls,  will  have  no  cndnn  lor  iiim. 
Lec  loose  your  glowing  wantons  from  theii'  bowers, 
lie  loves,  he  loves,  and  can  defy  tlieu-  powers  ! 
Wretch  as  I  am,  in  his  lieaii  still  I  reign 
Piu-e  as  when  first  v.-e  met,  without  a  stain ! 
Though  ruin'd — lost — my  memory,  lilvc  a  charm 
Left  by  the  dead,  still  keeps  Ids  soul  from  harm. 
Oh  !  never  let  liim  know  how  deep  the  brow 
He  kiss'd  at  parting  is  dislionour'd  now — 
Ne'er  tell  him  how  debased,  how  simk  is  she. 
Whom  once  he  loved ! — once  ! — still  loves  dotingly ! 
Thou  laugh'st,  tormentor, — what  I — thou'lt  brand  my  name  ? 
Do,  do — in  vain — he'll  not  beheve  my  shame — 
He  tliinlis  me  true — that  nought  beneath  God's  sky 
Could  tempt  or  change  me,  aiid — so  once  thought  L 
But  tliis  is  past — though  worse  than  death  my  lot, 
Than  hell — 'tis  nothing,  while  lie  knov>'s  it  not. 
Far  ofl'  to  some  benighted  land  I'U  fly, 
WTiere  sunbeam  ne'er  shall  enter  till  I  die  ; 
W^icrc-  none  will  ask  the  lost  one  whence  she  came, 
But  I  may  fade  and  fall  without  a  name  ! 
And  thou — curst  man  or  fiend,  whate'er  thou  art. 
Who  found'st  tliis  bmiiing  plague-spot  in  my  heart, 
And  spread'st  it — oh,  so  quick  I — through  soul  and  frame, 
With  more  than  demon's  art,  till  I  became 
A  loathsome  thing,  all  pestilence,  all  flame  ! — 
If,  when  I'm  gone " 
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"  Hold,  fearless  maniac,  lioW, 
Nor  lempt  my  rage  ! — by  Heaven  !  not  half  so  bold 
The  puny  bird  that  dares,  with  teasing  hum, 
Witliin  the  crocodile's  stretch'd  jaws  to  come  !• 
And  so  thou'lt  fl}^  forsooth  ? — what ! — give  up  all 
Thy  chaste  dominion  in  the  Haram  Hall, 
Where  now  to  Love  and  now  to  Alia  given. 
Half  misti'ess  and  half  saint,  thou  hang'st  as  even 
As  doth  Medina's  tomb,  'twixt  hell  and  heaven ! 
Thou'lt  fly  ? — as  easily  may  reptiles  run 
The  gaimt  snake  once  hath  fix'd  Ids  eyes  upon ; 
As  easily,  when  caught,  the  prey  may  be 
Pluck'd  fi'om  his  loving  folds,  as  thou  from  me. 
No,  no,  'tis  fix'd — let  good  or  ill  betide, 
Thou'rt  mine  till  death,  till  death  Mokanna's  bride  ! 
Hast  thou  forgot'thy  oath?" — 

At  this  dread  word, 
The  Maid,  whose  spirit  his  rude  taunts  had  stu-r'd 
Through  all  its  depths,  and  roused  an  anger  there. 
That  bm-st  and  lighten'd  even  througli  licr  despair  ;— 
Slu'imk  back,  as  if  a  blight  were  in  the  breath 
That  spoke  that  word,  and  staggcr'd,  pale  as  dciilh. 

"  Yes,  my  sworn  bride,  let  others  seek  in  bov.ers 
Theii"  bridal  place- — the  chai'nel  vault  -was  ours  ! 
Instead  of  scents  and  bahus,  for  thee  and  me 
Rose  the  rich  steams  of  sweet  mortality  ; — 
Gay,  flickering  death-Ughts  shone  ^^•hile  we  were  wed, 
And,  for  our  guests,  a  row  of  goodly  dead 
(Immortal  spirits  in  then."  time  no  doubt). 
From  reeking  sln-ouds  upon  the  rite  look'd  out ! 
That  oath  thou  heard'st  more  lips  than  thine  repeat — 
That  cup — thou  shudderest,  lady — was  it  sweet? 
That  cup  we  pledged,  the  charnel's  choicest  wine, 
Hath  bound  thee — aye — body  and  soul  all  mine ; 
Bomid  thee  by  chains  that,  whether  blest  or  cuxst 
No  matter  now,  not  hell  itself  shall  burst ! 
Hence,  woman,  to  the  haram,  and  look  gay, 
Look  wild,  look — anything  but  sad  ;  yet  stay — 
One  moment  more — fi-om  what  this  night  hath  pass'd, 
I  see  thou  know'st  me,  know'st  me  well  at  last. 
Ha,  ha  !  and  so,  fond  tiling,  thou  thought'st  all  true, 
And  that  I  love  mankind ! — I  do,  I  do — 

'  The  ancieut  story  concerning  the  Trochilus,  or  hunin]ln.?-bircJ,  entering 
with  impunity  into  tlie  mouth  of  the  crocodile,  is  firmly  Ijelicveil  in  Java.— 
Barrow's  Cochin-CUina. 
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As  \-ictims,  love  them;  as  tlie  sea-dog  doats 
Upon  the  small  sweet  fry  that  round  hira  floats ; 
Or  as  the  Nilc-bml  loves  the  slime  that  gives 
That  raiili  and  venomous  food  ou  wliich  she  lives ! ' — 

"  And,  now  thou  see'st  my  souls  angehc  hue, 
Tis  time  \h^?,& features  were  uncurtaiu'd  too; — 
This  brow,  whose  light — O  rare  celestial  light ! 
Hath  been  reserved  to  bless  thy  fixvour'd  sight ; 
These  dazzling  eyes,  bcf  jre  whose  shrouded  might 
Thou'st  seen  immortal  Man  kneel  down  and  quake — 
Would  that  tliey  uere  heaven's  lightnings  for  liis  sake ! 
But  turn  and  look — then  wonder,  if  thou  wilt, 
That  I  should  hate,  should  take  revenge,  bj'  guilt, 
Upon  the  hand,  Avhose  mischief  or  whose  mu'tli 
Sent  me  thus  maim'd  and  monstrous  upon  earth ; 
And  on  that  race  who,  though  more  "vile  they  be 
Than  mowing  apes,  ai"e  demigods  to  me ! 
Here — judge  if  hell,  -v^-ith  all  its  power  to  damn. 
Can  add  one  cui'se  to  the  foul  tiling  I  am ! " — 

He  raised  Ids  veil — the  Maid  tiu-n'd  slowly  round, 
Look'd  at  him — shriek'd — and  sunk  upon  tlie  ground  ! 


On  their  aiiival,  next  nignt,  at  the  place  of  encampment, 
they  were  siu'prised  and  dehghted  to  find  the  gi'oves  all 
round  illuminated ;  some  artists  of  Yamtcheou  ha^dng  been 
sent  on  previously  for  the  pm-pose.  On  each  side  of  tlie 
gi-een  alley,  Avhicli  led  to  tlie  Royal  Pavilion,  artificial 
sceneries  of  bamboo  work  were  erected,  representing  arches, 
rainai'ets,  and  towers,  from  wiiich  hung  thousands  of  silken 
lanterns,  painted  by  the  most  dehcate  pencils  of  Canton. — 
Nothing  could  be  more  beautiful  than  the  leaves  of  the 
mango-ti'oes  and  acacias,  sliiniiig  in  the  hght  of  tlie  bamboo 
scenery,  which  shed  a  lusti-e  round  as  soft  as  that  of  tlie 
nights  of  Peristan. 

Lalla  Rookh,  however,  v\lio  was  too  much  occupied  by  the 
sad  story  of  ZeUca  and  her  lover,  to  give  a  tliought  to  anj-thing 
else,  except,  perhaps,  liim  who  related  it,  hiu'ried  on  tlu'ough 
tills  scene  of  splendour  to  her  pavilion, — greatly  to  the  mor- 
tification of  the  poor  artists  of  Yamtcheou, — and  was  fol- 
lowed vith  equal  rapidity  by  the  Great  Chamberlain,  curs- 

>  Circum  easdem  ripas  (Nili,  v;x.)  aks  est  Ibis.    Ea  serpentium  populatiur 
07a,  gratisa'mamque  ex  his  escam  uidis  suis  refert.— Solinns. 
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ing,  as  lie  went,  the  ancient  ]Mandarin,  whose  parental 
anxiety  in  lighting  up  tlie  shores  of  the  lake,  where  lu3 
beloved  daughter  had  wandered  and  been  lost,  was  the 
origin  of  these  fantastic  Chinese  illuminations. 

Without  a  moment's  delay  young  Feramorz  -^^as  intro- 
duced, and  Fadladeen,  who  could  never  make  up  liis  mind 
as  to  the  merits  of  a  poet  till  he  knew  the  religious  sect  to 
wlxich  he  belonged,  was  about  to  ask  lum  whether  he  was  a 
Sliia  or  a  Sooni,  when  Lalla  Rookh  unpatiently  clapped  her 
hands  for  sUence,  and  the  j^outh,  being  seated  upon  tlia 
inusnud  near  her,  proceeded : — 


Phepaee  thy  soul,  j^oimg  Azim ! — thou  hast  braved 
The  bands  of  Greece,  still  mighty,  though  enslaved  , 
Hast  faced  her  phalanx,  arm'd  ^itli  all  its  fame, 
Her  Macedonian  pikes  and  globes  of  flame  ; 
All  tliis  hast  fronted,  with  firm  heart  and  brow, 
But  a  more  perilous  trial  waits  thee  now, — 
Woman's  bright  eyes,  a  dazzluig  host  of  eyes 
From  everj^  land  where  woman  smiles  or  sighs ; 
Of  every  hue,  as  Love  mav  chance  to  raise 
His  blacli  or  azure  banner  in  theii'  blaze ; 
And  each  sweet  mode  of  warfare,  fi'om  the  flash 
Tliat  lightens  boldly  through  the  shado^^y  lash, 
To  the  sly,  steahng  splendom-s,  almost  hid, 
Like  swords  half-sheathed,  beneath  the  downcast  hd. 
Such,  Azim,  is  the  lovely,  lumuious  host 
Now  led  against  thee ;  and,  let  conquerors  boast 
Then."  fields  of  fame,  he  M'ho  m  "\irtue  arms 
A  young,  warm  spiiit  against  beauty's  chorins, 
Who  feels  her  brightness,  yet  defies  her  thrall, 
Is  the  best,  bravest  conqueror  of  them  all. 

Now,  through  tlie  haram  chambers,  moving  lighti. 
And  busj^  shapes  proclaim  the  toUet's  rites ; — 
From  room  to  room  the  ready  handmaids  hie, 
Some  skiU'd  to  wreathe  the  tm-ban  tasteftilly. 
Or  hang  the  veil,  in  neghgence  of  shade, 
O'er  the  wai'm  bluslies  of  the  youtMul  maid, 
Who,  if  betn'een  the  folds  but  one  eye  shone, 
LUie  Seba's  Queen  could  vanquish  with  that  one :  — ' 
\Vliile  some  brmg  leaves  of  henna,  to  imbue 
The  fingers'  ends  with  a  bright  roseate  hue,* 

I  "  Tliou  liast  ravished  my  heart  witli  one  of  tliine  eyes." — Solcmon's  Song, 
*  "  Tliey  tinged  the  ends  of  lier  fii;geis  scarlet  willi  henna,  so  that  thay  re* 
sembled  biancUea  of  corttl,"— Story  of  I'riuce  I'ultun  ia  Cahardcuush 
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So  bright,  that  in  tlie  nm-ror's  depth  they  seen; 

Lilce  ti'^s  of  coral  branches  in  the  stream ; 

And  others  mix  tlio  Kohol's  jetty  die. 

To  give  that  long,  dark  languish  to  the  eye,' 

Wliich  makes  tlie  maids,  whom  kuigs  are  in'ond  to  ciJl 

From  fair  Cireassia's  vales,  so  beautiful ! 

All  is  in  motion  ;  rmgs  and  plumes  and  pearlg 
Are  shining  everywhere  : — some  younger  girls 
Are  gone  by  moonlight  to  tiic  garden  beds, 
To  gatiior  fresh,  cool  chaplets  for  their  heads ; 
Gay  creatiu-es !  sweet,  though  mournful,  'tis  to  see 
Kow  each  prefers  a  garland  from  that  tree 
Wliich  bruigs  to  mind  her  cliildhood's  innocent  day, 
And  the  dear  fields  and  friendships  far  away. 
The  maid  of  India,  blest  again  to  hold 
In  her  full  lap  tiie  Champac's  leaves  of  gold,* 
Tliinks  of  tiie  time  when,  by  the  Ganges'  flood, 
Her  little  plajanatcs  scatter'd  many  a  bud 
Upon  her  long  black  hah*,  with  glossy  gleam 
Just  drippmg  fi-om  the  consecrated  sU-eam ; 
While  tiie  young  Arab,  haunted  by  tiie  smell 
Of  her  own  mountain  llowers,  as  by  a  spell, — 
The  sweet  Elcaya,-'  and  that  courteous  tree 
Wliich  bows  to  all  who  seek  its  canopy* — 
Sees,  call'd  up  romid  her  by  tiiese  magic  scents, 
The  well,  tiie  camels,  and  her  fatlier's  tents ; 
Sighs  for  tiie  home  she  left  witii  little  pain. 
And  AAdshes  even  its  sorrows  back  again ! 

Mean\vhile,  through  vast  illuminated  halls. 
Silent  and  bright,  where  notiiing  but  tiie  falls 
Of  fragr:uit  waters,  gusliing  with  cool  sound 
From  many  a  jasper  foimt  is  heard  around, 
Yomig  Aziin  roams  bewolder'd, — nor  can  guess 
What  means  tliis  maze  of  light  and  loneliness, 
liere,  the  way  leads,  o'er  tessellated  lloors 
Or  mats  of  Caii-o,  through  long  corridors, 


I  "  Tlie  women  blacken  the  inside  of  their  eyelids  with  a  powder  named  the 
black  Koliol."—Uussel.  „    ,,     u 

8  "  The  anpearaiice  of  the  hlossoins  of  the  gold-coloured  Campac  on  the  blncr. 
hair  of  the  Indian  women  has  supplied  the  Sanscrit  poets  with  many  elegant 
eUusions."— Asiatic  Researches,  vol.  iv. 

8  A  tree  famous  for  its  perfume,  and  common  on  the  lulls  of  lemon. — 

Niebuhr.  ,  .      ,         ,         , 

■*  Of  the  genus  Mimosa,  "which  droops  its  branches  whenever  any  persoi 
approaciies  it  seeming  as  if  it  saluted  those  who  retire  undei  its  shade."'— 
NiebuEJ. 


LALLA   ROOKH.  303 

VVliere,  ranged  iu  cassolcts  and  silver  m-ns, 
Sweet  wood  of  aloo  or  of  saudal  burns; 
And  spicy  rods,  such  as  illume  at  niglit 
TliG  Lowers  of  Tibet,'  send  forth  odorous  light, 
Like  Peris'  wands,  -when  pointmg  out  tlie  road 
For  some  piu'e  sphit  to  its  blest  abode  ! — 
And  here,  at  once,  the  glittermg  saloon 
Biu'sts  on  his  sight,  boundless  and  briglit  as  noon  ; 
Where,  in  the  midst,  reflectuig  back  the  rays 
In  broken  rauibo\\s,  a  fresh  fountain  plays 
High  as  th'  enamell'd  cupola,  which  towers 
All  rich  with  arabesques  of  gold  and  flowers  : 
And  the  mosaic  lloor  beneath  shines  tlu'ough 
The  sprinkhug  of  that  fountam's  silvery  dew, 
Like  the  wet,  glistenmg  shells,  of  every  dj-e, 
Tliat  on  the  margm  of  the  Red  Sea  lie. 

Here  too  he  traces  the  Idnd  visitings 
Of  woman's  love  in  those  fail",  living  thmgs 
Of  land  and  wave,  ^vllose  fate, — m  bondage  thro^vn 
For  their  weak  loveliness— is  like  her  o'wn ! 
On  one  side  gleaming  -with  a  sudden  gi-ace 
Through  water,  brilliant  as  the  crystal  vase 
In  which  it  undulates,  small  fishes  sliine, 
Like  golden  ingots  from  a  fairy  mine ; — 
While,  on  the  other,  latticed  hghtly  in 
With  odoriferous  woods  of  Comorin,"'^ 
Each  brilliant  bird  that  wings  the  air  is  seen ; — 
Gay,  sparlding  loories,  such  as  gleam  between 
The  crunson  blossoms  of  the  coral  tree  * 
In  the  warm  isles  of  India's  sunny  sea : 
Mecca's  blue  sacred  pigeon,'*  and  the  thrush 
Of  Hindostan,'  whose  holy  wai-blings  gush, 
At  evening,  from  the  tall  pagoda's  top ; — 
Those  golden  birds  that,  in  the  spice  time,  drop 


I  "  Cloves  are  a  principal  ingreJient  in  tlie  composition  of  the  perfumed  rods 
»liicli  men  of  rank  keep  constantly  burning  in  their  presence." — Turner's 
Tibet. 

*  "  C'est  d'ou  vient  le  hois  d'aloes,  que  les  Arahes  appellent  Oud  Coraari,  et 
ie'ui  du  sandal,  qui  s'y  trouve  en  grande  quantite."— D'Herhelot. 

»  "Tliousands  of  variegated  loories  visit  the  coral-trees."— Barrow. 

<  "In  Mecca  there  aie  quantities  of  Ijlue  pigeons,  wliich  none  will  affright 
ur  abuse,  much  less  kill."— Pitt's  Account  of  the  Mahometans. 

«  "The  pagoda  thrush  is  esteemed  among  the  first  choristers  of  India.  It 
Bits  perched  on  the  sacred  pagodas,  and  from  thence  delivers  its  melodious 
song."— rennaiit's  Hindostan. 
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About  the  gardens,  dnuik  witli  that  sweet  food 
AVliose  scent  hath  hired  them  o'er  the  summer  flood  ;* 
And  those  that  imdcr  Arabj-'s  soft  smi 
]!uild  thcLr  higli  nests  of  budding  cinnamon ;  '^ — 
In  short,  all  rare  and  beauteous  tilings,  that  fly 
Through  the  pure  element,  here  cahulv  lie 
Sleeping  in  light,  like  the  green  birds  *  that  dwell 
In  Eden's  radiant  fields  of  asphodel ! 

So  on,  through  scenes  past  all  imagining, — 
]More  lilce  tlie  luxuries  of  that  impious  king,* 
Whom  Don  ill's  dark  angel,  with  his  lightning  torch, 
Struck  down  and  blasted  even  in  pleasure's  porch, 
Tliau  tlie  pure  dwelling  of  a  prophet  sent, 
Arm'd  with  Heaven's  swoi'd,  for  man's  enfrancliisement, — 
Young  Azim  wander'd,  looking  sternly  round. 
His  simple  garl)  and  war-boots'  clanlcing  sound 
But  ill  according  with  the  pomji  and  grace 
And  silent  luU  of  that  voluptuous  i)lace  ! 

"  Is  this  then,"  thought  the  .youth,  "  is  this  the  way 
To  free  man's  spirit  from  the  deadening  sway 
Of  Avorldly  slotfi ; — to  teach  lum,  Avliile  he  lives, 
To  know  no  bliss  but  that  ^\hicli  \'irtue  gives, 
And  when  he  dies,  to  leave  his  lofty  name 
A  light,  a  land-mark  on  the  clifTs  of  fame  ? 
1 1  was  not  so,  land  of  tlic  generous  thought 
And  daiing  deed  !  tliy  god-like  sages  taught ; 
It  was  not  thus,  in  bowers  of  wanton  ease. 
Thy  Freedom  niu'sed  her  sacred  energies  ; 
Oh" !  not  beneath  th'  enfeebling,  withermg  glow 
Of  such  dull  luxiuy  did  those  myrtles  grow 
With  which  she  ■\\reatlied  her  sword,  when  she  would  dare 
Immortal  deeds  ;  but  in  the  bracing  au- 
Of  toU, — of  temperance, — of  that  liigh,  rare, 
Ethereal  virtue,  which  alone  can  breathe 
Life,  health,  and  lustre  into  Freedom's  A^Teath  ! 


•  Biidj  of  paraJisc,  wliidi,  at  the  nutmeg  season,  come  in  flights  from  tie 
sontliern  isles  to  India,  and  "  the  strength  of  t!ie  nutn-.cg."  says  Taveruier,  "  so 
intoxicates  tht-.n.  tliat  they  full  dead  drunk  to  the  e;irth." 

9  " Tliat  hird  «  hiili  livetli  in  Arabia,  and Ijuildclh  its  nest  with  cinnamon." — 
Brown's  Vulgar  Errors. 

8  "  The  spii  its  of  tlie  martyrs  will  be  lodged  in  tlie  crops  of  green  birds."— 
Gii)l)OU,  vol.  iv.  p.  421. 

4  Seedad,  wlio  made  the  delicious  gardens  of  Irim,  in  imitation  of  Paradise, 
End  waa  destro)  ed  by  liglitning  the  first  time  he  attempted  to  enter  them. 
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Who,  that  surveys  this  span  of  earth  we  press, 

This  speck  of  Hfe  ia  time's  great  \\'ilclerness, 

This  narrow  isthmus  'twixt  two  boundless  seas, 

The  past,  the  fiitm-e,  two  eternities  ! — 

Would  sully  the  bright  spot  or  leave  it  bare, 

When  he  might  build  him  a  proud  temple  there, 

A.  name,  that  long  shall  hallow  all  its  space, 

And  be  each  piu-er  soul's  high  resting-place  ! 

But  no — it  cannot  be,  that  one,  whom  God 

Has  sent  to  break  the  wizard  Falsehood's  rod, — 

A  prophet  of  the  Truth,  whose  mission  di'aws 

Its  rights  fi-om  heaven,  should  thus  profane  his  cause 

With  the  world's  vulgar  pomps  ; — no,  no — I  see — 

He  thinlcs  me  weak — this  glare  of  luxmy 

Is  but  to  tempt,  to  try  the  eaglet  gaze 

Of  my  young  soul; — slune  on, 'twill  stand  the  blaze  !" 

So  thought  the  youth ; — but,  even  while  he  defied 
This  witclung  scene,  he  felt  its  ^vitchery  glide 
Through  every  sense.     The  peifmne,  breatMng  round, 
Lilce  a  pervacUng  spu'it ; — the  still  sound 
Of  falhng  waters,  lulling  as  the  song 
Of  Indian  bees  at  sunset,  when  they  tlu'ong 
Around  the  fi-agrant  NUica,  and  deep 
In  its  blue  blossoms  lirnn  themselves  to  sleep ! ' 
And  music  too — dear  music !  that  can  touch 
Beyond  all  else  the  soul  that  loves  it  much — 
Now  heard  far  off,  so  far  as  but  to  seem 
Like  tlie  faiut,  exquisite  music  of  a  ckeam  ;■ — 
All  was  too  much  for  lum,  too  full  of  bhss. 
The  heart  could  notlung  feel,  that  felt  not  tliis : 
Soften'd  he  sunk  upon  a  couch,  and  gave 
His  soul  up  to  sweet  thoughts,  lilie  wave  on  wave 
Succeeding  iu  smooth  seas,  v/hen  storms  are  laid  ;— 
He  thought  of  ZeHca,  liis  o\mi  dear  maid. 
And  of  the  time  when,  full  of  bhssfiil  sighs, 
They  sat  and  look'd  into  each  other's  eyes. 
Silent  and  happy — as  if  God  had  given 
Nought  else  worth  looldng  at  on  tins  side  heaven! 

"  0  my  loved  mistress  !  whose  enchantments  still 
Are  with  me,  round  me,  wander  where  I  •will — 
It  is  for  thee,  for  thee  alone  I  seek 
The  patlis  of  glorj' — to  Hght  up  thy  cheek 

'  "  My  Pandits  assure  me  that  llie  plant  before  us  (flie  JS'ilica),  is  theii'SepUa' 
lica,  thus  named  because  the  bees  are  supposed  to  sleep  ou  its  blossoais."— Sir 
W.  Joues. 
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With  warm  approval — in  tluit  gentle  look, 

To  read  my  praise,  as  iii  an  augel's  boolv, 

And  thiiili  all  toils  rewai"ded,  \vlicn  fi'om  tliec 

I  gain  a  smile,  \vorth  immortality  ! 

How  shall  I  bear  the  moment,  -when  restored 

To  that  young  heart  where  I  alone  am  lord. 

Though  of  such  bliss  imwortliy, — since  Uie  best 

Alone  deseiTc  to  be  the  happiest ! —  "■% 

"When  from  those  lips,  unbreathed  upon  for  years, 

I  shall  again  Idss  off  the  soul-felt  teai's. 

And  find  those  tears  wai-m  as  when  last  they  started. 

Those  sacred  kisses  pure  as  when  wo  parted ! 

O  my  own  life  ! — why  should  a  single  day, 

A  moment  keep  me  from  those  arms  away  ?  " 


i 


\ 


k 


AVliile  Urns  he  tliinlis,  still  neai-er  on  the  breeze 
Conie  those  delicious,  dream-Uke  harmonies, 
Each  note  of  which  but  adds  new,  downy  links 
To  the  soft  chain  in  which  his  spirit  sinks. 

He  tuiTis  him  toward  the  sound,  and,  far  away  % 

Tlu-ough  a  limg  vista.  sparkUng  with  the  play  ^ 

Of  countless  lamps. — hke  tlie  rich  track  \\liich  day 
Leaves  on  the  waters,  when  he  sinljs  fr'om  us  ;  4 

So  long  tlie  path,  its  Hght  so  tremulous, — 
He  sees  a  gi'oup  of  female  forms  advance, 
Some  chain'd  togetlier  in  the  mazy  dance 
By  fetters,  forged  in  the  green  sunny  bowers, 
As  they  were  captives  to  tlie  King  of  Flowers;  — 
And  some  disporting  round,  unlink'd  and  free, 
Who  seem'd  to  mock  theii'  sisters'  slavery. 
And  round  and  round  tliem  still,  in  wheeling  flight, 
Went,  hlie  gay  moths  about  a  lamp  at  night ; 
Whde  others  waked,  as  gi-acefully  along 
Their  feet  kept  time,  the  very  soul  of  song 
From  psaltery,  pipe,  and  lutes  of  heavenly  tlirill, 
Or  then-  own  youthful  voices,  hcavenlier  still ! 
And  now  they  come,  now  pass  before  liis  ej-e, 
Fonns  such  as  Nature  moulds,  when  she  Avould  vie 
With  Fancy's  pencU,  and  give  bii'th  to  tilings 
Lovely  beyond  its  fairest  pictmings  ! 
Awhile  thay  dance  before  liim,  then  divide, 
Breaking,  hlie  rosy  clouds  at  even-tide 
Around  the  rich  pa^alion  of  the  sim, — 
Till  silently  dispersing,  one  by  one, 
Thi-ough  many  a  path  that  fr-om  the  chamber  leads 
To  gardens,  terraces,  and  moonlight  meads, 
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Their  distant  laughter  comes  uiion  the  wind. 

And  but  one  trembling  njonpli  remains  beliind, — 

Beckoning  them  back  in  vain,  for  they  are  gone, 

And  she  is  left  in  all  that  hglit  alone ; 

No  veil  to  curtain  o'er  her  beauteous  brow, 

In  its  young  bashfuJness  more  beauteous  now ; 

But  a  hght,  goldea  chain-work  round  her  hair, 

Such  as  the  maids  of  Yezd  and  Slui'az  weai', 

From  wliich,  on  either  side,  gracefully  lumg 

A  golden  amulet,  in  th'  Arab  tongue, 

Engi-avcn  o'er  with  some  immortal  line 

From  holy  ■writ,  or  bard  scarce  less  divine ; 

While  her  left  hand,  as  shrmkmgly  she  stood, 

Held  a  small  lute  of  gold  and  sandal-wood, 

Wliich,  once  or  t^^dce,  she  touch'd  ^\ith  hiu'ried  sti'ain, 

Then  took  her  trembhng  lingers  off  again. 

But  when  at  length  a  timid  glance  she  stole 

At  Azim,  the  sweet  gra\ity  of  soul 

She  saw  tlu'cugh  aU  liis  features  calm'd  her  fear, 

And,  hlce  a  half-tamed  antelope,  more  near. 

Though  shrmldng  still,  she  came ; — then  sat  her  down 

Upon  a  musnud's '  edge,  and,  bolder  gro'WTi, 

In  the  pathetic  mode  of  Isfahan* 

Touch'd  a  preluding  strain,  and  thus  began : — 

There  's  a  boAver  of  roses  b}'  Bendemeer's*  stream. 

And  the  nightuigale  sings  round  it  aU  the  day  long  ; 
In  the  time  of  my  cliildhood  'twas  lilie  a  sweet  di'eam. 

To  sit  m  the  roses  and  Jiear  the  bhd's  song. 
That  bower  and  its  music  I  never  forget, 

But  oft  when  alone,  in  the  bloom  of  the  year, 
I  think — is  the  nightingale  smghig  there  yet? 

^Vi'e  the  roses  still  bright  by  the  calm  Bendemeer  ? 

No,  the  roses  soon  uither'd  that  hung  o'er  the  wave, 

But  some  blossoms  were  gather'd,  while  fi'eslily  the_y  shone- 
And  a  dew  was  distill'd  from  their  flowers,  that  gave 

All  the  fragrance  of  summer,  when  smnmer  was  gone. 
Thus  memory  ch'aws  fi-om  deUght,  ere  it  dies. 

An  essence  that  breathes  of  it  many  a  year; 
Tlius  bdght  to  my  soul,  as  'twas  then  to  my  eyes, 

Is  that  bower  on  the  banks  of  the  cahn  Bendemeer ! 

'  JIusnuds  are  cushioned  seats,  usually  leseivcd  for  persons  of  distinct  ion 
•  The  Persi.ins,  like  tlie  iineient  Greeks,  call  their  musical  modes,  or  perda^ 

b>  the  names  of  different  countries  or  cities,  as  the  mode  of  Isfahan,  the  modi 

f/f  liak,  &.e. 
»  A  river  which  flows  near  the  ruins  of  Chilnjiikar, 
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"  Poor  maiden ! "  thoiiglit  the  youth,  "  if  thou  wert  sent, 
With  thy  soft  kite  and  beauty's  blandishment, 
To  wake  unholy  wishes  in  this  heart, 
Or  tempt  its  ti-utli,  tliou  Httle  know'st  the  art. 
For  though  thy  lip  should  sweetly  coiuisel  wrougi 
Those  vestal  eyes  would  disavow  its  song. 
But  thou  hast  breathed  such  purity,  tliy  lay 
Rfiturns  so  fondly  to  youth's  vktuous  day. 
And  leads  thy  soul — if  e'er  it  wander'd  thence — 
So  gently  back  to  its  first  innocence, 
That  I  woiild  sooner  stop  th'  unchained  dove, 
When  swift  returning  to  its  home  of  love. 
And  round  its  snowy  wing  new  fetters  twine, 
Thar  ^111  fi'om  virtue  one  pure  wish  of  thine ! " 

Scarce  had  lliis  feeling  pass'd,  when,  sparkling  through 
The  gently-open'd  curtains  of  light  blue 
That  vcil'd  tlic  breezy  casement,  coimtless  eyes, 
Peeping  Ukc  stars  thi-ough  the  blue  evening  skiea, 
Look'd  laiighing  in,  as  if  to  mock  the  pair 
That  sat  so  still  and  melancholy  there. 
And  now  the  ciu-tains  lly  apart,  and  in 
From  the  cool  air,  'mid 'showers  of  jessamine 
Which  those  without  fling  after  them  in  play, 

Two  hghtsome  maidens  spring,  lightsome  as  they  I   ^ 

Who  live  in  th'  air  on  odours,  and  around  1   " 

The  bright  saloon,  scarce  conscious  of  the  groun(l, 
Chase  one  another,  m  a  varjing  dance 
Of  mirth  and  languor,  coyness  and  advance. 
Too  eloquently  like  love's  warm  piu-suit : — 
Wliile  she  who  simg  so  gently  to  the  lute 
Her  dream  of  home,  steals  tunidly  away, 

Slu-iuking  as  violets  do  in  summers  ray, —  j 

But  takes  mth  her  fi'om  Azim's  heart  that  sigh  5 

We  sometimes  give  to  forms  that  pass  us  by 
In  the  world's  crowd,  too  lovely  to  remain. 


Creatures  of  light  Ave  never  see  again  ! 

Ai'ound  the  white  necks  of  the  nymphs  who  danced 
Hung  carcanets  of  orient  gems,  that  glanced 
More  brilliant  than  the  sea-glass  glittering  o'er 
The  hills  of  crystal  on  the  Caspian  shore ; ' 

>  "  To  tlic  north  of  us  (on  the  coast  of  the  Caspian,  near  Badku)  was  6 
mountain  whicli  sparkled  hke  diamonds,  arising  Irorn  the  sea-glass  and  crystals 
with  wliich  It  abouuds."— Journey  of  the  Russian  Ambassador  to  Persia,  1746. 
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While  from  their  long,  dark  tresses,  in  a  fall 

Of  ciu'ls  descending,  bells  as  musical 

As  those  that,  on  the  golden-shafted  trees 

Of  Eden,  shake  in  the  Eternal  Breeze,* 

Rung  round  then-  steps,  at  every  bound  more  sweet, 

As  'twere  th'  ecstatic  language  of  tlieir  feet ! 

At  length  the  chase  was  o'er,  and  they  stood  \\Teathed 

Within  each  other's  armis  ;  while  soft  there  breathed 

Through  the  cool  casement,  mmgled  with  the  sighs 

Of  moonhght  flowers,  music  that  seem'd  to  rise 

From  Ronie  still  lake,  so  liquidly  it  rose ; 

And,  as  it  swell'd  again  at  each  faint  close, 

The  ear  could  track  tlu-ough  all  that  maze  of  chords 

And  yoimg  sweet  voices,  these  impassion'd  words  : — • 

A  Spu-it  there  is,  whose  firagrant  sigh 

Is  bm-ning  now  throiigh  earth  and  air , 
Where  cheeks  are  blusliing,  the  Spmt  is  nigh, 

AVhere  lips  are  meeting,  the  Sj)ii"it  is  there  \ 

His  breath  is  the  soul  of  flowers  like  these. 
And  his  floating  eyes — oh  !  theii  resemble 

Blue  water-lilies,''  when  the  breeze 

Is  making  the  stream  around  them  tremble  ! 

Hail  to  thee,  hail  to  thee,  kindling  power  ! 

Spirit  of  Love !  Spirit  of  Bhss  ! 
Thy  holiest  time  is  the  moonlight  hour, 

And  there  never  was  moonlight  so  sweet  as  this. 

By  the  fair  and  brave. 

Who  blusliing  unite, 
Lilce  tlie  siui  and  wave, 

Y/hen  they  meet  at  night ! 

By  the  tear  that  shows 

When  passion  is  nigh, 
As  the  rain-drop  flows 

From  the  heat  of  tlie  sky! 

By  the  first  love-beat 

Of  the  youtliful  heart, 
By  the  bliss  to  meet, 

"And  the  pain  to  part ! 

"To  which  will  be  added,  the  sound  of  tlie  hells  haTi','i!)2  f>a  the  tr?es, 
wliich  will  be  put  in  motion  by  tlie  wind  proceeding  from  the  thtoae  of  God  as 
sfteu  aa  the  blessed  wish  for  music." — Sale. 
*  The  blue  loto*,  wbicii  grows  iu  Cashmere  aud  in  Persia. 
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By  all  that  thoii  liast 

To  mortals  given, 
"Wliich — oh  !  coiild  it  last, 

Tliis  eai'th  were  heaven ! 

TVe  call  thee  hither,  enti-ancing  Power ! 

Spuit  of  Lovo  !  Spirit  of  BHss  ! 
Thy  holiest  tune  is  the  moonlight  hour. 

And  there  never  was  moonlight  so  sweet  as  this. 

Impatient  of  a  scene  whose  luxui'ies  stole, 
Spite  of  himself,  too  deep  into  liis  soiil. 
And  where,  'midst  all  that  the  young  heart  loves  most. 
Flowers,  music,  smiles,  to  peld  was  to  be  lost, 
The  youth  had  started  up,  and  turn'd  away 
From  tlie  light  nymphs  and  their  luxurious  lay, 
To  muse  upon  the  pictures  that  hung  round,— 
llright  images,  that  spoke  without  a  sound. 
And  views,  like  vistas  into  fitiiy  gi-ound. 
l^ut  here  again  new  spells  came  o'er  his  sense  ;— 
All  that  the  pencil's  mute  omnipotence 
Could  call  up  into  life,  of  soft  and  fair. 
Of  fond  and  passionate,  was  glomng  there ; 
Nor  yet  too  ^^■al•m,  but  touch'd  vA'Olx  tliat  fine  art 
^Vliich  paints  of  pleasure  but  the  purer  part ; 
Wliich  knows  e'en  Beauty  when  half  veil'd  is  best, 
Lilce  her  own  radiant  j)lanet  of  the  west, 
AVliose  orb  when  half  retired  looks  loveliest! 
There  hung  the  liistory  of  the  Genii-King, 
Traced  through  each  gay,  voluptuous  wandering 
With  her  from  Saba's  bowers,  in  whose  bright  ej-es 
He  read  that  to  be  blest  is  to  be  wise ;  •— 
Here  fond  Zuleika'  woos  with  open  arms 
The  Hebrew  boy,  who  Hies  from  her  young  charms, 
Yet,  fljong,  tiu-ns  to  gaze,  and,  half  undcno, 
Wishes  that  heaven  and  she  could  hotli  be  won ! 
And  here  Mohammed,  born  for  love  and  guile. 
Forgets  the  Koran  in  his  ]\Iaiy's  smile ; — 
Then  beckons  some  kind  angel  from  above 
With  a  new  text  to  consecrate  thek  love  '.^ 

•  For  tk°  loves  of  King  Solomon  (who  was  supposed  to  preside  over  tlie  who/ ; 
race  of  Graii)  with  Balkis,  the  Queen  of  SUeba  or  Saba,  vUe  D'Herbelot  and 
Ih.;  Notes  on  the  Koran,  cliap.  2.  „.,„,»■.,. 

«  The  wire  of  Potiphar,  thus  named  by  the  Orientals.  Her  adventure  wim 
llie  patriaicii  Joseph  is  tlie  subject  of  many  of  their  1  oems  and  romances. 

3  The  particulars  of  Mahomet's  amour  with  Maiy,  the  Coptic  girl,  in  justiti. 
c'iou  of  which  he  added  a  new  chapter  t9  the  Koran,may  be  found  in  Gagnier  c 
Notes  ujiou  Abulfeda,  p.  151. 
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With  rapid  step,  yet  pleased  and  lingering  e^-e. 

Did  the  3-outh  pass  these  pictured  stories  by, 

And  has'ten'd  to  a  casement,  where  the  hght 

Of  the  cahn  moon  came  in,  and  freshly  bright 

Tlie  fields  ^\ithout  were  seen,  sleeping  as  still 

As  if  no  life  remain'd  in  breeze  or  lill. 

Here  paused  he,  while  the  music,  now  less  near, 

Breathed  mth  a  hoher  language  on  liis  ear, 

As  tliough  the  distance  and  that  heavenly  ray 

Through  which  the  soiuids  came  floating,  took  away 
I  All  that  had  been  too  eartlily  in  the  lay. 

»  Oh  !  could  he  hsten  to  such  sounds  unmoved. 

And  by  that  light — nor  cfream  of  her  he  loved  ? 
\  Dream  on,  unconscious  boy !  while  yet  thou  mayst ; 

*-  'Tis  the  last  bhss  thy  soul  shall  ever  taste. 

Clasp  yet  awliile  her  image  to  thy  heart. 

Ere  aU  the  hght  that  made  it  dear  depart. 

Think  of  her  smiles  as  when  thou  saw'st  thcni  last. 

Clear,  beautiful,  by  nought  of  earth  o'ercast ; 

Recall  her  tears,  to  thee  at  parting  given, 

Pui'e  as  they  weep,  if  angels  weep,  in  heaven  ! 

Tliink  in  her  o-uti  still  bower  she  waits  thee  now, 

With  the  same  glow  of  heart  and  bloom  of  brow, 

Yet  sln-ined  in  sohtude — thine  all,  tlune  only, 

Like  the  one  star  above  thee,  bright  and  lonely! 

Oh,  that  a  cfream  so  sweet,  so  long  enjoy'd. 

Should  be  so  sadly,  cmelly  destroy'd  ! 

The  song  is  hush'd,  the  laughing  njmiphs  are  flowa. 
And  he  is  left,  musing  of  bUss,  alone  ; — 
Alone  ? — no,  not  alone — that  heavy  sigh, 
That  sob  of  grief,  wliich  broke  from  some  one  nigh— 
Whose  could  it  be  ? — das  !  is  misery  foimd 
Here,  even  here,  on  tliis  enchanted  ground? 
He  timis,  and  sees  a  female  form,  close  veU'd, 
Leamng,  as  if  both  heart  and  strength  had  fail'd, 
Against  a  pillar  near ; — ^not  ghttermg  o'er 
With  gems  and  ^^Teaths,  such  as  the  others  wore, 
But  in  that  deep  blue,  melancholy  dress,' 
Bokhara's  maidens  wear  m  mindfulness 
Of  friends  or  kindi-ed,  dead  or  far  away ; — 
And  such  as  Zehca  had  on  that  day 
He  left  lier, — when,  with  heart  too  full  to  speak, 
|Ie  took  away  her  last  warm  teai's  upon  his  cheaki 

\  "  Deep  blue  is  their  mourning  colour."— Hanway. 
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A  strange  emotion  stirs  mtliin  liim, — more 
Than  mere  compassion  ever  waked  before ; —  _,. 

Unconsciously  he  opes  his  arms,  wliilc  she  W 

Springs  forward,  as  ^\'ith  life's  last  energy, 
But,  swooning  in  that  one  convulsive  bound, 
Sinks,  ere  slio  reach  liis  arms,  upon  the  ground  ;— = 
Her  veil  falls  oft — her  faint  hands  clasp  Ms  knees — 
Tis  she  herself ! — 'tis  Zelica  he  sees ! 
But,  ah,  so  pale,  so  changed — none  but  a  lover 
Could  in  that  wx&ck  of  beauty's  sliiine  discover 
The  once  adored  divinity !  eyen  he 
Stood  for  some  moments  mute,  and  doubtingly 
Put  back  the  ringlets  from  her  brow,  and  gazed 
Upon  those  lids,  where  once  sucli  lustre  blazed, 
Ere  he  could  think  she  was  indeed  his  o^^^l, 
0^^•n  darling  maid,  whom  he  so  long  had  kno-mi 
In  joy  and  sorrow,  beautiful  in  both  ; 
Who,  e'en  when  grief  was  heaviest — when  loth 
He  left  her  for  the  Avars — in  that  worst  hour 
Sat  in  her  sorrow  like  the  sweet  night  flower, ' 
When  darkness  biings  its  weeping  glories  out. 
And  spreads  its  sighs  Lilie  frankincense  about ! 

"  Look  up,  my  Zelica — one  moment  show 
Those  gentle  eyes  to  me,  that  I  may  know 
Thy  life,  thy  lovehness,  is  not  all  gone, 
But  there,  at  least,  shines  as  it  ever  shone. 
Come,  look  upon  thy  Azim — one  dear  glance. 
Like  tliose  of  old,  were  heaven  !  whatever  chance 
Hath  brought  thee  here,  oh  !  'twas  a  blessed  one  ! 
There — my  sweet  lids — ^they  move — that  kiss  hath  run 
Like  the  first  shoot  of  hfe  tiu-ough  every  vein, 
And  now  I  clasp  her,  mine,  all  mine  again ! 
Oh,  the  dehght! — now,  in  tliis  ver}'  hour, 
WHien  had  the  whole  rich  world  been  in  my  power, 
I  should  have  singled  out  thee,  only  thee. 
From  tlie  whole  world's  collected  treasmy — 
To  have  thee  here — to  hang  thus  fondly  o'er 
My  ovm  best,  pmest  Zelica  once  more  ! " 

It  wr.s  indeed  tlie  touch  of  those  loved  Ups 
Upon  her  eyes  that  chased  their  short  echpse. 
And,  gradual  as  the  snow,  at  heaven's  breath, 
Melts  off  and  shows  the  azure  flowers  beneath, 

Tlie  Borrowful  nyctanthet,  which  begins  to  spread  its  rich  odour  after  eub^ 
Bet, 
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Her  lids  unclosed,  and  the  bright  eyes  were  seen 
Gazing  ou  his, — not,  as  they  late  had  been, 
Quick,  restless,  wild,  but  moimifully  serene ; 
As  if  to  lie,  e'en  for  that  tranced  minute, 
So  near  his  heart,  had  consolation  in  it ; 
And  thus  to  wake  in  liis  beloved  caress 
Took  from  her  soul  one-half  its  ^^Tetchedness. 
But,  when  she  heard  liim  call  her  good  and  piu'e. 
Oh,  'twas  too  much — too  dreadful  to  endiu'e ! 
Shuddering,  she  broke  away  from  his  embrace, 
And,  hiding  Mith  both  hands  her  guilty  face. 
Said,  in  a  tone  whose  anguish  would  have  riven 
A  lieart  of  very  marble,  "  Pure  ! — 0  Heaven  ! " — 
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That  tone — those  looks  so  changed — the  withering  bliglit, 
Tliat  sill  and  sorrow  leave  where'er  they  light — 
The  dead  despondency  of  those  sunk  ej^es, 
Where  once,  had  he  thus  met  her  by  sui-prise, 
He  would  have  seen  liimself,  too  happy  boy, 
Reflected  in  a  thousand  liglits  of  joy ; — 
And  then  the  place,  that  bright  unholy  place. 
Where  \ice  lay  liid  beneath  each  -ndiining  grace 
And  charm  of  luxury,  as  the  viper  T^'eaves 
Its  vv'ily  covering  of  sweet  balsam-leaves ;  '— 
All  struck  upon  Ms  heart,  sudden  and  cold 
As  death  itself; — it  needs  not  to  be  told — 
No,  no — he  sees  it  all,  plain  as  tlie  brand 
Of  biu-ning  shame  can  mark — whate'er  the  hand. 
That  could  from  heaven  and  him  such  brightness  sever, 
'Tis  done — to  heaven  and  liim  slie  's  lost  for  ever ! 
It  was  a  di'eadful  moment ;  not  the  tears, 
The  lingering,  lasting  misery  of  years, 
Could  match  that  minute's  anguish — all  the  worst 
Of  sorrow's  elements  in  that  dark  bm'st 
Broke  o'er  his  soul,  and,  ■\nth  one  crash  of  fate, 
Laid  the  whole  hopes  of  liis  life  desolate  ! 

"  Oil !  curse  me  not,"  she  cried,  as  ■nild  he  toss'd 
His  desperate  hand  towards  heaven — "  though  I  am  lost, 
Thhik  not  that  guilt,  that  falsehood  made  me  fall, 
No,  no — 'twas  giief,  'twas  madness,  did  it  aU ! 
Nay,  doubt  me  not — though  all  thy  love  hath  ceased — 
I  know  it  hath — yet,  yet  believe,  at  least, 

I  "  Concerning  the  vipers,  which  Pliny  says  we^e  frequent  among  the  balsara. 
trees,  I  made  very  particular  inquiry;  several  were  brought  me  alive  both  tc 
Yair')o  and  Jidda."~Eiuc8. 
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That  every  spark  of  reason's  liglit  must  be 

Quench'd  in  tJiis  brain,  ere  I  could  stray  from  thee ! 

They  told  me  thou  wert  dead — why,  Azim,  why 

Did  we  not,  both  of  us,  tliat  instant  die 

When  we  were  parted  ? — oh !  coiddst  thou  but  know 

With  what  a  deep  dcvotedness  of  woe 

I  wept  thy  absence — o'er  and  o'er  again 

Tliinldng  of  thee,  still  thee,  till  thought  grew  pain, 

AnJL  memory,  lilce  a  drop  that,  night  and  day. 

Falls  cold  and  ceaseless,  wore  my  heai't  awaj' ! 

Didst  thou  but  know  how  pale  I  sat  at  home, 

^ly  eyes  still  tum'd  the  way  tliou  wert  to  come, 

And,  all  the  long,  long  night  of  liopo  and  fear, 

Thy  voice  and  step  still  sounding  in  my  ear — 

O  God  !  thou  woiildst  not  wonder  that,  at  last, 

Wlien  everj'  hope  was  all  at  once  o'crcast. 

When  I  heard  frightful  voices  roimd  me  say, 

Azim  is  dead! — tliis  wi'etched  brain  gave  way. 

And  I  became  a  «TCck,  at  random  driven. 

Without  one  glimpse  of  reason  or  of  heaven — 

AU  wild — and  even  this  quenchless  love  wdthui 

Tui-n'd  to  fold  fires  to  light  me  into  sin  ! 

Thou  pitiest  me — I  Imew  tliou  Avouldst- — tliat  sky 

Hath  nought  beneath  it  half  so  lorn  as  I. 

The  iiond,  who  liu-ed  mo  hither — hist !  come  near^ 

Or  thou  too,  thou  art  lost,  if  he  should  hcai* — 

Told  me  such  things — oh !  Avith  such  devilish  art, 

As  M'ould  have  ruin'd  even  a  holier  heart — 

Of  thee,  and  of  that  ever-radiant  sphere. 

Where  bless'd  at  length,  if  I  but  served  Mm  here, 

T  should  for  ever  live  in  tliy  dear  sight, 

And  drink  from  those  pure  eyes  eternal  light ! 

Tliink,  think  how  lost,  how  maddcn'd  I  must  be, 

To  hope  that  guilt  could  lead  to  God  or  thee  ! 

Thou  weep'st  for  me — do  weep — oh !  that  I  durst 

Kiss  off  that  tear ;  but,  no — these  lips  are  ciu'st, 

They  must  not  touch  thee  ; — one  divine  caress, 

One  blessed  moment  of  forgetfulness 

I've  had  witliin  those  arms,  and  that  shall  lie, 

Slmnecl  in  my  soul's  deep  memory  till  I  die ! 

The  last  of  joy's  last  relics  here  below, 

Tlie  one  sweet  di-op,  m  all  tlus  waste  of  woe, 

My  heart  has  treasm-ed  fi'om  afiection's  spiing. 

To  soothe  and  cool  its  deadly  •nithering ! 

But  thou — 3*es,  thou  must  go — for  ever  go ; 

This  place  is  not  for  thee — ^for  thee !  oh,  no  I 
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Did.  I  but  tell  thee  half,  thy  tortured  brain 
Would  bui'n  lilve  mine,  and  mine  go  ■\\ald  agaia ! 
Enough,  that  Guilt  reigns  here — that  hearts  once  good.. 
Now  tainted,  chiU'd  and  broken,  are  his  food. — 
Enough,  that  we  are  parted — that  there  rolls 
A  flood  of  headlong  fate  between  our  souls, 
'Wliose  darlmess  severs  me  as  wide  from  thee 
A.S  hell  from  heaven,  to  all  eternity ! " — 

"  Zelica !  ZeUca ! "  the  youth  exclaim'd, 
In  all  the  tortm-es  of  a  mind  inflamed 
Almost  to  mathiess — "  by  that  sacred  heaven, 
Where  yet,  if  i^rayers  can  move,  thou'lt  be  forgiven, 
As  thou  ai't  here — here,  m  this  writhing  heart, 
All  sinful,  -wild,  and  ruin'd.  as  thou  art ! 
By  the  remembrance  of  our  once  pure  love, 
Wliich,  like  a  cluu'ch-j'ard  light,  still  bui-ns  above 
The  gi-ave  of  our  lost  souls — which  guilt  in  thee 
Cannot  extinguish,  nor  despair  hi  me  ! 
I  do  conjm'e,  implore  thee  to  fly  hence — 
If  thou  iiast  yet  one  spark  of  innocence, 
Fly  ^vith  me  from  this  place,' " 

"With  thee!  oh  blisa, 
'Tis  worth  whole  years  of  torment  to  hear  this. 
What !  take  the  lost  one  -nith  thee  ? — let  her  rove 
By  thy  dear  side,  as  in  those  days  of  love. 
When  we  -were  both  so  happy,  both  so  x^m-e — 
Too  heavenly  dream !  if  there  's  on  earth  a  ciu'e 
For  the  sunk  heart,  'tis  this — day  after  day 
To  be  the  blest  companion  of  thy  way  ; — 
To  hear  thy  angel  eloquence — to  sec 
Those  -sii'tuous  eyes  for  ever  tiu-n'd  on  me ; 
And  in  then-  hght  rechasten  silently, 
Like  the  stain'd  web  that  M'liitens  hi  the  sun, 
Grow  pure  by  being  purely  shone  uj)on  ; 
And  thou  wilt  pray  for  me — I  know  thou  Anlt — 
At  the  dim  vesper  horn",  A\hen  thoughts  of  guilt 
Come  heaviest  o'er  the  heart,  thou'lt  lift  tliuie  ej^es, 
Full  of  sweet  tears  imto  the  darkening  skies, 
And  plead  for  me  with  Heaven,  till  I  can  dare 
To  fix  my  own  weak  sinhil  glances  there  ; — 
Till  the  good  angels,  when  they  see  me  cling 
For  ever  near  thee,  pale  and  soiTO^A-ing, 
Shall  for  thy  sake  pronounce  my  soul  forgiven, 
And  bid  thee  take  thy  weephig  slave  to  heaven ! 
Oh,  yes,  I'll  fly  with 'thee ' 
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Scai-ce  had  she  said 
These  breatliless  words,  when  a  voice  deep  and  di*ead 
As  lliat  of  IMonlier,  waking  up  the  dead 
From  tlieir  first  sleep — so  startling  'twas  to  both — 
Rung  tlirough  the  casement  near,  "  Thy  oath  I  thy  oath  i' 

0  Heaven,  the  ghastliness  of  tliat  Mai.l's  look  ! — 
"  'Tis  he,"  faintly  she  ci-ied,  wJiile  terror  shook 
Her  mmost  core,  nor  durst  she  lift  her  eyes. 

Though  through  the  casement  now.  nought  but  the  skios 

And  moonlight  fields  wei*e  seen,  calm  as  before — 

"  Tis  he,  and  I  am  liis — all,  all  is  o'er — 

Go — fly  this  instant,  or  thou'rt  ruin'd  too — 

iSIy  oath,  my  oath.  O  God !  'tis  all  too  true, 

True  as  the  worm  in  tliis  cold  heart  it  is — 

1  am  Mokanna's  bride — his,  Azim,  liis — 

The  dead  stood  roimd  us,  \\liile  I  spoke  that  vow. 

Their  blue  Hps  echo'd  it — I  hear  them  now ! 

Theu-  eyes  glared  on  mo,  while  I  pledged  that  bowl, 

'Twas  burnbig  blood — I  feel  it  in  my  soul ! 

And  tlie  Veil'd  Bridegroom — hist !  I've  seen  to-night 

^\^lat  angels  know  not  of — so  foul  a  sight, 

So  horrible — oh  !  never  mayst  thou  see 

What  there  lies  liid  from  all  but  hell  and  me  ! 

But  I  must  hence — off,  oft' — I  am  not  tliine, 

Nor  Heaven's  nor  Love's,  nor  aught  x'hat  is  divine — 

Hold  me  not — ha ! — tliiuk'st  thou  the  fiends  thnt  sever 

Hearts,  cannot  sunder  hands"? — thus,  then — for  ever!" 

V7ith  all  Ihat  strength,  which  madness  lends  the  weak, 
She  flung  away  his  ai-m ;  and,  with  a  shriek, — 
Whose  sound,  though  he  should  linger  out  more  years 
Tliau  v\Teteh  e'er  told,  can  never  leave  his  ears, — 
Flew  np  through  that  long  avenue  of  Ught, 
Fleetly  as  some  dark  ominous  bii-d  of  night 
Across  the  sun,  and  soon  was  out  of  sight ! 
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Lalla  Rookh  could  tliink  of  nothing  all  day  but  the 
misery  of  tliese  two  young  lovers.  Her  gaiety  was  gone, 
and  siie  looked  pensively  even  upon  Fadladeen.  She  felt 
too,  TAathout  knowing  why,  a  sort  of  uneasy  pleasiu-e  in 
imagining  that  Azim  must  have  been  just  such  a  youth  as 
Feramorz ;  just  as  wortliy  to  enjoy  all  the  blessings,  with- 
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out  any  of  the  pangs,  of  that  illusive  passion,  xrhich  too 
often,  like  the  sunny  apples  of  Istkahai',  is  aU  sweetaess  on 
one  side,  and  all  bitterness  on  the  other. 

As  they  passed  along  a  sequestered  river  after  sunset, 
they  saw  a  }"oimg  Hindoo  ghl  upon  the  bank,  whoso  eni- 
j)loyment  seemed  to  them  so  strange,  that  they  stopped 
their  palankeens  to  obseiwe  her.  She  had  hglited  a  small 
lamp,  tilled  ^^ith  oil  of  cocoa,  and  j)lacing  it  in  an  earthen 
dish,  adorned  A^ith  a  -ttTeath  of  flo^\ers,  had  committed  it 
with  a  trembling  hand  to  the  sti'eam,  and  was  now 
anxiously  watcliing  its  progress  do'UTi  the  current,  heedless 
of  tlie  gay  cavalcade  wliicli  had  ch'awn  up  beside  her. 
LaUa  Rookh  was  all  cmiositj- ; — when  one  of  her  attend- 
ants, who  liad  lived  upon  the  banks  of  the  Ganges  (where 
this  ceremony  is  so  frequent,  that  often,  in  the  dusk  of  the 
evening,  the  river  is  seen  gUtteilng  all  over  \A'Ci\  lights, 
like  the  Oton-tala  or  Sea  of  Stars),  informed  the  Princess 
that  it  was  the  usual  way  in  wliich  the  friends  of  those  ^\•ho 
liad  gone  on  dangerous  voyages  otfered  up  vows  for  their 
safe  retiu-n.  If  the  lamp  sunk  immediately,  the  omen  was 
disastrous ;  but  if  it  went  shining  do^^n  the  stream,  and 
continued  to  biu-n  tiU  entirely  out  of  sight,  the  retui'n  of 
the  beloved  object  was  considered  as  certain. 

Lalla  Eookh,  as  they  moved  on,  more  than  once  looked 
back,  to  observe  how  the  young  Hhidoo's  lamp  proceeded ; 
and,  while  she  saw  ■with  pleasiu-e  that  it  \\"as  still  unextin- 
guished, she  cculd  not  help  feai'ing  that  all  the  hopes  of 
this  life  were  no  better  than  that  feeble  light  upon  the 
river.  The  remainder  of  the  jom-ney  was  passed  in  silence. 
She  now,  for  the  first  time,  felt  that  shade  of  melancholy 
wliicli  comes  over  the  youthful  maiden's  heai't,  as  sweet 
and  transient  as  her  own  breath  upon  a  muTor ;  nor  was  it 
tiU  shu  heard  tlie  lute  of  Feiamorz,  touched  lightly  at  the 
door  of  her  paAdhon,  that  she  waked  from  the  reverie  in 
wliich  she  had  been  wandering.  Instantly  her  eyes  were 
lighted  up  ■^^ith  pleasiu'e,  and,  after  a  few  imlieai'd  remarks 
from  Fadladeen  upon  the  indecorum  of  a  poet  seating  hun- 
self  in  presence  of  a  princess,  everytliing  was  arranged  as 
on  tlie  preceding  evening,  and  all  listened  with  eagerness, 
U'liile  the  story  was  thus  continued : — 
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Whose  are  tlie  gilded  tents  tliat  crowd  the  way, 
Where  all  was  waste  and  silent  yesterday  ? 
This  City  of  War  which,  in  a  few  short  hoiu's, 
Hath  sprung  up  here,  as  if  the  magic  powers 
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Of  liim  who,  in  the  twinlding  of  a  star, 

13  nil  t  the  high  pillar'd  lialls  of  Cluliiiinai',' 

Had  conjiu-ed  up,  fai*  as  the  eye  can  see, 

Tliis  world  of  tents  and  domes  and  sun-hright  araaoTiry  !- 

Princely  pa\'ilions,  screen'd  by  many  a  fold 

Of  cmnson  cloth,  and  topp'd  with  balls  of  gold ; — 

Steeds,  with  their  housings  of  rifli  sih'cr  spim. 

Their  chains  and  poitrels  gUttermg  in  the  sim ; 

And  camels,  tiilted  o'er  Avith  Yemen's  shells, 

Shaldng  in  every  breeze  their  light-toned  bells  ! 

But  yester-eve,  so  motionless  around, 
So  mute  was  tliis  wide  pLun.  that  not  a  sound 
But  the  lar  torrent,  or  the  locust-bird ■•* 
Hmiting  among  the  thickets,  could  be  heard ; — 
Yet  hark  !  what  discords  now,  of  every  kind, 
Shouts,  laughs,  and  screams,  arc  revelling  in  the  wind ! 
The  neigh  of  cavahy ; — the  tinklhig  throngs 
Of  laden  camels  and  then-  drivers'  songs  ; — 
Ringing  of  arms,  and  Happing  in  the  breeze 
Of  streamers  from  ten  thousand  canopies  ; — 
War-music,  bursting  out  from  time  to  time 
With  gong  and  tymbalon's  tremendous  chime ; — 
Or,  in  the  pause,  wlien  harsher  sounds  are  mute, 
The  mellow  breathings  of  some  horn  or  ilute, 
That  fai'  off,  broken  by  the  eagle  note 
Of  th'  Abysshiian  ti-imipet,*  swell  and  float ! 

Who  leads  tliis  mighty  ai'my  ? — ask  yc  "  who  '" 
And  mark  yc  not  those  banners  of  dark  hue, 
The  Night  and  Shadow,*  over  yonder  tent? — 
It  is  the  Cahph's  glorious  armament. 
Roused  in  his  palace  by  the  di-ead  alarms, 
That  hoiu-lj'  came,  of  the  false  Prophet's  arms, 
And  of  his  host  of  infidels,  who  luu-l'd 
Defiance  tierce  at  Islam*  and  the  world  ; — 
Though  worn  with  Grecitui  warfare,  and  behind 
The  veils  of  liis  bright  palace  cahn  reclined, 


''  Tlie  edifices  of  Chilminar  and  Balliec  are  supposed  lo  have  been  built  by 
the  Genii,  acting  under  tlie  orders  of  J;in  ben  Jan,  who  governed  the  world 
loii'j;  hel'ore  the  time  of  Ailam. 

*  K  native  of  Khorassan,  imd  allured  southward  by  means  of  the  water  of  a 
fomitiiiu  between  Shimz  and  Ispahan,  called  tbe  Fountain  of  Birds,  of  whicli  it 

s  so  fond  tliat  it  will  follow  wherever  that  water  is  carried. 

'  "This  trumpet  is  often  called  in  .\by?inn'.a,  nesser  cano,  which  signifies  the 
Koie  of  the  E;igie."— Note  of  Knice's  Kditor. 

*  The  two  black  standiirds  borne  before  the  caliphs  of  the  House  of  Abbaa 
were  called,  allegorically,  the  Night  aud  the  Shadow. — Gibbon. 

'  Tke  Mahometan  religion. 
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Yet  Lrook'd  lie  not  such  blasphemy  should  stain; 
Thus  uni'evenged,  the  evening  of  his  reign, 
But,  having  sworn  upon  the  Holy  Grave,' 
To  conquer  or  to  perish,  once  more  gave 
His  shadowy  banners  proudly  to  the  breeze, 
And  with  an  army,  niirsed  in  ^'ictories, 
Here  stands  to  crush  the  rebels  that  o'errim 
His  blest  and  beauteous  province  of  the  sun. 

Ne'er  did  the  march  of  Maliadi  display 
Such  pomp  before ; — not  e'en  when  on  his  way 
To  Mecca's  temple,  when  both  land  and  sea 
Were  spoil'd  to  feed  the  pilgrim's  luxmy ;  * 
When  round  Imn,  mid  the  bm-ning  sands,  he  saw 
Fruits  of  the  north  in  icy  freshness  thaw, 
And  cool'd  his  thu'sty  Hp,  beneath  the  glow 
Of  Mecca's  sim,  ^^'ith  urns  of  Persian  snow : ' — 
Nor  e'er  did  armament  more  gxand  than  that 
Poiu"  from  the  kingdoms  of  tlie  Cahphat. 
First,  in  the  van,  the  People  of  the  Ptock,  * 
On  then-  light  moimtain  steeds,  of  royal  stock : ' 
Then,  chiettahis  of  Damascus,  proud  to  see 
The  flashing  of  their  swords'  rich  marquetry ;  '■ — 
Men,  from  the  regions  near  the  Volga's  mouth, 
Mix'd  rath  the  rude,  black  archers  of  the  south : 
And  Indian  lancers,  in  wliite-tiu'ban'd  ranks 
From  the  far  Sinde,  or  Attock's  sacred  banks. 
With  dusky  legions  from  the  Land  of  Mj^rli,'' 
And  many  a  mace-ai'm'd  Moor  and  Mid- Sea  islander. 

Nor  less  in  nmnber,  though  more  new  and  rude 
In  warfare's  school,  was  the  vast  midtitude 
That,  tired  by  zeal,  or  by  oppression  ^M'ong'd, 
Round  the  wliite  standard  of  th'  impostor  tlu'ong'd. 
Beside  Ms  thousands  of  believers, — blind. 
Burning  and  headlong  as  the  Samiel  wind, — 

1  "The  Persians  swear  by  the  tomb  of  Shah  Besa'Je,  who  is  buried  at  Casbin  j 
and  when  one  desires  another  to  asseverate  a  matter,  he  will  ask  him  if  he  dare 
Bivear  by  the  Holy  Grave." — Stniy. 

3  Mahadi,  iu  a  single  pilgrimage  to  Mecca,  expended  six  millions  of  dinars  of 
giild. 

*  Nivem  Meccam  apportavit,  rem  ihi  aut  imnquam  aufc  rarovisara. — Ahulfeda. 

*  Tlie  inhabitants  of  Hejaz,  or  Arabia  Petr»a,  called  by  an  Eastern  writer 
"The  People  of  the  Rock."-iCbn  Ilaiikal. 

6  "  Those  horses,  called  by  the  Arabians  Kochlaiii,  of  whom  a  written  genea- 
alngy  has  been  kept  for  2000  years.  They  are  said  to  derive  their  origin  from 
king  Solomon's  steeds." — Nicbidir. 

«  '■  Many  of  I  he  fignres  on  the  blades  of  their  swords  are  wrought  in  gold  or 
silver,  or  in  marquetry  with  small  gems." — A*i9t.  Misc.  vol.  i. 

'  Azab  or  Saba. 
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Many  who  felt,  and  more  who  fear'd  to  feel 

The  bloody  Islanute's  converting  steel, 

Flock'd  to  his  banner; — cliiefs  of  th'  tlzbek  race, 

"\Va\Tng  theii-  heron  crests  -snth  martial  grace  ;  ^ 

Tiu-komans,  countless  as  their  floclcs,  led  forth 

From  tla'  aromatic  pastm'es  of  the  north ; 

Wild  warriors  of  the  turquoise  liills,' — and  those 

Who  dwell  beyond  the  everlasting  snows 

Of  Hindoo  Kosh, '  iii  stormy  freedom  bred, 

Their  fort  the  rock,  tlieir  camp  the  torrent's  bed. 

But  none,  of  all  who  own'd  the  Cliief  s  command, 

Rush'd  to  that  battle-field  with  bolder  hand 

Or  sterner  hate  than  Iran's  ontlaw'd  men, 

Her  Worsliippers  of  Fire* — all  panting  tlien 

For  vengeance  on  th'  accui-sed  Saracen  ; 

Vengeance  at  last  for  theu*  dear  coxmtiy  spuru'd, 

Her  throne  usui-p'd,  and  her  bright  sluines  o'ertum'd, 

From  Yezd's  '  eternal  Mansion  of  the  Fii'e, 

\Miere  aged  saints  in  di'eams  of  heaven  expu-e  ; 

From  Badku,  and  those  fountains  of  blue  flame 

That  bm-n  into  the  Caspian,*  fierce  they  came, 

Careless  for  what  or  whom  the  blow  was  sped, 

So  vengeance  ti-iumph'd,  and  their  tjTants  bled ! 

Such  was  the  wild  and  miscellaneous  host, 
That  liigh  in  au-  their  motley  banners  toss'd 
Ai-ound  tlie  Pi-ophet-Chief— all  eyes  still  bent 
Upon  that  glittering  Veil,  where'er  it  went. 
That  beacon  tbi-ough  the  battle's  stormy  flood, 
That  rainbow  of  the  field,  whose  showers  were  blood  ! 

Twice  hath  tlie  sim  upon  their  conflict  set, 
And  lis'n  again,  and  found  tliem  grappHng  yet ; 

'  "  The  chiefs  of  tlie  Uzbek  Taitars  wear  a  pluniQ  of  white  heron's  feadieri 
in  their  turbaiis." — Account  of  Independent  Tartary. 

•  In  tlie  mountains  of  Kishapour  and  Tons  (iu  Khorassan)  they  find  tur- 
qu'ises. — Elm  Haukal. 

8  For  a  description  of  these  stupendous  ranges  of  mountains,  vide  ElpLiii- 
stoue's  Caubul. 

*  The  Ghebers,  or  Guebres,  those  original  natives  of  Persia,  who  adhered  fa) 
their  ancient  faith,  the  religion  of  Zoroaster,  and  wlio,  after  the  ';opquest  of 

I  their  country  by  the  Arabs,  were  either  persecuted  at  home  or  forced  to  be- 

come ".vanderers  abroad. 
*  "  Yezd,  the  chief  residence  of  those  ancient  natives  who  worship  the  Sua 
and  the  Fire,  which  latter  they  have  carefully  kept  lighted,  without  being  once 
I  e.Ktiiiguished  for  a  moment,  above  3U00  yeais,  on  a  mountain  near  Yezd,  called 

'  Ater  Quedah,  signifying  the  House  or  Mansion  of  the  Fire.    He  is  reckoned 

very  unfortunate  who  dies  off  that  mountain." — Stephen's  Persia. 
*"  '  V\'hen  the  weather  is  liazy,  the  sprinfrs  of  naptha  (on  an  island  near  Bakn) 
'(  boil  up  the  higher,  aud  the  naptlia  often  takes  fire  on  the  surface  of  the  earth, 

i  and  runs  iu  aflame  into  the  sea  to  a  distance  almost  incrediole."— Hanway  ob 

the  Everlasting  Fire  at  Baku. 

^ ^ ^ 
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\MiiIe  streams  of  carnage,  in  liis  iioon-tide  blaze, 

Smoke  up  to  heaven — liot  as  that  crunson  haze, 

By  -wliich  the  prosti'ate  caravan  is  awed, 

In  the  red  Desert,  Vv'hen  the  ■wind 's  abroad ! 

"  On,  Swords  of  God  ! "  the  pantmg  Caliph  calls, — 

"  Tlirones  for  the  livhig — heaven  for  liim  Avho  falls  !  "— 

"  On,  brave  avengers,  on,"  Mokanna  cries, 

"  And  Ebhs  blast  the  recreant  slave  that  flies ! " 

Now  comes  the  brunt,  the  crisis  of  the  day — 

They  clash — they  stiive — the  CaHph's  trooi)S  give  way 

Mokanna's  self  jjlucks  the  black  Banner  down. 

And  now  the  Orient  World's  imperial  crown 

Is  just  Tvitliin  liis  gi'asp — when,  hark,  that  shout ! 

Some  hand  hath  check'd  the  flying  Moslems'  rout, 

And  now  they  tiu'U — they  rally — at  thek  head 

A  warrior,  (like  those  angel  youths,  who  led, 

In  glorious  panoi)ly  of  heaven's  own.  mail. 

The  Champions  of  the  Faith  tlirough  Beder's  vale,^ 

Bold  as  if  gifted  ■\\ith  ten  thousand  Uves, 

Tiuiis  on  the  lierce  piu'suers'  blades,  and  drives 

At  once  the  multitudinous  torrent  back, 

Wliile  hope  and  coiu'age  kindle  in  liis  track. 

And,  at  each  step,  his  bloody  falcliion  makes 

Terrible  ^'istas  through  which  victory  breaks ! 

In  vaiu  !Mokauna,  'midst  the  general  flight. 

Stands,  lilce  the  red  moon,  on  some  stormy  night. 

Among  the  fugitive  clouds  that,  hurrying  by, 

Leave  only  her  imshaken  in  the  sky  ! — 

In  vam  he  yells  his  desperate  ciu'ses  out. 

Deals  death  promiscuously  to  all  about. 

To  foes  that  charge  and  co'ivard  fiiends  that  fly, 

And  seems  of  all  the  great  Arch-enemy ! 

The  panic  spreads — "  a  mii-acle  ! "  tlu'oughout 

The  Moslem  ranks,  "  a  miracle ! "  they  shout. 

All  gazing  on  that  youth,  whose  coming  seems 

A  hght,  a  glor}^,  such  as  breaks  in  dreams  ; 

And  every  sword,  true  as  o'er  billows  dim 

The  needle  tracks  the  loadstar,  following  liim ! 

Right  tow'rds  Mokanna  now  he  cleaves  liis  path, 
Impatient  cleaves,  as  though  the  bolt  of  wi'ath 
He  bears  from  heaven  mthheld  its  awful  bm'st 
From  weaker  heads,  and  souls  but  half-waj^  ciu'st, 
To  break  o'er  him,  the  mightiest  and  the  worst ! 
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'  In  the  great  victory  gaineil  by  Malionied  at  Bedcr  lie  \ias  assisted,  ssj 
the  Mussulmans,  by  three  thuusaud  angels,  led  bv  Gabriel  mounted  ou  his  horK 
Hiazum. — The  Koran  and  its  Commemators. 
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But  vain  his  speed — though,  in  that  hour  of  blood, 

Had  all  God's  seraphs  round  Molcauna  stood, 
With  swords  of  fire,  ready  like  fate  to  fall, 
Mokauna's  soul  would  have  defied  them  all ; — 
Yet  now,  the  rash  of  fugitives,  too  strong 
For  human  force,  Imrrics  even  lum  along ; 
In  vain  lie  struggles  'mid  the  wedged  array 
Of  iij'ing  thousands, — he  is  bonic  away ; 
And  the  sole  joy  his  ballled  spirit  knows 
In  this  Ibrced  tiight  is — murdcrmg,  as  he  goes ! 
As  a  glim  tiger,  whom  the  torrent's  might 
Sui-prises  in  some  parch'd  ravine  at  night, 
Tiu-ns,  even  in  drowning,  on  the  An-etched  flocks 
Swept  with  him  in  that  snow-flood  from  the  rocks, 
And,  to  the  last,  devoiuiiig  on  liis  way, 
Bloodies  the  stream  he  hath  not  power  to  stay  ! 

"  Alia  ilia  Alia  ! " — the  glad  shout  renew — 
"  Alia  Akbar  ! "  '—the  CaUph  's  in  Merou. 
Hang  out  your  gilded  tapestry  m  the  streets. 
And  light  yoiu"  shiines  and  chaunt  yom*  ziraleets ; ' 
The  Swords  of  God  have  triumph'd — on  his  throne 
Your  Caliph  sits,  and  the  Veil'd  Chief  hath  flown. 
Who  does  not  envy  that  young  warrior  now. 
To  whom  the  Lord  of  Islam  bends  his  brow, 
In  all  the  gi-aceful  gi-atitude  of  power, 
For  liis  tin-one's  safety  in  that  perilous  hour  ? 
Who  doth  not  wonder,  when,  amidst  th'  acclaim 
Of  thousands,  heralding  to  heaven  liis  name — 
'Mid  all  those  hoher  hannonies  of  fame. 
Which  soimd  along  tlie  patli  of  vu-tuous  souls, 
Lilce  music  round  a  planet  as  it  rolls ! — 
He  tm-ns  away  coldly,  as  if  some  gloom 
Himg  o'er  his  heart  no  triumphs  can  ilkime ; — 
Some  sightless  giief,  upon  whose  blasted  gaze 
Though  glory's  Hght  may  play,  in  vain  it  plays ! 
Yes,  ^vl•etclled  Azim  !  thine  is  such  a  grief, 
Be}"ond  all  hope,  all  terror,  all  relief ; 
A  dark,  cold  calm,  which  notliing  now  can  break. 
Or  w-ai-ni  or  brighten, — like  that  Spian  Lake,* 
Upon  whose  surface  mom  and  smnmer  shed 
Theii-  smiles  in  vain,  for  all  beneath  is  dead  ! — 


*  The  Tecljir,  or  cry  of  the  Arabs.    "  Alia  Achar ! "  says  Ockley,  "  meaiis  God 
is  most  niiality." 

*  The  ziraleet  is  a  kind  of  chorus,  which  the  womeu  of  the  East  sing  upon 
joyful  occasions. — Kussel. 

*  Tlie  Dead  Sea,  which  contains  neither  animal  uor  vegetable  life. 
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Hearts  there  have  been,  o'er  which  tWs  weight  of  woe 
Came,  b^^  long  use  of  suffering,  tame  and  slow ; 
But  tliine,  lost  youth !  was  sudden — over  thee 
It  broke  at  once,  when  all  seem'd  ecstasA" ; 
When  Hope  look'd  up,  and  saw  the  gloomj'  past 
Melt  into  splendoiu-,  and  BUss  dawn  at  last — 
■T\yas  then,  even  then,  o'er  joys  so  freshly  bloA\Ti, 
This  mortal  blight  of  miseiy  came  do^ivn  ; 
Even  then,  the  full,  warm  gushings  of  thy  heart 
Were  checkd — hke  fount-drops,  frozen  as  they  start! 
And  there,  lilve  them,  cold,  simless  reUcs  hang, 
Each  fix'd  and  chill'd  into  a  lasting  pang ! 

One  sole  desu-e,  one  ijassion  now  remains, 
To  keep  life's  fever  stiU  witliin  his  veins, — 
Vengeance  ! — dire  vengeance  on  the  A^Tetch  who  cast 
O'er  liim  and  all  he  loved  that  ruinous  blast. 
For  tliis,  when  rumoiu-s  reach'd  him  in  his  flight 
Far,  far  away,  after  that  fatal  night, — 
Rumours  of  armies,  thronging  to  th'  attack 
Of  the  Veil'd  Chief, — for  this  he  A\ing'd  hun  back, 
Fleet  as  the  vultm-e  speeds  to  flags  unfurl'd, 
And  came  when  all  seem'd  lost,  and  wildly  huiTd 
Himself  into  the  scale,  and  saved  a  world ! 
For  tliis  he  still  hves  on,  careless  of  all 
The  in-eaths  that  glory  on  his  path  lets  fall ; 
For  tliis  alone  exists — like  Hghtning-fire 
To  speed  one  bolt  of  vengeance,  and  expii-e ! 

But  safe  as  yet  that  Spu-it  of  E^ol  lives ; 
With  a  small  band  of  desperate  fugitives. 
The  last  sole  stubborn  fragment  left  unriven 
Of  the  proud  host  that  late  stood  fronting  heaven, 
FTe  gain'd  Merou — breathed  a  short  curse  of  blood 
O'er  liis  lost  throne — then  pass'd  the  Jihon's  flood,* 
And  gatheiing  all,  whose  madness  of  belief 
Still  saw  a  saviour  in  thek  do\Mi-fallen  Chief, 
Raised  the  wliite  banner  witliin  Neksheb's  gates,' 
And  there,  untamed,  th'  approaching  conqueror  waits 

Of  all  liis  liaram,  all  that  busy  liive, 
With  music  and  vvith  sweets  sparkling  alive. 
He  took  but  one,  the  partner  of  his  flight, 
One,  not  for  love — not  for  her  beauty's  light— 
For  Zehca  stood  withering  midst  the  gay, 
Wan  as  the  blossom  that  fell  yesterday 
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From  th'  Alma  tree  and  dies,  wliile  overhead 

To-day's  young  flower  is  springing  in  its  stead  ! ' 

No,  not  for  love — the  deepest  diUiiu'd  must  be 

Toucli'd  with  heaven's  glory,  ere  such  fiends  as  h'3 

Can  feel  one  glunpse  of  love's  di%-inity  ! 

But  no,  she  is  Ids  victun ; — there  lie  all 

Her  charms  for  him — charms  that  can  never  pall. 

As  long  as  hell  within  his  heart  can  stir, 

Or  one  faint  trace  of  heaven  is  left  in  her. 

To  work  an  angel's  ruin, — to  behold 

As  wliito  a  page  as  vii-tue  e'er  um'oll'd 

Blacken,  beneath  his  touch,  into  a  scroll 

Of  damning  sins,  seal'd  with  a  burning  soul— 

This  is  his  tnumi)h  ;  this  the  joy  accursed, 

That  ranks  liim  among  demons  all  but  first ! 

This  gives  the  \'ictim,  that  before  him  lies 

Blighted  and  lost,  a  glory  in  his  eyes, 

A  hght  hke  that  with  wliich  hell-iire  illumes 

The  ghastly,  writliing  An-etch  whom  it  consmnes ! 

But  other  tasks  now  wait  liim — tasks  that  need 
All  llie  deep  daringness  of  thought  and  deed 
With  \\hich  the  Dives '■'  have  gifted  liim — for  mark, 
Over  yon  plains,  which  night  had  else  made  dai-k, 

f  Those  luuterns,  countless  as  tlie  winged  lights 

>  That  spangle  India's  fields  on  showery  nights,* 

iFar  as  their  formidable  gleams  they  shed, 
Tiie  miglity  tents  of  the  bcleaguerer  spread, 
!  Glimmering  along  th'  horizon's  dusky  Une, 

■  And  thence  in  neai'er  circles,  till  they  shine 

!  Among  the  founts  and  groves,  o'er  wliich  the  ivfm 

I  In  all  its  arm'd  inagTiificence  looks  down. 

Yet.  feai-less,  fi'om  liis  lofty  battlements 

Mokanna  views  that  multitude  of  tents  ; 

Nay,  smiles  to  tlmik  that,  though  entoil'd.  beset, 

Not  less  than  myriads  dare  to  front  him  yet ; — 

That  friendless,  throneless,  he  thus  stands  at  bay, 

Ea'cu  thus  a  match  for  myriads  such  as  they ! 

"  Oh !  for  a  sweep  of  that  dark  Angel's  A\ing, 

Who  brush'd  the  thousands  of  th'  Assji-ian  king  ^ 

\  •  "  You  never  caa  cast  your  ejes  on  tliis  tree,  but  you  meet  there  either  bios- 

\  40-msorfnut;  and  as  the  blossom  (hops  undeincalh  on  the  ground  (which  13 

J  frequently  covered  with  these  purple-coloured  (towers),  others  co.jie  forth  ia 

I  Ihpir  stead,"  &c.,  Sec— Nieuhoff. 

*  The  demons  of  the  I'ersian  mythology. 

*  Carreri  meritiuus  llic  fire-flies'iu  ludia  during  the  rainy  season. —  Y\i9\iA 
Travels. 

*  Sennacherib,  called  by  the  Orieutcils  King  of  Moussal.— D'Herbelot, 
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To  darkness  in  a  moment,  that  I  might 

People  hell's  chambers  with  yon  host  to-night ! 

But  come  what  may,  let  who  will  grasi?  the  throne, 

Cahph  or  prophet,  Man  alike  shall  gi'oan  ; 

Let  who  will  torture  him,  priest — caliph — king — 

Alike  this  loathsome  ^vorld  of  his  shall  ring 

With  -^dctims'  shrieks  and  howlings  of  the  slave,— 

Sounds,  that  shall  glad  me  even  wdthm  my  grave  i " 

Thus  to  himself — but  to  the  scanty  train 

Still  left  around  him,  a  far  different  strain: — 

"  Glorious  defenders  of  the  sacred  crown 

I  bear  from  heaven,  whose  light  nor  blood  shall  drown 

Nor  shadow  of  earth  eclipse  ; — ^before  whose  gems 

The  paty  pomp  of  this  world's  diadems. 

The  cro's^Ti  of  Gerasliid,  the  pillar'd  tlu-one 

Of  Parviz,'  and  the  heron  crest  that  shone,' 

Magnificent,  o'er  Ali's  beauteous  eyes,^ 

Fade  like  the  stars  when  morn  is  in  the  skies  : 

Warriors  rejoice — the  port,  to  which  we've  pass'd 

O'er  destiny's  dark  wave,  beams  out  at  last ! 

Victory 's  our  o^m — 'tis  ■UTitten  in  that  book 

Upon  whose  leaves  none  but  the  angels  look, 

That  Islam's  sceptre  shall  beneath  the  power 

Of  her  great  foe  fall  bro]<:en  iii  that  hour. 

When  the  moon's  mighty  orb,  before  all  eyes, 

From  Neksheb's  Holy  Well  portentously  shall  risj ! 

Now  turn  and  see  !  " 

They  txun'd,  and,  as  he  spoke, 
A  sudden  splendour  all  around  them  broke. 
And  thej'-  beheld  an  orb,  ample  and  bright, 
Rise  from  the  Holy  Well,  and  cast  its  fight 
Round  the  rich  city  and  the  plain  for  miles,* — 
Fhnguig  such  radiance  o'er  tlie  gilded  tiles 
Of  many  a  dome  and  fair-roof'd  imaret. 
As  autumn  sims  shed  round  them  v/hen  they  set ! 
Instant  from  au  who  saw  th'  illusive  sign 
A  murmur  broke — "  Miraculous !  divine  ! " 

1  Cliosroes.  For  the  desf^ription  of  his  throne  or  palace,  vUe  Gibbon  ar.d 
D'Herbelot. 

«  "The  nrown  of  Gerashid  is  cloudy  and  tnrnislied  before  the  heron  tuft  o( 
t!iy  turban."— From  one  of  the  elegies  or  songs  in  pr:iHe  of  Ali,  written  in 
cimracters  of  gold  rour.d  the  gallery  of  Abhas's  tomb.— Chardiii. 

»  The  beauty  of  Ali's  eves  was  so  remarkable,  that  whenever  the  Persians 
would  describe  anything  as  very  lovely,  they  say  it  is  Ayn  llali,  or  tlie  Eyes  of 
Ali. — Chardin. 

4  "  II  arausa  pendant  deux  mois  !e  peuple  de  la  villc  de  Nekhscheb  en  faisant 
Bortir  toutes  les  imits  du  foiids  d'un  puits  nu  corps  himineux  semblable  i  la 
Lime,  qui  portoitsalnmiferejusqu'il  la  distance  de  plusieurs  milks."— D'Her- 
belot.   Heiice  he  wag  called  Sazcndeh  Mah,  or  the  Moon-maker. 
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The  GlicLev  bow'd.  tlnnl<in<,' Lis  idol  star 
Had  walced,  and  burst  iuijiatieut  tlu-ough  the  bar 
Of  midnight,  to  iniianie  liim  to  the  war ! 
■\Vhile  hu  of  Moussa's  creed  saw,  in  that  ray, 
Thu  glorious  light  which,  in  his  freedom's  day. 
Had  rested  on  the  Ark,'  and  now  again 
Shone  out  to  bless  the  brealdng  of  his  cliain ! 

"  To  victory  !"  is  at  once  the  cry  of  all — 
Nor  stands  Mokanna  loitering  at  that  call ; 
But  instant  the  huge  gates  are  Hung  aside, 
And  forth,  lilic  a  diminutive  mountain-tide 
Into  the  boundless  sea,  they  speed  their  coiu'se 
Kight  on  into  the  Moslem's  mighty  force. 
The  watchmen  of  the  can^p, — A\ho,  in  their  rounds, 
Had  paused  and  even  forgot  the  punctual  sounds 
Of  the  small  drum  with  wliich  they  count  the  night,' 
To  gaze  upon  that  supcrnatui-al  light, — 
Now  sink  beneath  an  unexpected  arm. 
And  in  a  death-groan  give  theii-  last  alarm. 
"  On  for  the  lamps,  that  light  yon  lofty  screen,' 
Nor  blunt  yoiu-  blades  \\itli  massacre  so  mean ; 
There  rests  the  Caliph — speed — one  lucky  lance 
May  DOW  achieve  mankind's  deliverance  !" 
Desperate  the  die — such  as  they  only  cast. 
"Who  ventiu-e  for  a  ^^  orld,  and  stake  their  last. 
But  Fate  's  no  longer  with  liim— blade  for  blade 
Springs  up  to  meet  them  through  the  ghmmering  shade, 
And,  as  the  clash  is  heard,  new  legions  soon 
Pour  to  the  spot, — like  bees  of  Kauzeroon* 
To  the  sluili  timbrel's  summons, — till,  at  length, 
The  mighty  camp  swarms  out  in  all  its  strength. 
And  back  to  Neksheb's  gates,  covering  the  plain 
With  random  slaughter,  drives  the  adventurous  train; 
Among  tlie  last  of  whom,  the  Silver  Veil 
Is  seen  ghttering  at  tunes,  lilve  the  wlrite  sail 
Of  some  toss'd  vessel,  on  a  stormy  night. 
Catcliing  the  tempest's  momentary  hght ! 

And  hath  not  tlm  brought  the  proud  si>irit  low. 
Nor  dash'd  his  brow,  nor  check'd  his  dai'ing?     No! 

*  Sliccliinah,  called  Paktnat  in  llie  Koran.— Sale's  Note,  c\\:\\,.  ii. 

j  5  The  parts  cf  tlu-  niiilit  :ire  iiuule  known  as  well  by  instiiiments  of  miisie, 

J  as  by  the  rounds  of   the  watclunen  with  cries  anU  small  drums. — Bnrder'b 

Oiiei'ital  Customs,  vol.  i.  p.  119. 

*  The  Surra]  urda.  lii^h  sereens  of  red  cloth,  stiffened  nith  cane,  used  to 
enclose  a  considerable  space  round  the  royal  tents. — Notes  on  the  Eaiiar- 
danush. 

*  "  Vrom  the  proves  of  orange-trees  at  Kauzeroon  the  beca  cull  a  celebrated 
honey." — Morier's  Travels. 
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Though  half  the  wretches,  whom  at  night  he  led 
To  tlu'ones  and  A'ictory,  lie  disgraced  and  dead, 
Yet  morning  hears  liim,  with  imshrinldng  crest. 
Still  vaunt  of  tlu'ones  and  \ictory  to  the  rest ; — 
And  they  believe  liim  ! — oh !  the  lover  may 
Distrust  that  look  wliich  steals  his  soul  away ; — ■ 
Tlie  babe  may  cease  to  think  that  it  can  play 
With  heaven's  rainbow  ; — alchjinists  may  doubt 
The  sliming  gold  theii-  crucible  gives  out ; — 
But  Faith,  fanatic  Faith,  once  wedded  fast 
To  some  dear  falsehood,  hugs  it  to  the  last. 

And  \\^  th'  impostor  knew  all  lures  and  arts, 
That  Lucifer  e'er  taught  to  tangle  hearts  ; 
Nor,  mid  these  last  bold  worldngs  of  his  plot 
Against  men's  souls,  is  Zelica  forgot. 
Ill-fated  Zehca !  had  reason  been 
Awake,  tlu'ough  half  the  horrors  thou  hast  seen, 
Thou  never  couldst  have  borne  it — death  had  come 
At  once,  and  taken  thy  wrimg  spirit  home. 
But  'twas  not  so — a  torpor,  a  suspense 
Of  thought,  almost  of  life,  came  o'er  th'  intense 
And  passionate  struggles  of  that  fearful  night, 
When  her  last  hope  of  peace  and  heaven  took  flight 
And  though,  at  times,  a  gleam  of  frenzy  broke, — 
As  through  some  dull  volcano's  veil  of  smoke 
Ominous  tiashings  now  and  then  will  start, 
Which  show  the  tire  's  still  busy  at  its  heart ; 
Yet  was  she  mostly  wrapp'd  in  sullen  gloom, — 
Not  such  as  Azim's,  brooding  o'er  its  doom, 
And  calm  without,  as  is  the  brow  of  death, 
While  busy  worms  are  gnawing  underneath  ! — 
But  in  a  blank  and  pulseless  torpor,  free 
From  thought  or  pain,  a  seal'd  up  apathj^ 
Which  left  her  oft,  with  scarce  one  living  thiill, 
The  cold,  pale  victim  of  her  tortui'er's  will. 

Again,  as  in  INIeroii,  he  had  her  deck'd 
Gorgeously  out,  tlie  Priestess  of  the  sect ; 
And  led  her  glitterhig  forth  before  the  eyes 
Of  his  rude  train,  as  to  a  saci'itice  ; 
Pallid  as  she,  the  young,  devoted  Bride 
Of  the  fierce  Nile,  when,  deck'd  in  all  the  pride 
Of  nuptial  pomp,  she  sinks  into  his  tide  !  ' 

'  "  A  custom  still  subsisting;  at  this  day  seems  to  me  to  prove  tliat  the  I^gv>, 
tiaiis  formerly  sacnliced  a  young  virgin  to  the  Goil  of  the  JS'ile ;  for  tlicy  now 
make  a  stutne  of  oirtli  in  shape  of  a  giil,  to  which  tliey  give  the  nunie  of  tl}9 
^ptrothed  3nde,  and  throw  it  into  the  river."— Suvarj. 
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And  while  the  T\TetchecI  maid  hung  down  her  head, 

And  stood,  as  one  just  ripon  from  Ihe  dead. 

Amid  tliat  gazing  crowd,  the  fiend  would  tell 

His  crediilous  slaves  it  was  some  charm  or  spell 

Possess'd  lier  now, — and  from  that  darhen'd  trance 

Bhould  dawn  ere  long  theii-  faith's  dehverance. 

Or  if,  at  times,  goaded  l\y  guilty  shame, 

Her  soul  was  roused,  and  words  of  wildness  came, 

Instant  the  hold  hlasi)hemer  would  translate 

Her  ravings  into  oracles  of  fate, 

Would  hail  heaven's  signals  in  her  flashing  eyes, 

And  call  her  shrieks  the  language  of  the  skies ! 

But  vain  at  length  his  arts — despau*  is  seen 
Gathering  around  ;  and  famine  comes  to  glean 
All  that  the  sword  had  left  unreap'd  : — in  vain 
At  morn  and  eve  across  the  northern  plain 
He  looks  impatient  for  the  promised  spears 
Of  the  wild  hordes  and  Tartar  mountaineers  ; 
They  come  not — whUe  his  fierce  beleaguerers  pour 
Engines  of  havoc  in,  unknown  before, 
And  hon-ible  as  new  ;• — ^javehns,  that  fl}' 
EnwTeathed  \\\\\\  smoky  flames  through  the  dark  sky. 
And  red-hot  globes  that,  opening  as  they  mount, 
Discharge,  as  from  a  kmdled  naphtha  foimt, 
Showers  of  consuming  lire  o'er  all  l)elow ; 
Looldng,  as  througli  tli'  illumined  night  tLey  go, 
Like  those  -nild  birds  «  that  by  the  ]\Iagians  oft, 
At  festivals  of  lire,  were  sent  aloft 
Into  the  ail-,  with  blazing  faggots  tied 
To  their  huge  ^^ings,  scattering  combustion  wide  ! 
All  night,  the  gi-oans  of  wretches  who  expke, 
In  agony,  beneath  these  darts  of  fire', 
Ring  through  the  cit}- — while,  descending  o'er 
Its  shiines  and  domes  and  streets  of  sycamore  ;  — 
Its  lone  bazars,  with  their  bright  cloths  of  gold, 
Since  the  last  peaceful  pageant  left  uiu'cll'd  ; — 
Its  beauteous  marble  baths,  whose  idle  jets 
Now  gush  with  blood ; — and  its  tall  minarets, 

'  Tlie  Greek  fire,  wliicli  was  occasioiinlly  lent  ty  tlie  emperors  to  their  allieg, 
"  It  was,"  s;iys  Gibbon,  "  eiilier  Iriuiuhcd'in  red-liot  halls  of  stone  and  iron,  or 
darted  in  arrows  and  javelins,  twisted  round  vrith  llax  and  tew  wliicli  lind 
deeply  imbibed  the  inflanimahle  oil." 

2  "At  the  great  festival  of  fire,  called  the  ?heb  Sez6,  they  used  to  set  fire  lo 
larije  hunches  of  dry  conihustihles,  fastened  round  wild  beasts  and  birds, 
wliich  beiiiLT  then  let  loose,  the  air  and  eartli  appeared  one  trrtat  illumination; 
and  as  these  terrified  creatures  naturally  fled  to  the  wood  for  shelter,  it  is  easy 

[  to  conceive  the  couflagratious  they  produced,"— Bichardeoii's  Dissertation. 
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That  late  have  stoocl  up  in  the  evening  glare 
Of  the  red  sun,  miliallow'd  by  a  prayer  ; — 
O'er  each,  in  tm-n,  the  dreadful  flame-bolts  fall, 
A.nd  death  and  conflagTation  thrcughout  all 
The  desolate  city  hold  liigh  festival ! 

Mokanna  sees  the  world  is  his  no  more  ; — 
One  stmg  at  parting,  and  his  giT.sp  is  o'er. 
"  What !  drooping  iiow  ?  " — thus,  %\ith  unblushing  cheek. 
He  hails  the  fe-\\-,  who  yet  can  hear  liim  speak, 
Of  all  tliose  famish'd  slaves  aroimd  him  lying, 
And  by  the  light  of  lilazing  temples  dying  ; — 
"  Wliat ! — di-ooping  now? — now,  when  at  length  we  press 
Home  o'er  tlie  very  tlu-eshold  of  success  ; 
When  Alia  from  our  ranks  hath  thinn'd  away 
Those  grosser  branches,  that  kept  out  liis  raj' 
Of  favour  from  us,  and  we  stand  at  length 
Heirs  of  his  light  and  children  of  his  strength, 
The  chosen  few,  who  shall  survive  the  fall 
Of  kuigs  and  thrones,  triumphant  over  all ! 
Have  you  then  lost,  weak  munnurers  as  you  are, 
All  i'aith  in  him,  who  was  yom-  Light,  your  Star? 
Have  you  ftjrgot  the  ej-e  of  glory,  hid 
Beneatli  this  Veil,  the  flashing  of  whose  lid 
Could,  like  a  svm-stroke  of  the  desert,  wither 
IMiilions  of  such  as  yonder  chief  brings  liither? 
Long  have  its  lightnings  slept — too  long — but  now 
All  earth  shaU  feel  th'  unveiling  of  tliis  brow ! 
To-night — yes,  sainted  men !  this  very  night, 
I  bid  you  all  to  a  fair  festal  rite. 
Where, — lia\-ing  deep  refresh'd  each  weary  limb 
With  Aiands,  such  as  feast  heaven's  cherubim. 
And  kindled  up  your  souls,  now  smak  and  dim. 
With  that  pure  wiue  the  Dark-eyed  Maids  above 
Keep,  seal'd  vdth  precious  musk,  for  those  thej'  love,' — 
I  will  myself  uncurtain  in  your  sight 
The  wonders  of  this  brow's  inefiable  light ; 
Then  lead  yon  forth,  and,  ^^-ith  a  ^\'ink  disperse 
Yon  myi-iads,  howling  through  the  imiverse  !  " 

Eager  they  listen — whUe  each  accent  darts 
New  life  into  then-  chill'd  and  hope-sick  hearts ; — 
Such  treacherous  life  as  the  cool  draught  supplies 
To  liira  upon  the  stake,  who  drinlcs  and  dies ! 
WUdlj''  they  point  then.'  lances  to  the  liglit 
Of  the  fast-sinking  sun,  and  shout  "  To-night ! " — 


'  "  The  righteous  shall  bo  given  to  think  of  pure  winej  scaled ;    tha 
If  hereof  sb.all  be  mu3k  "--Koraii,  chap.  Ixxsiii. 
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"  To-night,"  tlieir  Chief  re-echoes,  in  a  voice 

Of  lienrl-liko  mockery  tliat  bids  hell  rejoice ! 

Deluded  victims — never  hath  this  earth 

Seen  mourning  half  so  mournful  as  their  mirth ! 

Here,  to  the  few  whose  iron  frames  liad  stood 

Tliis  racking  waste  of  famine  and  of  blood, 

Faint,  dying  Avretches  clung,  from  whom  the  shout 

Of  ti-iuniph  like  a  maniac's  laugh  broke  out ; — 

Thci-e,  otliors,  lighted  by  the  smouldering  fire, 

Danced,  like  wan  ghosts  about  a  funeral  pyre, 

Among  the  dead  and  dying,  strew'd  around  ; — 

While  some  pale  \\Tetcli  look'd  on,  and  from  his  wound 

riucking  tlie  fiery  dart  by  which  he  bled. 

In  ghastly  transport  waved  it  o'er  his  head ! 

'T\vas  more  than  midnight  now — a  fearful  pause 
Had  follow'd  the  long  shouts,  the  wild  applause, 
That  lately  from  tliose  lloval  Gardens  burst, 
Whore  the  Veil'd  Demon  held  his  feast  accurst, 
\\  hen  Zelica — alas,  poor  ruin'd  heart. 
In  every  liorror  doom'd  to  bear  its  j)art ! — 
Was  bidden  to  the  banquet  by  a  slave, 
AVho,  while  liis  quivering  lip  tlie  summons  gave. 
Grew  black,  as  tliougli  tlie  shadows  of  the  grave 
Compass'd  him  round,  and.  ere  he  could  repeat 
His  message  through,  fell  lifeless  at  her  feet ! 
Shuddering  she  went — a  soul-1'elt  pang  of  fear, 
A  presage,  tliat  her  own  dark  doom  was  near. 
Roused  every  feehng,  and  brought  reason  back 
Once  more,  to  writhe  her  last  upon  the  rack. 
All  round  seem'd  tranquil — even  the  foe  had  ceased. 
As  if  aware  of  that  demoniac  feast. 
His  ilery  bolts  ;  and  though  the  heavens  look'd  red, 
'Twas  but  some  distant  confla.gi-ation's  spread. 
But  hark ! — she  stops — she  hstens — dreadlul  tone ! 
'Tis  her  Tormentor's  laugh — and  now,  a  groan, 
A  long  death-groan,  comes  with  it — can  this  be 
The  place  of  mirth,  the  bower  of  revelry? 
She  enters — iioly  Alia,  what  a  sight 
Was  tlier;;  before  her  !     By  the  glimmering  light 
Of  tlie  pale  dawn,  mix'd  -ndth  the  flare  of  brands 
That  round  lay  burning,  dropp'd  from  lifeless  hands. 
She  saw  the  board,  in  splendid  mockery  spread, 
Piich  censers  breathing — garlands  overliead — 
The  urns,  the  cups,  from  which  they  late  had  quaff 'd, 
All  gold  and  gems,  but — what  had  been  the  draught  ? 
Oh  !  who  need  ask,  that  saw  those  livid  guests, 
With  their  swollen  heads  sunk  blackening  on  their  breasts, 
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Or  looking  pale  to  heaven  witli  glassy  gla'^e, 

As  if  they  sought  but  saw  no  mercy  there ; 

As  if  they  felt,  though  poison  rack'd  them  through, 

Remorse  the  deadlier  torment  of  the  two  ! 

While  some,  the  bravest,  hardiest  in  the  train 

Of  then-  false  Chief,  who,  on  the  battle-plain, 

Would  have  met  death  ^^'ith  transport  by  his  side, 

Here  mute  and  helpless  gasp'd ; — but,  as  they  died, 

Look'd  horrible  vengeance  mth  their  eyes'  last  strain, 

And  clench'd  the  slackerung  hand  at  liim  in  vaiu. 

Dreadful  it  was  to  see  the  ghastly  stare. 
The  stony  look  of  horror  and  dcspau-, 
Which  some  of  these  expuing  victims  cast 
Upon  their  souls'  tormentor  to  the  last ; — 
Upon  that  mockmg  fiend,  whose  Veil,  now  raised, 
Show'd  tnem,  as  in  death's  agony  they  gazed. 
Not  the  long-promised  light,  the  brow,  whose  beaming 
W^as  to  come  forth,  all  conquermg,  all  redeemmg, 
But  features  horribler  than  hell  e'er  traced 
On  its  0'\Aai  brood  ; — no  demon  of  the  waste,' 
No  churchyard  ghole,  caught  lingerhig  in  the  light 
Of  the  bless'd  sim,  e'er  blasted  hmnan  sight 
With  lineaments  so  foul,  so  fierce,  as  those 
Til'  mipostor  now,  in  grinning  mockery,  sliows— 
"  There,  ye  wise  saints,  behold  3^our  Light,  j'our  Star,— 
Ye  would  be  dupes  and  victims,  and  ye  arc. 
Is  it  enough  ?  or  must  I,  wliile  a  thrill 
Lives  in  your  sapient  bosoms,  cheat  you  still  ? 
Swear  that  the  bimiing  death  ye  feel  within. 
Is  but  the  trance,  with  winch  heaven's  joys  begin; 
That  tins  foul  visage,  foul  as  e'er  disgi'aced 
Even  monstrous  man,  is — after  God's  own  taste ; 
And  that — but  see  ! — ere  I  have  half-way  said 
My  greetings  through,  th'  uucourteous  souls  are  fled. 
Farewell,  sweet  spirits !  not  in  vain  j-e  die. 
If  Ebhs  loves  you  haK  so  well  as  I. — 
Ha,  my  young  bride  ! — 'tis  well — take  thou  thy  seat; 
Naj^  come — no  shuddering — didst  thou  never  meet 
The  dead  before  ? — the}'  graced  oiu*  wedding,  sweet ; 
And  these,  my  guests  to-night,  have  brimm  d  so  true 
Then-  parting  cups,  tliat  tliou  shalt  pledge  one  too. 

'  "The  Afs;!iaims  believe  encli  of  the  mimeious  snlitudes  anci  ilaserts  (A 
their  country  to  he  iuhaliited  hy  a  U)iiely  tleiiKJii,  wlioiii  they  call  the  Gliuolee 
Beeahau,  or  Spirit  of  the  Waste.  They  often  illustrale  the  wiUliicss  of  any 
Bei|Ueslered  tribe,  l)y  saving  they  are  wild  as  the  Demon  of  the  Waste."-5F 
Dlphinstoue's  Caubul 
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But— how  is  this? — all  empty?  all  drunk  up  ? 

Hot  lips  have  been  before  thee  in  the  cup, 

Young  bride,— yet  stay — one  precious  drop  remains, 

Enough  to  wann  a  gentle  Priestess'  veins  ; 

Here,  drink — and  should  thy  loA^er's  conquering  arms 
Speed  hitlier,  ere  lliy  lip  lose  all  its  charms, 
Give  him  but  half  this  venom  in  thy  lass, 
And  I'll  forgive  my  haughty  rival's  bliss ! 

"  For  me — ^I  too  must  die — but  not  like  these 

Vile,  ranlihngs  tilings,  to  fester  in  the  breeze ; 

To  lia\-e  this  brow  in  ruffian  triumph  shown, 

"With  all  death's  gi-imness  added  to  its  ovMi, 

And  rot  to  dust  beneath  the  taunting  eyes 

Of  slaves,  exclaimmg,  '  There  his  Godship  lies  ! ' — 

No — cui-sed  race — since  first  my  soul  drew  breath. 

They've  been  my  dupes,  and  shnn  be,  even  in  death. 

Thou  see'st  j'on  cistern  in  the  shade — 'tis  fill'd 

With  burning  drugs,  for  this  last  hour  distill'd  ; — 

There  will  I  plunge  me,  in  that  liquid  (lame — 

Fit  batli  to  lave  a  dj-ing  prophet's  frame  ! — 

There  perish,  all — ere  pulse  of  thine  shall  fail — 

Nor  leave  one  limb  to  tell  mankind  the  tale. 

So  shall  my  votaries,  wheresoe'er  they  rave. 

Proclaim  that  Heaven  took  back  the  saint  it  gave ; — 

That  I've  but  vanish'd  from  this  earth  awhile. 

To  come  again,  witli  briglit.  uushrouded  smile! 

So  shall  they  build  me  altars  in  their  zeal, 

^^^lere  laiaves  shall  minister,  and  fools  shall  kneel ; 

Where  Faith  may  mutter  o'er  her  mystic  spell, 

VVritten  in  blood — and  Bigoti-y  may  swell 

The  sail  ho  spreads  for  heaven  with  blasts  from  hell  ? 
I  So  shall  my  banner,  through  long  ages,  be 

J  The  rallying  sign  of  fraud  and  anarchy ; — 

j  Kings  yet  unborn  shall  rue  ]\Iokanna's  name, 

(  And,  though  I  die,  my  spii-it,  still  the  same, 

Shall  walk  abroad  in  aU  the  stormy  strife, 
'.  And  guilt,  and  blood,  that  vrere  its  bliss  in  life  ! 

•  But,  hai'k !  theii-  battering  engine  .shakes  the  wall — 

Why,  let  it  sliake — thus  I  can  brave  them  all. 

No  trace  of  me  shall  greet  them,  when  they  come, 

And  I  can  trust  thy  faith,  for — thoult  be  dumb. 
Now  mark  how  readily  a  wretch  like  me, 
j  In  one  bold  plunge,  commences  Deity !" — 
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He  sprung  and  sunk,  as  the  last  words  were  said- 
Quick  closed  the  bui-ning  waters  o'er  his  head, 
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And  Zelioa  was  left — witliin  tlie  ring 

Of  tliose  wide  walls  tlie  only  living  tldng ; 

Tlie  only  wi-etclied  one,  still  cui'Sfid  wdtli  breath, 

In  all  that  frightful  \vilderness  of  death  ! 

More  hke  some  bloodless  ghost, — such  as,  they  teli 

Tn  the  lone  Cities  of  the  Silent  •  dweU, 

And  there,  luiseen  of  all  but  Alia,,  sit 

Each  by  its  cttai  pale  carcass,  watcMng  it. 

But  morn  is  up,  and  a  fresh  warfare  stirs 
Throughout  the  camp  of  the  beleaguerers. 
Their  globes  of  fire  (the  dread  artiUery,  lent 
By  Greece  to  conquering  Mahadi)  ai*e  spent ; 
And  now  the  scoi-jnon's  shaft,  the  quarry  sent 
From  liigh  bahstas,  and  the  shielded  tlu'ong 
Of  soldiers  swinging  the  huge  ram  along, — 
All  speak  th'  impatient  Islamite's  intent 
To  try,  at  length,  if  tov.er  and  battlement 
And  bastion'd  wall  be  not  less  hard  to  win, 
Less  tough  to  breali  down,  than  the  hearts  within. 
First  in  impatience  and  in  toil  is  he. 
The  biu'nuig  Azun — oh !  could  he  but  see 
Th'  impostor  once  alive  witliin  Iris  grasp. 
Not  the  gaimt  lion's  hug,  nor  boa's  clasp. 
Could  match  that  gripe  of  vengeance,  or  keep  pace 
With  the  fell  heartiness  of  hate's  embrace  ! 

Loud  rings  the  ponderous  ram  against  the  walla ; 
Now  sliake  the  ramparts,  now  a  butti'ess  falls. 
But  still  no  breach — "  once  more,  one  mighty  swing 
Of  all  your  beams,  together  thimdering  ! " 
There — the  wall  shakes — the  shouting  troops  exult — 
"  Quick,  quick  discharge  j-our  weightiest  catapult 
flight  on  that  spot,  and  Neksheb  is  our  own! " — 
'Tis  done — the  battlements  come  crasliing  down, 
And  the  huge  wall,  by  that  stroke  riven  in  two, 
YaAraing,  Ulce  some  old  crater,  rent  anew, 
Shows  the  dun,  desolate  city  smoking  through  ! 
But  strange  !  no  signs  of  lite — nought  living  seen 
Above,  below — what  can  tliis  stillness  mean? 
A  minute's  pause  suspends  aU  hearts  and  eyes — 
"  In  tlu-ough  the  breach,"  impetuous  Azim  cries ;  ? 

But  the  cool  Caliph,  fearful  of  some  wile  | 

In  this  blank  stiUness,  checks  the  troops  awhile. — '  j 

li 

'  "  Tliey  have  all  a  great  revei'euce  for  burial-gioumls,  v.'lnch  they  sometimes 
fall  by  thi;  puetical  name  of  Cities  of  the  Sileut,  aiid  which  they  people  with 
the  gliosis  of  the  departed,  who  sit  each  at  the  head  of  his  own  grave,  inviBiblc 
to  mortal  eyes."— filphiiistone. 
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Just  tlien,  a  figm-e,  ^^•ith  slow  step,  advanced 
Forth  IVom  the  niin'tl  walls ;  and,  as  there  glanced 
A  sunbeam  over  it,  all  eyes  could  see 
The  well-known  Silver  Veil ! — "  'Tis  he.  'tis  he, 
Mokanna,  and  alone  !"  they  shout  around  ; 
Young  Azini  from  his  steed  springs  to  the  ground — 
"  Mine,  holy  Caliph!  mine,"  he  cries,  '■  the  task 
To  crush  yon  dai"ing  wretch — 'tis  all  I  ask." 
Eager  he  darts  to  meet  the  demon  foe. 
Who.  still  across  wide  heaps  of  ruin,  slow 
And  falteringly  comes,  till  they  are  neai" ; 
Tlicn,  with  a  bound,  rushes  on  Azim's  spear, 
iVnd,  casting  off  the  Veil  in  falling,  shows — 
Oh  ' — 'tis  his  Zelica's  life-blood  that  Hows  ! 

"  I  meant  not,  Azim,"  soothingly  she  said, 
As  on  his  trembling  ann  she  lean'd  her  head. 
And,  looking  in  his  face,  saw  anguish  there 
Beyond  all  wounds  the  quivering  flesh  can  bear— 
"I  meant  not  tlwu  shouldst  have  the  pain  of  thi8;-«c 
Though  death,  with  fhoe  thus  tasted,  is  a  bliss 
Thou  wouldst  not  rob  me  of,  didst  tliou  but  know 
How  oft  I've  pray'd  to  God  I  might  die  so  ! 
But  the  fiend's  venom  was  too  scant  and  slow  ; — 
To  linger  on  were  maddening — and  I  thought 
If  once  tliat  Veil — nay,  look  not  on  it — caught 
The  eyes  of  your  fierce  soldiery,  I  should  be 
Sti'uck  by  a  thousand  death-darts  instantly. 
But  this  is  sweeter — oh !  believe  me,  yes — 
I  would  not  change  this  sad,  but  dear  caress, 
This  death  witliin  thy  arms  I  would  not  give 
For  the  most  smiling  life  the  happiest  live  ! 
All,  that  stood  dark  and  drear  before  the  eye 
Of  my  stray'd  soul,  is  passing  swiftly  by ; 
A  light  comes  o'er  me  from  those  looks  of  love. 
Like  the  first  dawn  of  mercy  from  above ; 
And  if  thy  lips  but  tell  me  I'm  forgiven, 
Angels  ^^'lll  echo  the  blest  words  in  heaven ! 
But  live,  my  Azim ; — oh  !  to  call  tliee  mine 
Thus  once  again  !  my  Azim — dream  divine ! 
Live,  if  thou  ever  lovedst  me,  if  to  meet 
Thy  Zelica  hereafter  would  be  sweet, — 
Oh,  live  to  pray  for  her — to  bend  the  knee 
Morning  and  night  before  that  Deit3% 
To  whom  piu'e  lips  and  hearts  without  a  stain. 
As  thine  are,  Azim,  never  breathed  in  vain,— 
And  pray  that  He  may  pardon  her, — maj-  take 
Compassion  on  her  sold  for  thy  dear  sake, 
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And,  nought  rememberino;  b.it  her  love  to  thee, 

I\Iake  her  all  thine,  all  His,  eternaUj! 

Go  to  tliose  happy  fields  where  first  we  twined 

Oiu'  yonthful  hearts  together — every  ■udnd 

Tliat  meets  thee  there,  fresh  from  the  well-known  flowers, 

Vv'ill  bring  the  sweetness  of  those  innocent  hours 

Back  to  thy  soal,  and  tlioii  mayst  feel  again 

For  thy  poor  Zehca  as  thou  didst  then. 

So  shall  thy  orisons,  like  dew  that  flies 

To  heaven  upon  the  morning's  sunslune,  rise 

With  all  love's  eai'liest  ardoiu"  to  the  skies  ! 

And  should  they — but  alas  !  my  senses  fail — 

Oh,  for  one  minute  ! — should  thy  prayers  prevail — 

If  pardon'd  souls  may  fi'om  that  World  of  BUss 

Reveal  their  joy  to  those  they  love  m  tliis, — 

I'll  come  to  thee — m  some  sweet  dream — and  tell — 

0  Heaven — I  die — dear  love  !  farewell,  farewell." 

Time  fleeted — years  on  years  had  pass'd  away, 
And  few  of  those  who,  on  that  mournful  day, 
Had  stood,  with  pity  m  their  e3-es,  to  see 
The  maiden's  death,  and  the  youth's  agony, 
Were  li\ing  still — A^-heu,  by  a  rustic  grave 
Beside  the  s\\ift  Amoo's  transparent  wave, 
An  aged  man,  who  had  grown  aged  there 
By  that  lone  grave,  morning  and  night  ia  pra3'er, 
For  the  last  time  knelt  down — and,  though  the  shade 
Of  death  himg  darlieniug  over  liim,  there  play'd 
A  gleam  of  rapture  on  liis  eye  and  cheek. 
That  brighten'd  even  death — Uke  the  last  streak 
Of  mtense  glory  on  th'  horizon's  brmi, 
When  night  o'er  all  the  rest  hangs  chill  and  dim, — 
His  soul  had  seen  a  \dsion,  while  he  slept ; 
She  for  whose  spirit  he  had  pray'd  and  wept 
So  many  j-ears,  had  cop-ic  to  him,  all  dress'd 
In  angel  smiles,  and  told  liim  she  was  blest ! 
For  tliis  the  old  man  breatlied  his  thanks,  and  died,-" 
And  there,  upon  the  banks  of  tliat  loved  tide, 
He  and  his  Zehca  sleep  side  by  side. 


The  story  of  the  Veiled  Prophet  of  Klrorassan  being  ended, 
they  were  now  doomed  to  hear  Fadladeen's  criticisms  upon 
it.  A  series  of  disappointments  and  accidents  had  occmTed 
to  this  learned  Chamberlain  durmg  the  jom-ney.     In  the 
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first  place,  those  coiuiers  stationed,  as  in  the  reign  of  Shah 
Jehan,  between  Dellii  and  the  western  coast  of  India,  to 
secure  a  constant  supply  of  mangoes  for  tlie  Royal  Table, 
had,  by  some  cruel  iiTogularity,  failed  in  then*  duty ;  and  to 
eat  any  mangoes  but  those  of  Mazagong  was.  of  course, 
impossible.  In  the  next  place  the  elephant,  laden  with  his 
line  antique  porcelain,  had  in  an  unusual  fit  of  liveliness, 
shattered  the  whole  set  to  pieces : — an  irreparable  loss,  as 
many  of  the  vesaels  were  so  exquisitel}'  ohl  as  to  have  been 
used  imder  the  Emperors  Yau  and  Chun,  who  reigned 
many  ages  before  the  dynasty  of  Tang.  His  Koran  too. 
supposed  to  be  the  identical  copy  between  the  leaves  of 
wliicli  ^Mahomet's  favoudte  pigeon  used  to  nestle,  had  been 
mislaid  by  his  Korau-beju'er  tiii'ee  whole  days  ;  not  without 
much  spiritual  alarm  to  Fadladeen,  who,  though  professing 
to  hold  with  other  loyal  and  orthodox  Mussulmans,  tliut 
salvation  could  only  be  found  m  the  Koran,  was  strungly 
suspected  of  beheving  in  his  heart  that  it  coidd  only  be 
found  in  Iris  o\\ti  particular  copy  of  it.  When  to  all  these 
grievances  is  added  the  obstuiacy  of  the  cooks,  in  putting 
the  pepper  of  Canara  into  his  dishes  instead  of  the  cinna- 
mon of  Serendib,  wo  may  easily  suppose  that  he  came  to 
the  task  of  criticism  with,  at  least,  a  sufficient  degi'ee  of 
ii-ritability  for  the  pui-pose. 

"  In  order,"  said  he,  importantly  swmging  about  his 
chaplet  of  pearls,  "  to  convey  with  clearness  my  opinion  of 
the  story  tliis  young  man  has  related,  it  is  necessary  to  take 

a  review  of  all  the  stories  that  have  ever" "  ^ly  good 

Fadladeen !"  exclaimed  tlie  Princess,  interruptuag  him, 
"  we  really  do  not  deserve  that  you  should  give  yourself 
so  much  trouble.  Your  opinion  of  the  poem  we  have  just 
heard  \nSS.,  I  \\a\q,  no  doubt,  be  abundantly  edifying,  mth- 
out  any  further  waste  of  your  valuable  erudition."  "  If 
that  be  aU,"  rephed  the  critic,  evidently  mortified  at  not 
being  allowed  to  show  how  much  he  knev/  about  every- 
tliing  but  the  subject  immediately  before  him ; — "  if  that 
be  all  that  is  required,  the  matter  is  easity  dispatched."  He 
then  proceeded  to  anatyse  the  poem,  in  that  strain  (so  weU 
known  to  the  uufortimate  bards  of  Dellii)  whose  censures 
were  an  infliction  from  which  few  recovered,  and  whose 
very  praises  were  like  the  honey  extracted  from  the  bitter 
flowers  of  tlie  aloe.  The  chief  personages  of  the  story 
were,  if  he  rightly  understood  them,  an  ill-favoured  gentle- 
man, with  a  veil  over  liis  face ; — a  yoimg  lady,  whose  rea- 
son went  and  came  according  as  it  suited  the  poet's  con- 
venience to  be  sensible  or  otherwise  ;— and  a  youth  in  una 
of  those  liideous  Buchaiian  bonnets,  who  took  the  afore- 
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said  gentleman  in  a  veil  for  a  Divinity.  "  From  such 
materials,"  said  he,  "  what  can  be  expected? — after  rivalling 
each  other  in  long  speeches  and  absm-dities,  tlu'oiigh  some 
tliousands  of  lines  as  indigestible  as  the  filberds  of  Berdaa, 
om-  friend  in  the  veil  jumps  into  a  tub  of  aqua-fortis;  the 
j'oung  lady  dies  in  a  set  speech,  whose  only  recommenda- 
tion is  that  it  is  her  last ;  and  the  lover  hves  on  to  a  good 
old  age,  for  the  laudable  purpose  of  seeing  her  ghost,  which 
he  at  last  happily  accompHshes  and  expkes.  This,  you 
will  allow,  is  a  fau*  smnmary  of  the  story ;  and  if  Nasser, 
the  Arabian  merchant,  told  no  better,  our  Holy  Prophet  (to 
whom  be  all  honom*  and  glorjM)  had  no  need  to  be  jealous 
of  his  abUities  for  story-telling."* 

With  respect  to  the  st}le,  it  was  worthj'  of  the  matter; — 
it  had  not  even  those  j)olitic  contrivances  of  sti'uctiu'e, 
wliich  make  up  for  the  commomiess  of  the  thoughts  by  the 
pecuharity  of  the  manner,  nor  that  stately  poetical  j)hraseo- 
logy  by  which  sentiments  mean  in  themselves,  lilie  the 
blacksmith's*  apron  converted  into  a  banner,  are  so  easily 
gilt  and  embroidered  into  consequence.  Tlien,  as  to  tlie 
versification,  it  was,  to  say  no  worse  of  it,  execrable :  it 
had  neither  the  copious  tioAV  of  Ferdosi,  the  sweetness  of 
Hafez,  nor  the  sententious  march  of  Sadi ;  but  appeared  to 
him,  in  the  uneasy  heaviness  of  its  movements,  to  have 
been  modelled  upon  the  gait  of  a  verj^  tked  dromedary. 
The  hcences  too  in  wliich  it  indidged  were  impardonable ; 
for  instance  this  line,  and  the  poem  aboimded  with  such; — 

Like  the  faint  exquisite  music  of  a  dream. 

"  What  critic  that  can  count,"  said  Fadladeen,  "  and  has 
his  full  complement'of  fingers  to  count  withal,  woidd  tole- 
rate for  an  instant  siich  syllabic  superfluities  ?  " — He  here 
looked  roimd  and  discovered  that  most  of  his  audience 
were  asleep ;  while  the  ghmmeriug  lamps  seemed  mclined 
to  follow  tlieu-  example.  It  became  necessary,  therefore, 
however  painfid  to  lihnself,  to  put  an  end  to  his  valuable 
animadversions  for  the  present,  and  he  accordmgly  con- 
cluded, with  an  air  of  dignified  candom',  Ihus  ; — "  uots^ith  ■ 
standing  the  observations  wliich  I  have  thought  it  my  duty 
to  make,  it  is  by  no  means  my  wish  to  discoiu-age  the  young 
■oian: — so  far  fi-om  it,  indeed,  that  if  he  ^vill  but  totally 

'  "  La  lecture  de  ces  Fables  plaisuit  si  fort  aux  Arabes,  que,  quaiid  Mahomet 
les  entretenoit  de  I'Histoiie  de  I'Ancien  Testament,  ils  ies  meprisoient,  lui 
disant  que  cellcs  que  Nasser  leur  racontoient  etoieut  beaucoup  plus  belles. 
Cette  preference  attira  i,  Nasser  la  nKikdiction  de  Mahomet  ct  de  tous  ses 
disciples." — D'llerbelot, 

a  The  Ijlacksmith  Gao,  who  successfully  resisted  the  tyrant  Zohak,  and  whose 
iproa  became  the  lloyal  Standard  of  PerkU. 
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alter  liis  style  of  writing  and  tliiuldng,  I  have  very  little 
doubt  tliat  I  shall  bo  vastly  pleased  with  hiin." 

Some  days  elapsed,  after  this  harangue  of  the  Groat 
Chamberlain,  before  Lalla  lloolvh  eould  venture  to  ask  for 
another  story.  The  youth  was  still  a  welcome  guest  in  tlie 
pa\dlion  ; — to  one  heart,  perhaps,  too  dangcrouslj'  welcome 
— but  all  mention  of  poetry  was,  as  if  by  common  consent, 
avoided.  Though  none  of  the  party  had  much  respect  for 
Fadladeen,  yet  his  ccnsiu-es,  thus  magisterially  delivered, 
evidently  made  an  impression  on  them  all.  The  Poet  Imn- 
Belf,  to  whom  criticism  was  quite  a  new  operation  (being 
wholly  luilniown  in  that  Pai'adiso  of  the  Indies,  Cashmere), 
felt  the  shock  as  it  is  generally  felt  at  first,  till  use  has  made 
it  more  tolerable  to  tiie  patient ; — the  ladies  began  to  suspect 
that  tliey  ought  not  to  be  iileased,  and  seemed  to  conclude 
that  there  must  ha^•e  been  much  good  sense  in  what  Fad- 
ladeen sidd,  fi'om  its  having  set  them  all  so  somuUy  to 
sleep ; — ■while  tlie  self-complacent  Chamberlain  was  left  to 
triumph  in  the  idea  of  having,  for  tlie  himdred  and  lifUeth 
time  in  his  life,  extinguished  a  l*oet.  Lalla  Rookh  alone 
■ — and  Love  knew  why — persisted  in  being  dehghtcd  mth 
all  she  had  heai'd,  and  in  resolving  I0  heai*  more  as  speedily 
as  possible.  Iler  manner,  however,  of  first  retiuning  to 
the  subject  was  imlucky.  It  was  Avhile  they  rested  duiing 
the  heat  of  noon  near  a  fountain,  on  which  some  hand  had 
rudely  ti'aced  tliose  welL-kno\Mi  words  from  the  Garden  of 
Sadi, — "Man}',  like  me,  have  viewed  tliis  foimtaiu,  but 
they  ai'e  gone,  and  theii'  eyes  are  closed  for  ever ! " — that 
she  took  occasion,  from  the  melanchol}'  beauty  of  this  pas- 
sage, to  dwell  upon  the  charms  of  poetry  m  general.  "  It 
is  true,"  she  said,  "  few  poets  ^can  imitate  tliat  sublime 
bird,  -which  lUes  always  in  the  air,  and  never  touches  the 
earth:' — it  is  only  once  in  many  ages  a  Genius  appears, 
whose  words,  lilce  those  on  tlie  Written  INIoimtain,  last  for 
ever : — but  still  there  are  some,  as  delightful  perhaps,  though 
not  so  wonderlid,  who,  if  not  stars  over  oiu'  head,  are  at 
least  floAvers  along  our  path,  and  whose  sweetness  of  the 
moment  \<c  ought  gratefully  to  uihale,  without  calling  upon 
tlicm  for  a  brightness  and  a  dmability  bej'ond  thek  nature. 
In  short,"  continued  she,  blusliing,  as  if  conscious  of  being 
caught  in  an  oration,  "  it  is  qiute  cruel  that  a  poet  cannot 
wander  through  his  regions  of  enchautnient,  without  iiav- 
iug  a  critic  for  ever,  like  the  old  Man  of  the  Sea,  upon  hii 
back!"" — Fadladeen,  it  was  x>lain,  took  this  last  luckless 
allusion  to  himself,  and  ^^'0uld  treasui-e  it  uj)  in  his  mind 
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as  a  v/iietstone  for  liis  next  criticism.  A  sudden  silence 
ensued ;  and  the  Priucess,  glancing  a  look  at  Feramorz, 
saw  plainly  she  must  wait  for  a  more  courngeous  moment. 
But  the  glories  of  Nature  and  her  wild,  fragrant  airs, 
playing  frcslily  over  the  cm-rent  of  youthful  spirits,  will 
soon  heal  even  deeper  wounds  than  the  dull  Fadladeens  of 
this  world  can  inflict.  In  an  evening  or  two  after,  they 
came  to  the  small  Valley  of  Gardens,  which  had  been 
planted  by  order  of  the  Emperor  for  lus  favourite  sister 
Rochinara,  during  then-  progi-ess  to  Cashmere,  some  ^years 
before  ;  and  never  was  there  a  more  sparklhig  assemblage 
of  sweets,  since  the  Gulzar-c-Irem,  or  liose-bower  of  Irem. 
Every  precious  flower  was  there  to  be  fomid,  that  poetry, 
or  love,  or  religion  has  ever  consecrated ;  from  the  dark 
hj'acitith,  to  wliich  Hafez  compares  Ms  mistress's  haii-,  to 
the  CdmalaU'i,  by  whose  rosy  blossoms  the  heaven  of  Indra 
is  scented.  As  they  sat  in  the  cool  fragrance  of  this  deli- 
cious spot,  and  Lalla  Rookh  remarked  that  slie  could  fancy 
it  the  abode  of  that  Flower-loving  Npnph  whom  tliey  wor- 
ship in  the  temples  of  Kathay,  or  of  one  of  those  Peris, 
those  beautiful  creatures  of  the  air,  who  live  upon  per- 
fumes, and  to  whom  a  place  like  tliis  might  make  some 
amends  for  the  Paradise  they  have  lost, — the  j'oung  Poet, 
in  whose  eyes  she  appeared,  wliile  she  spoke,  to  be  one  of 
the  bright  spiritual  creatm-es  she  was  describing,  said  hesi- 
tatingly that  he  remembered  a  Story  of  a  Peri,  wliich,  if 
the  Princess  had  no  objection,  he  would  ventm-e  to  relate. 
"  It  is,"  said  he,  with  an  appealuig  look  to  Fadladeen,  "  in 
a  lighter  and  luunbler  strain  than  tlie  other ; "  then,  strik- 
ing a  few  careless  but  melancholy  chords  on  liis  kitar,  he 
thus  began : — 


PARADISE  AND  THE  PERI. 

One  morn  a  Peri  at  the  gate 
Of  Eden  stood,  disconsolate ; 
And  as  she  listen'd  to  the  Springs 

Of  Life  within,  like  music  flowing, 
And  caught  the  light  upon  her  wings 

Tlu-ough  the  half-open  portal  glowing, 
She  wept  to  tliinlf  her  recreant  race 
Should  e'er  have  lost  that  glorious  place ! 

"  How  happy  ! "  exclaim'd  this  cliild  of  air, 
Are  the  holy  spu-its  whc  wander  there, 
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"  'Mid  flowers  that  ncvor  shall  fade  oi-  fall ; 
Though  mine  are  the  gardens  of  earth  and  sea, 
And  the  stars  themselves  have  flowers  for  me. 

One  blossom  of  heaven  out-blooms  Ihem  all! 
Though  sunny  the  Lake  of  cool  Cashmere, 
Witli  its  plane-h'ee  isle  reflected  clear,' 

And  sweetly  tlie  fomits  of  tliat  valley  fall ; 
Though  bright  arc  the  waters  of  Sing-su-hay, 
And  the  golden  floods,  that  thitherward  stray ,^ 
Yet — oh,  'tis  only  the  blest  can  say 

How  tlie  waters  of  heaven  outsliine  them  all ! 

"  Go,  wing  tliy  flight  from  star  to  star, 
From  world  to  luminous  \\-oi-ld,  as  far 

As  the  universe  spreads  its  flaming  wall ; 
Take  all  the  pleasui-es  of  all  the  spheres, 
And  multiply  each  tlu'ongh  endless  years. 

One  minute  of  heaven  is  worth  tliem  all ! " 

The  glorious  Angel,  who  was  keeping 
The  gates  of  Light,  beheld  her  weeping; 
And,  as  he  ueai-er  drew  and  listen'd 
To  her  sad  song,  a  tear-drop  ghsten'd 
Within  his  eyelids,  lUve  the  spray 

From  Eden's  foimtaiu,  when  it  lies 
On  the  blue  flower,  which — Bramins  say — 

Blooms  novihere  but  in  Paradise  ! 
*'  Nymph  of  a  fair,  but  erring  line  !" 
Gently  he  said — '•  One  hope  is  tliine. 
'Tis  written  in  the  Book  of  Fate, 

2'lie  Peri  yet  may  he  forgiven 
Wlio  bri))f/s  to  tJds  Eternal  Gate 

The  Gift  that  is  most  dear  to  Heaien  ! 
Go,  seek  it,  and  redeem  thy  sin ; — 
'Tis  sweet  to  let  the  Pardoii'd  in !" 

Rapidly  as  comets  run 
To  th'  embraces  of  the  sim : — 
Fleeter  than  the  starrj'  brands. 
Flung  at  night  fi-om  angel  hands* 
At  those  dark  and  daring  sprites. 
Who  would  cLunb  tli'  empyreal  heights, 

1  "  XuniciT.iis  small  islands  emerire  from  tlie  Lake  of  Caslimere  One  it 
called  Cbar  Clienaiir,  from  Ihe  plane-trees  upon  it." — Forster. 

'  "The  Altan  Kol,  or  Golden  River  of  Tibet,  wliidi  runs  into  the  Lskcs  of 
Siiig-sn-hay,  has  abundance  of  gold  in  its  sands,  which  employs  the  inhaliitania 
all  the  summer  in  gathering  it." — Desciiptioii  of  Tibet  in  Pinkcrton. 

8  "The  Mahometans  suppose  that  falling  stars  are  the  firebrands  whcrevtitli 
the  good  angels  drive  a'«Ry  the  bad,  wl'.en  they  approach  too  near  the  emiiy 
ream;  ot  verge  of  the  lieaTena."— Frjcr, 
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Down  the  blue  vault  the  Peri  flies, 

An-d,  lighted  earthward  by  a  glance 
That  just  then  broke  from  morning's  eyea, 

Hung  hovering  o'er  oiu-  world's  expanse. 

But  whither  shall  the  Si^u-it  go 
To  find  tliis  gift  for  heaven  ? — "  I  know 
The  wealth,"  she  cries,  "of  every  urii, 
s  In  wliich  unnumber'd  rubies  biu-n. 

I  "Beneath  the  pillars  of  Chihniuar ; ' — ■ 

i  I  know  where  the  Isles  of  Perfmiie  aro 

\  Many  a  fathom  doviii  in  tlie  sea, 

i  To  the  south  of  sun-bri^lit  Araby ;  * — 

s  I  know  too  where  the  Genii  hid 

\  The  jewell'd  cup  of  then-  king  Jamshid,' 

\  With  hfe's  ehxii-  sparkling  liigh — 

\  But  gifts  hke  these  are  not  for  the  sky. 

\  Where  was  there  ever  a  gem  that  shone 

S  Like  the  steps  of  Alla's  wonderful  Throne  ? 

And  the  Drops  of  Life — oil !  what  ^vould  they  b€ 
In  the  boundless  Dee])  of  Eternity?" 

Wliile  thus  she  mused,  lier  pinions  fann'd 
The  au-  of  that  sweet  Indian  land. 
Whose  air  is  bahn ;  whose  ocean  spreads 
O'er  coral  rocks  and  amber  beds ; 
Whose  mountains,  pregnant  by  the  beam 
Of  the  warm  sim,  \\\\X\  diamonds  teem; 
Whose  ri^ailets  are  lilvc  rich  brides, 
Lovely,  with  gold  beneath  their  tides  ; 
Whose  sandal  gToves  and  bowers  of  spice 
Might  be  a  Peri's  Paratlise  ! 
But  crimson  now  her  rivers  ran 

With  human  blood — the  smell  of  death 
Came  reeking  from  those  spicy  bowers, 
And  man,  the  sacrifice  of  man, 

I^Iingled  his  taint  with  every  breath 
Upwafted  fi-om  the  innocent  flowers  ! 
Land  of  the  Smi !  Avhat  foot  mvades 
Thy  pagods  and  thy  pillar'd  shades — 
Thy  cavern  shrines,  and  idol  stones. 
Thy  monarchs  and  then-  thousand  thrones  ? 

«  The  Forty  Pillars;  so  tlie  Persians  call  llie  nuns  of  Persepolia.  It  is  ima- 
gineJ  1))'  them  that  tliis  palace,  and  the  edifices  at  Balbec,  were  huilt  by  genii, 
for  the  purpose  of  hiding  in  their  subterraneous  caverns  immense  treasures, 
nliiili  s'lll  remain  there— D'Herbclot,  Vuluey. 

2  The  Isles  of  Paiichaia. 

•  "  TLc  cup  of  Jamshid,  discovered,  tliey  s.-.v,  when  digging  for  the  founda 
Uous  of  Pcrsepolis."— Richardson. 
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'Tis  he  of  Gazna* — fierce  in  wrath 
He  comes,  and  India's  diadems 

Lie  soatter'd  in  his  ruinous  path. — 
Ilis  bloodhounds  he  adorns  witli  gems, 

Torn  from  the  violated  necks 

Of  many  a  j'oung  and  loved  Sultana;*-— 
^laidens,  within  their  pxu-o  Zenana. 
Priests  in  the  very  l^me  he  slaughters. 

And  chokes  up  with  the  glitterhig  wrecks 
Of  golden  shrmcs  the  sacred  waters  ! 

Downward  the  Peri  turns  her  gaze. 
And,  through  the  war-lield's  bloody  haze 
Beholds  a  j-outhful  warrior  stand. 

Alone,  beside  his  native  river, — 
The  red  blade  broken  in  Iris  hand 

And  the  last  arrow  in  his  quiver. 
"  Live,"  said  the  conqueror,  "  live  to  share 
The  tropliies  and  the  crowns  I  bear!" 
Silent  that  youthful  wai-iior  stood — 
Silent  he  pointed  to  the  flood 
All  crimson  with  his  country's  blood, 
Then  sent  his  last  remaining  dart, 
For  answer,  to  th'  invader's  heart. 

False  flew  the  shaft,  tliough  pointed  well ; 
The  tyrant  lived,  the  hero  fell  I — 
Yet  mark'd  the  Peri  where  he  lay, 

And  when  the  rush  of  •\\'ar  was  past, 
Swiftly  descending  on  a  ray 

Of  morning  light,  she  caught  the  last — ■ 
Last  glorious  drop  his  heart  had  shed. 
Before  its  fi-ee-born  spirit  fled ! 

"  Be  this,"  she  cried,  as  she  wing'd  her  flight, 
"  Mjr  welcome  gift  at  the  Gates  of  Light 
Though  foul  are  the  drops  that  oft  distil 

On  the  field  of  warfare,  blood  like  tlais, 

For  hberty  shed,  so  holy  is. 
It  would  not  stain  the  piu-est  rill. 

That  sparkles  among  the  bowers  of  bliss ! 
Oh  !  if  there  be,  on  this  eai'tlily  sphere, 
A  boon,  an  offering  Heaven  holds  dear, 


'  Mahmood  of  Gazna,  or  Ghizni,  who  conquered  India  In  tlie  beginnnig  of 
the  eleventh  century  —  Vide  his  liistory  in  Dow  and  Sir  J.  Malcolm. 

t  "  It  is  reported  tliat  the  huntiu;;  e(|uipage  of  tlie  Sultan  Malinioud  was  bo 
magnificent,  tli.it  lie  kept  400  >;reyhoiinils  and  blcociliounds,  e:iih  of  which 
wuie  a  collar  set  with  jewels,  and  a  covering  edged  with  gold  and  pearlg."— 
Universal  History,  vol.  iii. 
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'Tis  the  last  libation  Liberty  cli-aws  _, 

From  the  heart  that  bleeds  and  breaks  in  her  cause ! 

"  Svreet,"  said  the  Angel,  as  she  gave 

The  gift  mto  his  radiant  hand, 
"  Sweet  is  cm-  welcome  of  the  brave 

Who  die  thus  for  their  native  land. — 
But  see — alas ! — the  crystal  bar 
Of  Eden  moves  not — holier  far 
Than  e'en  this  ckop  the  boon  must  be, 
That  opes  the  Gates  of  Heaven  for  thee !" 

Her  first  fond  hope  of  Eden  bhghted, 

Now  among  Afric's  Limar  Mountains,' 
Far  to  the  south,  the  Peri  hghted ; 

And  sleek'd  her  phunage  at  the  fountains 
Of  that  Egj-ptian  tide,  whose  bnth 
Is  hidden  from  the  sons  of  earth, 
Deep  in  those  sohtary  woods. 
Where  oft  the  Genii  of  the  Floods 
Dance  round  the  cradle  of  their  Nile, 
And  hail  the  new-born  Giant's  smile  !  * 
Thence,  over  Egypt's  palmy  gi-oves, 

Her  gi-ots,  and  sepulclu'es  of  kings,' 
The  exiled  Spuit  sigliing  roves  ; 
And  now  hangs  hstenmg  to  the  doves 
In  wai-m  Rosetta's  vale* — now  loves 

To  watch  the  moonUght  on  the  wings 
Of  the  wliite  pelicans  that  break 
The  aziu-e  cahn  of  IMoeris'  Lalce .• 
'Twas  a  fair  scene — a  land  more  bright 

Never  did  mortal  eye  behold ! 
VVlio  could  have  thoiight,  that  saw  this  night 

Those  valleys  and  their  fniits  of  gold 
Basking  ui  heaven's  serenest  hght ; — 
Those  groups  of  lovely  date-trees  bending 

Languidly  their  leaf-croA^ai'd  heads. 
Like  youthiul  maids,  when  sleep  descending 
j  Warns  them  to  their  silken  beds ;® — 

i  I  "The  Mountains  nf  the  iloon,  or  the  Moiites  Luns  of  antiquity,  at  ths 

{  foot  ot  which  tlie  Nile  is  supposed  to  rise."—  Biuce. 

{  «  "  The  Nile,  which  the  Abyssininns  know  by  the  name:  of  Abey  and  Alawy, 

ovilie  Giant."— Asi;it.  Research,  vol.  i.  p.  387.  . 

3  Vide  Perry's  View  of  the  LevaTit  for  an  account  rf  the  sepulchres  in  Upper 
Thebes,  and  the  numberless  grots,  covered  all  over  -.vith  hieroglyphics,  in  ue 
mountains  of  Upner  Es;vpt.  .  . 

'  4  "  The  orchards  of  Rosetta  are  filled  with  tnrtle-doves."— Sonumi. 

':  6  Savavy  mer.tions  the  pelicans  upon  Lake  Moeris. 

<  6  "The  superb  date-tree,  whose  head  lans;iiiiily  reclines  like  that  of  a  hau'J- 

'  aome  woman  overcome  with  sleep." — Dafaid  el  Hadad. 
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Tliose  virgin  lilies,  all  tlic  night 

Bfitlmig  their  beauties  in  the  lake. 
Tliat  they  may  rise  more  i'resh  and  bright, 

AYlicn  then-  beloved  sun's  awake  ; — 
Those  riiin'd  shruies  and  towers  that  seem 
The  relics  of  a  splendid  dream ; 

Amid  whose  I'airj'  lonelhiess 
Nought  but  the  lapwing's  cry  is  hoard, 
Nought  seen  but  (when  the  shadows,  Hitting 
Fast  from  the  moon,  unsheathe  its  gleam) 
Some  purple-wing'd  sultana*  sitting 

Upon  a  column,  motionless 
And  ghttering,  like  an  idol  bird ! — 
Who  coidd  have  thought,  that  there,  e'en  there, 
Amid  those  scenes  so  still  and  fair, 
The  Demon  of  the  Plague  hath  cast 
From  his  hot  wing  a  deadlier  blast, 
More  mortal  far  than  ever  came 
From  tlie  red  desert's  sands  of  llame ! 
So  quick,  that  every  living  thing 
Of  human  sliapc,  touch'd  by  his  wing, 
Like  plants,  where  the  simoom  hatli  past, 
At  once  falls  black  and  -w  ithering ! 

The  sun  went  downi  on  many  a  brow, 

Wliich,  fidl  of  bloom  and  fi'eshness  then, 
Is  rankling  in  the  pest-house  now, 

And  ne'er  A\-ill  feel  that  sun  again  ! 
And  oh  !  to  see  th'  imburied  heaps 
On  which  the  lonely  moonlight  sleeps — 
The  very  ATiltvu'es  timi  a^-ay. 
And  sicken  at  so  foul  a  prey  ! 
Only  the  fiercer  hyaena  stalks* 
Throughout  the  city's  desolate  walks 
At  midnight,  and  liis  carnage  pUes — 

Woe  to  the  hah-dead  wretch,  who  meets 
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The  glaring  of  those  large  blue  eyes 
Amid  the  darlmess  of  the  streets  ! 

"  Poor  race  of  Men ! "  said  the  pitying  Spirit, 
Dearly  ye  pay  for  j'our  primal  fall — 


'  "That  beautiful  bird,  with  plumage  of  the  finest  shining  blue,  with  purple 
beak  and  legs,  the  natural  and  living  ornament  of  tlic  temples  and  palaces  of 
the  Greeks  and  Komans,  whicli,  from  the  slateliness  of  its  port  as  well  as  the 
brilliancy  of  its  colours,  has  obtained  the  title  of  SuUana." — Soniiini. 

2  Jackson,  speaking  of  the  p'ague  that  occurred  in  West  Barbary  whcii  he 
«as  there,  says,  " The  birds  of  tlie  air  fled  away  trom  the  abodes  of  men.  The 
hyeenas  on  tli'e  contrary,  visited  the  cemeteries,"  &c 

•  Bruce. 
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Some  flowerets  of  Eden  ye  still  inlierit, 
But  tlie  trail  of  the  Serpent  is  over  them  all ! " 

She  wept — the  air  grew  pm-e  and  clear 
Around  her,  as  the  bright  drops  ran ; 

For  there 's  a  magic  in  each  tear, 
Such  Idndly  spirits  weep  for  man  ! 

Just  then,  beneath  some  orange-trees, 

Whose  fruit  and  blossoms  in  the  breeze 

Were  ^\-antoning  together,  free. 

Like  age  at  play  mth  infancy — ■ 

Beneatli  that  fresh  and  springing  bower, 

Close  by  the  lalte,  she  heard  the  moan 

Of  one  who,  at  this  silent  hom%  \ 

Had  thither  stolen  to  die  alone.  I 

One  who  in  hfc,  where'er  he  moved,  ^ 

Drew  after  him  the  hearts  of  many ;  \ 

Yet  now,  as  though  he  ne'er  were  loved,  I 

Dies  here,  unseen,  imwept  by  any !  \ 

None  to  watch  near  him — none  to  slake 

The  fire  that  in  his  bosom  hes. 
With  e'en  a  sprinlde  from  that  lake, 
i  Which  shines  so  cool  before  his  eyes, 

s  No  voice,  well  lalo^nl  through  many  a  day, 

I  To  speak  the  last,  the  partuig  word, 

I  Wlrich,  A^-hcn  all  other  sounds  decay, 

I  Is  still  like  distant  music  heard. 

\  That  tender  farewell  on  the  shore  \ 

■  Of  this  rude  world,  when  all  is  o'er,  \ 

Which  cheers  the  spirit,  ere  its  bai'k  \ 

Puts  off  into  tlie  unlmown  dark. 

Deserted  youth !  one  thought  alone 

Shed  jo}^  around  liis  soul  in.  death — 
That  she,  whom  he  for  years  had  kno^Mi, 
^  And  loved,  and  might  have  caU'd  his  own, 

\  Was  safe  from  this  foul  midnight's  breath ;—  \ 

Safe  in  her  father's  prmcely  halls,  \ 

Where  the  cool  airs  from  fountain  falls,  \ 

Freslily  perfumed  by  many  a  brand  | 

Of  the  sweet  wood  from  India's  land,  j- 


Were  piu-e  as  she  v/hose  brow  they  fann'd.  \ 

But  see, — who  yonder  comes  by  stealth,  ,; 

Tliis  melancholy  bower  to  seek,  \ 

Lilve  a  young  envoy,  sent  by  Health,  i 

With  rosy  gifts  upon  her  cheek  ?  ii 
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'Tis  she — far  off,  through  moonlight  dim, 

He  knew  his  own  bctrotlied  bride. 
She,  who  would  rather  die  with  him, 

Than  live  to  gixin  the  world  beside  ! — 
Her  arms  are  round  her  lover  now, 

His  livid  chceic  to  hers  she  presses, 
And  dips,  to  bind  iiis  burning  brow, 

In  the  cool  lake  her  looson'd  tresses. 
Ah  !  once,  how  little  did  lie  think 
An  hour  Avould  come,  when  he  should  shrink 
With  lioiTor  from  that  dear  embrace. 

Those  gentle  arras,  that  were  to  him 
Holy  as  is  the  cradhng  place 

Of  Eden's  infant  cherubim ! 
And  now  he  yields — now  turns  away, 
Shuddering  as  if  the  venom  lay 
All  in  those  proffer'd  lips  alone — 
Those  lips  that,  then  so  fearless  grown, 
Never  until  that  instant  came 
Near  his  imask'd  or  without  shame. 
"  Oil !  let  me  only  breathe  the  air. 

The  blessed  air,  that 's  breathed  by  thee, 
And,  whether  on  its  A\ings  it  bear 

Healing  or  deatli,  'tis  sweet  to  me ! 
There, — chink  my  tears,  while  yet  they  fall,-^ 

Would  that  mj'  bosom's  blood  were  bahn, 
And,  well  thou  know'st,  I'd  shed  it  all, 

To  give  thj'  brow  one  minute's  calm. 
Nay,  turn  not  from  me  that  dear  face — 

Am  I  not  tliine — th}-  own  loved  bride — 
The  one,  the  chosen  one,  whose  place 

In  Ufe  or  death  is  by  thy  side  ! 
Think'st  thou  that  slie,  whose  only  light, 

In  tills  dim  world,  from  thee  hath  shone, 
Coidd  bear  the  long,  the  cheerless  night. 

That  must  be  liers,  when  thou  art  gone  ' 
That  I  can  live,  and  let  thee  go. 
Who  art  my  life  itself? — No,  no — 
When  the  stem  dies,  the  leaf  that  grew 
Out  of  its  heart  must  perish  too  ! 
Then  turn  to  me,  my  o'wn  love,  turn, 
Before  like  thee  I  fade  and  bui-n ; 
Cling  to  these  yet  cool  hps,  and  share 
The  last  pm-e  hfe  that  lingers  there  ! " 
She  fails— slie  sinks — as  dies  the  lamp 
In  chai'nel  aii's  or  cavern-damp, 
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So  qiiickly  do  his  baleful  siglia 
Quench  all  the  sweet  light  of  her  eyes ! 
One  struggle — and  liis  pain  is  past — 

Her  lover  is  no  longer  living  ! 
One  kiss  the  maiden  gives,  one  last, 

Long  kiss,  which  she  expires  in  giving  ! 
"  Sleep,"  said  the  Peri,  as  softly  she  stole 
The  farewell  sigh  of  that  vanishing  soul, 
As  true  as  e'er  warm'd  a  woman's  breast — 
"  Sleep  on,  in  visions  of  odour  rest. 
In  balmier  airs  than  ever  yet  stirr'd 
Th'  enchanted  pUe  of  that  holy  bird. 
Who  suigs  at  the  last  liis  own  death  lay,' 
And  in  music  and  perfume  dies  away ! " 

Thus  saying,  from  her  Hps  she  spread 

Unearthly  breathings  through  the  place. 
And  shook  her  spai'kling  ^^Teath  and  shed 

Such  lustre  o'er  each  paly  face. 
That  hlic  two  lovely  saints  thej^  seem'd 

Upon  the  eve  of  doomsday  taken 
From  their  dim  graves,  in  odour  sleeping ; — 

While  that  benevolent  Peri  beam'd 
Lilce  their  good  angel,  calmly  keeping 

Watch  o'er  them,  till  their  souls  Avould  waken  I 

But  morn  is  blusliing  in  the  sky ; 

Again  the  Peri  soars  above. 
Bearing  to  heaven  that  precious  sigh 

Of  piu'e,  self-sacrificing  love. 
High  tlu'obb'd  her  heart,  with  hope  elate, 

The  elysian  pahn  she  soon  shall  win, 
For  the  bright  Spu'it  at  the  gate 

Smiled  as  she  gave  tliat  offering  in ; 
And  she  ah-eady  hears  the  trees 

Of  Eden,  with  then-  crystal  bells 
Ringing  in  that  ambrosiiil  breeze 

That  from  the  Throne  of  Alia  swells ; 
And  she  can  see  tlie  starrj^  bowls 

That  lie  around  that  lucid  lake. 
Upon  whose  banks  admitted  souls 

Their  first  sweet  draught  of  glory  take !  * 

'  "  In  the  East,  they  suppose  the  Pliocnix  to  have  fifty  orifices  in  his  bill, 
rhicli  are  continued  to  his  tiiil;  and  that,  after  living  one  thousand  ye^rs,  he 
builds  himself  a  funeral  pile,  sinss  a  melodious  air  of  different  harmonies 
tlirougli  his  fifty  organ  pipes,  flaps  his  wings  witli  a  velocity  which  sets  tire  to 
the  wood,  and  consumes  liitnself." — Kicliardson. 

*  "  On  the  shores  of  a  qnaclrangnlar  lalce  stand  a  thousand  goblets  made  of 
stars,  out  of  which  souls  predestined  to  enjoy  felicity  drink  the  crystal  wave." 
—From  Chateaubriand's  Description  of  the  iVIahometan  Paradiae,  in  his  Beau- 
ties of  Christianitv. 
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But  all !  even  Peris'  hopes  are  vain — 

Apain  the  Fates  forbade,  again 

Tlie  immortal  barrier  closed — "not  yet," 

The  Angel  said  as,  \vith  regret, 

lie  shut  from  her  that  glimpse  of  glory— 

"  True  was  the  maiden,  and  her  story, 

Written  in  light  o'er  Alla's  head. 

By  seraph  eyes  shall  long  be  read. 

Bnt,  Peri,  see — the  crystal  bar 

Of  Eden  moves  not — holier  far 

Than  even  tliis  sigh  the  boon  must  be 

That  opes  the  Gates  of  Heaven  for  theo." 

Now,  npon  SjTia's  land  of  roses ' 
Softly  the  hght  of  eve  reposes, 
And,  like  a  glory,  the  broad  sun 
Hangs  over  sainted  Lebanon ; 
Whose  head  in  wintry  gi'andeur  towers, 

And  whitens  with  eternal  sleet, 
While  summer,  in  a  vale  of  flowers, 

Is  sleeping  rosy  at  his  feet. 

To  one,  who  loolv'd  from  nppcr  air 
O'er  all  Ih'  enchanted  regions  there, 
How  beauteous  must  have  been  the  glov/, 
The  life,  the  sparlding  fi-om  below ! 
Fan  gardens,  shining  streams,  with  ranks 
Of  golden  melons  on  then-  banks, 
More  golden  where  the  simliglit  falls ; — 
Gay  lizards,  glittering  on  the  walls' 
Of  ruin'd  shrines,  busy  and  bright. 
As  they  were  all  alive  with  light ; — 
And,  yet  more  splendid,  niunerous  flocks 
Of  pigeons,  settling  on  tlie  rocks. 
With  their  rich  restless  wings,  that  gleam 
Vaiiously  in  the  crimson  beam 
Of  tlie  warm  -west, — as  if  inlaid 
With  brilUants  from  the  mine,  or  made 
")l  tearless  rambows,  such  as  span 
l\\  unclouded  skies  of  Peristan ! 
And  then,  the  mingling  sounds  that  come, 
Of  shepherd's  ancient  reed,"  with  hum 


•  Richardson  tliinks  tliat  Syria  Imd  its  name  from  Suri,  a  beautiful  and  delt 
cate  species  of  rose  for  which  that  country  has  been  always  famous;  hence, 
Snristaii,  the  Land  of  Roses. 

»  "Tlie  imniber  of  lizards  I  saw  one  day  in  the  great  court  of  the  Temple  oi 
the  Sun  at  Baalbec,  amounted  to  many  thousands;  the  ground,  the  walls,  and 
jtones  of  the  ruined  build  ngs,  were  covered  with  them."— Bruce. 

»  The  Syrinx,  or  Pan's  pipe,  is  still  a  oastoral  instrument  in  Syria. — Kussel. 
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Of  the  wild  bees  of  Pulestine, 

Banqueting  tlu-oiigh  tlie  flowery  valeg  ;— 
And,  Jordan,  tliose  sweet  banks  of  thine, 

And  woods,  so  full  of  nightingales  ! 

But  nought  can  charm  the  luckless  Peri ; 
Her  soul  is  sad — her  wings  are  weary — 
Joyless  she  sees  the  sun  look  do\^^l 
On  that  gi-eat  Temple,  once  his  o-n-n,' 
Whose  lonely  columns  stand  sublime, 

Flinging  their  shadows  from  on  high, 
Like  dials,  which  the  \nzard,  Time, 

Had  raised  to  count  his  ages  by  ! 

Yet  haply  there  may  lie  conceal'd 

Beiieath  those  chambers  of  the  sun, 
Some  amulet  of  gems,  anneal'd 
In  upper  fires,  some  tablet  seal'd 

\yith  the  great  name  of  Solomon, 

"Which,  spell'd  by  her  illumined  eyes, 
!May  teach  her  where,  beneath  the  moon, 
In  earth  or  ocean  hes  the  boon, 
The  charm,  that  can  restore  so  soon. 

An  erring  Spirit  to  the  sides  ! 

Cheer'd  by  this  hope,  she  bends  her  tliithe?; — 

Still  lauglis  the  radiant  eye  of  heaven, 

Nor  have  the  golden  bowers  of  even 
In  the  rich  west  begun  to  mther ; — 
"NVlien,  o'er  the  vtile  of  Balbec  winging 

Slowly,  she  sees  a  child  at  play, 
Among  the  rosy  Mdld-flowers  singing, 

As  rosy  and  as  ^^ild  as  thej^ ; 
Chasing,  with  eager  hands  and  eyes, 
The  beautiful  blue  damsel-flies,^ 
That  flutter'd  roiuid  the  jasmme  stems, 
Like  ^^inged  floAvers  or  il3ang  gems  : — ■ 
And,  near  the  boy,  who,  tired  with  play. 
Now  nestlhig  'mid  the  roses  lay. 
She  saw  a  -wearied  man  dismoimt 

From  his  hot  steed,  and  on  the  brink 
Of  a  small  imaret's  rustic  fomit 

Impatient  fling  Imn  do^^^l  to  drink. 
Then  swift  his  haggard  brow  lie  turn'd 

To  the  fair  cliild,  who  fearless  sat, 

<  The  Temple  of  the  Sim  at  Efilbec. 

s  "  You  I'elu'ld  there  a  consiJcrable  numher  of  a  reraarkuhle  speciM  of  beau- 
ifal  insects,  the  elegance  of  whose  iippearanti!  and  their  attire  procured  to? 
Uieia  the  name  of  Damsels." — Sonnini.' 
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Tliough  never  yet  liath  diiybeam  bm-n'd 
Upou  a  brow  more  fierce  thau  that, — 
Sullenly  fierce — a  mixtiu-e  dke, 
Like  tluuuler-clouds,  of  gloom  ami  fire ! 
Ill  which  tlie  Peri's  eye  could  read 
Dark  tales  of  many  a  ruthless  deed ; 
The  ruin'd  maid — the  shi'ine  profaned — 
Oatlis  broken — and  the  tlu-cshold  stain'd 
With  blood  of  guests ! — there  ■«Titten,  all. 
Black  as  the  damning  drops  that  fall 
From  the  denouncing  Angel's  pen, 
Ere  Mercy  weeps  tliem  out  again ! 

Yet  tranquil  now  that  man  of  crime 
(As  if  the  biihny  cvcnmg  time 
Soften'd  his  spiiit)  look'd  and  lay, 
Watching  the  rosy  infant's  play : — 
Though  stni,  whene'er  his  eye  bj'  chanca 
Fell  on  the  boy's,  its  huid  glance 

INIet  that  unclouded,  joj'ous  gaze. 
As  torches,  tliat  have  biunit  all  night 
Through  some  impure  and  godless  rite. 

Encounter  morning's  glorious  rays. 

But  hark  !  the  vesper  call  to  prayer, 

As  slow  the  orb  of  daylight  sets. 
Is  rising  sweetly  on  the  an*. 

From  Syria's  tliousand  minarets  ! 
The  boy  has  stalled  fi'om  the  bed 
Of  flowers,  where  he  had  laid  his  head, 
And  do\\'u  upon  the  fragi-ant  sod 

Kneels,  with  his  forehead  to  the  south, 
Lisping  th'  eternal  name  of  God 

From  purity's  own  cherub  mouth, 
And  looking,  Avhile  liis  hands  and  ej'es 
Are  hfted  to  the  glo\\ing  skies, 
Like  a  stray  babe  of  Paradise, 
Just  lighted  (jii  that  flowery  plain. 
And  seeking  for  its  home  again ! 
Oh,  'twas  a  sight — tliat  heaven — that  child- 
A  scene,  wliich  might  have  well  beguiled 
E'en  haughty  Ebhs  of  a  sigh 
For  glories  lost  and  peace  gone  by ! 

And  how  felt  he,  tlie  \M-etclied  INIan 
Reclining  there — wliile  memory  rau 
O'er  many  a  year  of  guilt  and  strife, 
Flew  o'er  tlie  dark  flood  of  liis  life, 
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Nor  found  one  sunny  resting-place, 

Nor  brought  Imn  back  one  branch  of  grace  ? 

"  There  was  a  time,"  he  said,  hi  mild,  \ 

Ileai-t-luunbled  tones — "  thou  blessed  child !  \ 

"  ^^^len,  young  and  haply  piu-e  as  thou, 

I  look'd  and  pray'd  like  thee — but  now — " 

He  hung  his  head — each  nobler  aim 

And  iiope  and  feeling,  which  had  slept 
From  boyhood's  hour,  that  instant  came 

Fresh  o'er  liim,  and  he  wept — he  wept ! 
Blest  tears  of  soul-felt  penitence  ! 

In  whose  benign,  redeeming  flow 
Is  felt  the  first,  the  only  sense 

Of  guiltless  joy  that  gnilt  can  know. 
"  There  's  a  drop, "  said  the  Peri,  "  that  down  fi-om  the  moon 
Falls  through  the  witheiiug  aii'S  of  June 
Upon  EgjT^t's  land,'  of  so  healing  a  power, 
So  balmy  a  vu'tue,  that  e'en  in  the  hour 
That  di-op  descends,  contagion  dies. 
And  health  reanimates  eai-th  and  sides  ! — 
Oh  !  is  it  not  thus,  thou  man  of  sin, 

The  precious  teai's  of  repentance  fall  ? 
Though  foul  thy  fiery  plagues  withm, 

One  heavenly  di'op  hath  dispell'd  them  ell ! " 
And  now — behold  liim  laieeHng  there 
By  the  child's  side,  in  humble  prayer, 
While  the  same  smibeam  shines  upon 
The  guilty  and  the  guiltless  one, 
And  hpims  of  joy  proclaim  through  heavea 
The  ti-imnph  of  a  soul  forgiven  ! 
'Twas  when  the  golden  orb  had  set. 
While  on  their  knees  they  hnger'd  yet, 
There  fell  a  light,  more  lovely  far 
Than  ever  came  from  sun  or  star, 
Ul)on  the  tear  that,  warm  and  meek, 
Dew'd  that  repentant  sinner's  cheek : 
To  mortal  eye  tliis  hght  might  seem 
A  northern  flash  or  meteor  beam — 
But  well  th'  enraptured  Peri  knew 
'Twas  a  bright  smile  the  Angel  tlu'ew 
From  heaven's  gate,  to  hail  that  tear 
Her  harbinger  of  glory  near- ! 

"  Joy,  joy  for  ever !  my  task  is  done — 
The  Gates  are  pass'd,  and  Heaven  is  won! 

>  The   Nucta,  nr  Miraculous  Drop,  which  falls  iu  Esypt  precisely  on  Sk 
/oliu'g  diij,  in  June,  and  is  supposed  to  have  the  effect  of  stopping  the  planus. 
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Oh  !  am  I  not  happy  ?  I  am,  I  am — 
To  tlicc.  sweet  Etleu  !  how  dark  ami  pad 

Ai'e  tlie  diamond,  turrets  of  Shacliikiam,' 
And  tlie  fragrant  bowers  of  Amberabad ! 

"  Farewell,  ye  odours  of  earth,  that  die, 

Passing  away  hke  a  lover's  sigh  ! — 

My  feast,  is  now  of  the  tooba  ti-ee,' 

Whose  scent  is  tlie  breaOi  of  eternity  ! 

"  Farewell,  ye  vanishing  flowers,  that  shone 
In  my  fairy  wi-eatli,  so  bright  and  brief, — 
Oh  !  what  are  tlie  brightest  that  e'er  have  blown, 
To  the  lote-ti-ce,  spiinging  b}'  Alla's  Throne,' 

"Whose  flowers  have  a  soul  in  every  leaf! 
Joy,  joy  for  ever ! — my  task  is  done — 
The  Gates  ai'e  pass'd,  and  Heaven  is  won  !" 


"And  this,"  said  the  Great  Chamberlain,  "is  poetry! 
tliifl  flimsy  manufacture  of  the  In-tdu,  wliicli,  in  comparison 
v,-ith  the  lofty  and  durable  monuments  of  genius,  is  as  the 
gold  flhgi'ce-workof  Zamara  beside  the  eternal  arcliitecture 
of  Eg^-pt ! "  After  this  gorgeous  sentence,  which,  with  a 
few  more  of  the  same  kind,  Fadladecn  kept  by  him  for  rare 
and  important  occasions,  he  proceeded  to  the  anatomy  of 
tlie  short  poem  just  recited.  The  lax  and  easy  kind  of 
metre  in  which  it  was  written  ought  to  be  denounced,  he 
said,  as  one  of  the  leading  causes  of  the  alarming  growth  of 
poetry  in  our  times.  If  some  check  were  not  given  to  tliis 
lawless  facUit}^,  -we  should  soon  be  overran  by  a  race  of 
l)ards  as  nmnerous  and  as  shallow  as  the  liundi-ed  and 
twenty  thousand  streams  of  Basra.*  They  vdio  succeeded 
Ln  this  style  desei-ved  chastisement  for  theii"  very  success ; 
—as  waiTiors  have  been  pmiished,  even  after  gaining  a 


r 


'  The  Country  of  Delight— the  name  of  a  piovince  in  the  kingdom  of  Jiuni- 
stan,  or  Tai' y  Land,  the  capital  of  wliieli  is  called  the  City  of  Jewels.  Aniber- 
al)ad  is  another  of  the  cities  ol  Jiiiuistan. 

2  The  tree  Tooba,  that  stands  in  Paradise  iu  the  palace  of  Mahomet. — Sale's 
Prelim.  Disc.  "  Touba,"  says  D'Herbelot,  "  signifies  beatitude,  or  eternal  hap- 
piness." 

8  .Mahomet  is  described,  in  the  53rd  chapter  of  the  Koran,  as  hanng  seen  the 
angel  Gabriel  "by  the  lote-tree,  beyond  which  there  is  no  passin;; :  near  it  is 
the  Garden  of  Eternal  Abode."  This  tree,  say  the  commentators,  stands  iu  the 
seventh  heaven,  on  the  ligjlit  hand  of  the  Throne  of  God. 

<  "It  is  said  that  the  rivers  or  s'reanis  (f  Basra  were  reckoned  in  the  time 
of  Belal  ben  Abi  Bordeb,  and  amounted  to  the  number  of  one  hundred  and 
twenty  thousand  streams." — Ebn  Haukal. 
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Tictury,  becaiise  they  liad  taken  tlie  liberty  of  gaining  it  in 
an  irregulai-  or  unestablislied  manner.  What,  then,  was  to 
be  said  to  those  who  failed  ?  to  those  vrho  presmaed,  as  in 
the  present  lamentable  instance,  to  imitate  the  Kcence  and 
ease  of  the  bolder  sons  of  song,  ^nthout  any  of  that  grace 
or  vigour  which  gave  a  dignity  even  to  negligence  ; — who, 
like  them,  flung  the  joreed  '  carelessly,  but  not,  lilie  them, 
to  the  mark; — "and  who,"  said  he,  raising  liis  voice  to 
excite  a  pi-oper  degi'ee  of  vrakefulness  m  his  hearers,  "  con- 
trive to  appear  heavy  and  constraiued  in  the  midst  of  all 
the  latitude  they  have  allowed  themselves,  like  one  of  those 
young  pagans  that  dance  before  the  Princess,  who  has  the 
ingenuity  tto  move  as  if  her  limbs  were  fettered,  in  a  pair 
of  the  lightest  and  loosest  drawers  of  MasuUpatam  ! " 

It  vras  but  httle  suitable,  he  continued,  to  the  grave 
raai'ch  of  criticism  to  follow  tliis  fantastical  Peri,  of  whom 
they  had  just  heard,  through  all  her  flights  and  adventm-es 
behveen  earth  and  heaven,  but  he  could  not  help  adverting 
to  the  puerile  conceitedness  of  the  Tlu-ee  Gifts  which  she 
IS  supposed  to  carry  to  the  skies, — a  drop  of  blood,  forsooth, 
a  sigh,  and  a  tear !  How  the  first  of  these  articles  was 
delivered  into  the  Angel's  "radiant  hand"  he  professed 
himself  at  a  loss  to  discover ;  and  as  to  the  safe  can-iaga 
of  the  sigh  and  the  tear,  such  Peris  and  such  poets  were 
beiugs  by  far-  too  incomprehensible  for  him  even  to  guess 
how  they  managed  such  matters.  "  But,  in  short,"  said  he, 
"  it  is  a  waste  of  time  and  patience  to  dwell  longer  upon  a 
tiling  so  iacurably  frivolous, — puny  even  among  its  owu 
puny  race,  and  such  as  onlj^  the  Banyan  Hospital  for  Sick 
Insects  '^  should  imdertake." 

In  vain  did  Lalla  Eooldi  tiy  to  soften  tliis  inexorable 
critic ;  in  vain  did  she  resort  to  her  most  eloquent  common- 
places,— reminding  liim  that  poets  were  a  timid  and  sensi- 
tive race,  whose  sweetness  was  not  to  be  di-awn  forth,  like 
that  of  the  fragrant  grass  near  the  Ganges,  by  cnishing 
and  trampling  upon  them ; — that  severitj^  often  desh'oyed 
every  chance  of  the  perfection  which  it  demanded ;  and 
that,  after  all,  perfection  was  like  the  Mountain  of  the 
Talisman, — no  one  had  ever  yet  reached  its  summit. ' 
Neither  these  gentle  axioms,  nor  the  still  gentler  looks 
with  which  they  were  inculcated,   could  lovrer  for  one 

1  The  name  of  the  javelin  with  which  the  Easterns  exercise.— Castellan. 
Woeurs  ties  Othoroans,  torn.  iii.  p.  161. 

s  For  a  description  of  this  Hospital  of  the  Banyans,  nxit  Parson's  Travels, 
p.  262. 

«  "Near  this  is  a  curious  hill,  called  Koh  Talisra,  the  Mountain  of  the  Talis- 
man, because,  according  to  the  traditions  of  the  country,  no  person  ever  sue 
ctcded  in  gaiiii'Y"  ^^  summit."— Kinneir. 

A  A 


<^ 


^ 


"» 

^ 


354 


LALLA   ROOKH. 


i 

4 


instant  the  elevation  of  Facllacleen's  eyebiows,  or  cliann 
liiin  into  anytliing  Like  cnconragoment,  or  even  toleration, 
of  her  Poet.  Toleration,  indeed,  was  not  amoiig  tlie  weak- 
nesses of  Fadladeen : — he  carried  tlie  same  spirit  into 
matters  of  poctiy  and  of  religion,  and,  though  little  versed 
in  the  beauties  or  sublunities  of  either,  was  a  perfect  master 
of  the  art  of  persecution  in  both.  His  zeal,  too,  was  the 
same  in  either  piu'suit;  whether  the  game  before  him  was 
pagans  or  poetasters, — \vorshix)pers  of  cows,  or  Avriters  of 
epics. 

The}''  had  now  arrived  at  the  si^lendid  city  of  Lahore, 
whose  mauloseums  and  shrhies,  magnificent  and  number- 
less, where  Death  seemed  to  share  equal  honours  witli 
Heaven,  would  have  powerfully  aUccted  the  heart  and 
unagiliation  of  Lalla  Rooldi,  if  feelings  more  of  this  earth 
had  not  taken  entire  possession  of  her  already.  She  was 
liere  met  by  messengers,  despatched  from  Cashmere,  who 
infonncd  her  that  the  iving  had  arrived  in  the  valle3^  and 
was  himself  superintending  the  sumptuous  preparations 
that  were  malcing  in  the  saloons  of  the  Shalunar  for  her 
reception.  The  cliill  she  felt  on  receiving  this  intelligence, 
— wliich  to  a  bride  whose  heart  was  free  and  hght  would 
have  brought  only  images  of  affection  and  pleasure, — con- 
vinced her  that  her  peace  Avas  gone  for  ever,  and  that  she 
was  in  love,  irretrievably  in  love,  with  yoimg  Feramorz. 
The  veil,  which  this  ])assion  wears  at  first,  liad  fallen  off, 
and  to  know  tliat  she  loved  was  now  as  painful  as  to  love 
unthnut  knowing  it  had  been  delicious.  Feramorz,  too, — 
what  misery  would  be  his,  if  the  sweet  hours  of  inter- 
course so  imprudently  allowed  them  should  have  stolen 
into  his  heart  the  same  fat;il  fascination  as  into  hers ; — 
if,  notmthstanding  her  ranlc,  and  the  modest  homage  he 
ahvays  paid  to  it,  even  he  should  have  yielded  to  the  in- 
fluence of  those  long  and  happy  mtei-views,  where  music, 
poetry,  the  delightful  scenes  of  natiu-e, — all  tended  to  bring 
their  hearts  close  together,  and  to  waken  by  every  means 
that  too  ready  passion,  which  often,  Uke  the  yomig  of  the 
desert-hii-d,  is  wai-med  into  life  by  the  eyes  alone  ! '  She 
saw  but  one  way  to  preserve  herself  from  being  culpable  as 
well  as  unhappy,  and  tliis,  however  painful,  she  was  re- 
solved to  adopt.  Feramorz  must  no  more  be  admitted  to 
her  presence.  To  have  sti'ayed  so  far  into  the  dangerous 
labjTmth  was  \n-ong,  biTt  to  linger  in  it,  while  the  clew  was 
yet  in  lier  hand,  would  be  crhnuial.    Though  the  heart  she 

'  The  Arabians  believe  that  the  ostriches  liatcli  their  yoxuig  by  only  looking 
»t  thc'u.— P.  Vanslebc,  Kdat.  d'Egypte. 
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had  to  oifer  to  th«  Kug  of  Bucliaria  might  be  cold  and 
broken,  it  slioiild  at  least  be  piu'e  ;  and  she  must  only  try 
to  forget  tlie  short  vision  of  happiness  she  had  enjo3-ed, — 
like  that  Ai-abian  shepherd,  who,  in  wandering  into  ths 
wilderness,  caught  a  ghmpse  of  the  Gai'deus  of  Irhu,  and 
then  lost  them  agam  for  ever !  ^ 

The  aiTival  of  the  young  Bride  at  Lahore  was  celebrated 
in  tlie  most  enthusiastic  manner.  The  rajas  and  omraa 
in  her  train,  who  had  kept  at  a  certain  distance  during  tlie 
joui-ney,  and  never  encamped  nearer  to  the  Princess  than 
was  strictly  necessary  for  her  safeguard,  here  rode  in 
splendid  cavalcade  through  the  city,  and  distributed  the 
most  costly  j)resents  to  the  crowd.  Engines  were  erected 
in  all  the  squares,  which  cast  forth  showers  of  confection- 
ery among  the  people ;  wlnle  the  ardzans.  in  chariots 
adorned  with  tinsel  and  flj'ing  streamers,  exhibited  the 
badges  of  thek  respective  ti-ades  tlu'ough  the  streets.  Such 
bi-ilhant  displays  of  Hfe  and  pageantry  among  the  palaces, 
and  domes,  and  gilded  minarets  of  Lahore,  made  the  city 
altogether  lilvc  a  place  of  enchantment ; — particularly  on 
the  day  wlien  Lalla  Rookh  set  out  again  upon  her  journey^ 
when  she  was  accompanied  to  the  gate  by  all  the  fakest 
and  richest  of  the  nobiUty,  and  rode  along  between  ranks 
of  beautiful  boys  and  girls,  who  ^vaved  plates  of  gold  and 
silver  tlowers  over  then*  heads  ^  as  they  went,  and  then 
tlu'ew  them  to  be  gathered  by  tlie  popidace. 

For  many  days  after  their  departm-e  from  Lahore, 
a  considerable  degree  of  gloom  hmig  over  the  whole 
j)arty.  Lalla  Rookh,  who  had  intended  to  make  illness 
her  excuse  for  not  admittmg  the  young  minstrel  as  usual 
to  the  pavihon,  soon  found  that  to  feign  indisposition  was 
unnecessarj' ; — Fadladeen  felt  the  loss  of  the  good  road 
they  had  liitherto  travelled,  and  was  very  near  cm'sing 
Jehan-Guii'e  (of  blessed  memory !)  for  not  having  con- 
tinued his  delectable  alley  of  trees,  ^  at  least  as  far  as 
the  mountains  of  Cashmere; — while  the  ladies,  who  had 
notliing  now  to  do  all  day  but  to  be  fanned  by  peacocks' 
feathers  and  listen  to  Fadladeen,  seemed  heartily  weary  of 
the  life  they  led,  and,  in  spite  of  all  the  Great  Chamber- 
lain's criticisms,  were  tasteless  enough  to  wish  for  the  Poet 
again.  One  everdng,  as  they  were  proceeding  to  their  place 
of  rest  for  the  night,  the  Princess,  who,  for  the  fi-eer  enjoy- 
ment of  the  an-,  had  mounted  her  favouiite  Ai'abian  pal- 

'  Sale's  Koran,  note,  vol.  ii.  p.48t. 
'  rerishta. 

8  The  fine  road  made  by  the  Emperor  Jchau-Guue  from  Agra  to  Lahore, 
planted  with  trees  on  each  side. 
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froy,  ill  passing  Ly  a  small  gi"ove  heard  the  notos  of  a  lute 
from  within  its  leaves,  and  a  voice,  which  she  but  too  well 
knew,  singing  the  following  words  : — 

Tell  me  not  of  joys  above, 

If  that  world  can  give  no  bliss, 

Truer,  happier  than  the  love 
Wliich  enslaves  oiu*  souls  in  tills  .' 

Tell  me  not  of  Hoiuis'  eyes ; — 
Far  fi'om  me  their  dangerous  glow. 

If  those  looks  that  light  tlie  skies 
"Woimd  like  some  fliat  burn  below  ! 

Who  tliat  feels  what  love  is  here, 
All  its  falsehood — all  its  pain — 

Would,  for  even  elysium's  sphere, 
Eisk  the  fatal  dream  again  ? 

Who,  that  midst  a  desert's  heat 

Sees  the  waters  fade  away, 
Would  not  ratlier  die  than  meet 

Streams  again  as  false  as  they  ? 

The  tone  of  melancholy  defiance  in  which  these  words 
were  littered,  went  to  Lalla  Eookh's  heart ; — and,  as  she 
reluctantly  rode  on,  she  coiUd  not  help  feeling  it  as  a  sad 
but  sweet  certainty  tliat  Feramorz  was  to  the  full  as  en- 
amoiu'ed  and  miserable  as  herself. 

The  place  where  thej^  encamped  tliat  evening  was  the 
first  dehghtfiilspot  they  had  come  to  since  they  left  Lahore. 
On  one  side  of  them  was  a  grove  full  of  small  Hindoo 
temples,  and  planted  with  tlie  mgst  gi-accful  trees  of  the 
East ;  where  the  tamai-ind,  the  cassia,  and  the  silken  plan- 
tains of  Ceylon  were  mingled  in  rich  conti-astmth  the  high 
fan-like  foliage  of  the  Pahnyi-a, — that  favourite  tree  of  tlie 
luxiuious  bii-d  that  lights  up  the  chambers  of  its  nest  ^Aith 
hre-flies.'  In  the  middle  of  the  la-mn  where  tlie  pavuion 
stood  there  was  a  tank  sm-rounded  by  small  maugoe-ti-ees, 
on  tlie  clear  cold  waters  of  wlucli  floated  multitudes  of  the 
beautiful  red  lotus ;  while  at  a  distance  stood  the  ruiiis  of 
a  strange  and  awful-looking  tower,  wliich  seemed  old 
enough  to  have  been  the  temple  of  some  religion  no  longer 
known,  and  which  spoke  the  voice  of  desolation  in  the 
midst  of  all  that  bloom  and  lovehness.  Tins  singular  ruin 
excited  the  wonder  and  conjectm-es  of  all.  Lalla  Rookh 
guessed  in  vain,  and  the  aU-jiretending  Fadladeen,  who  had 
uever  till  this  joui'ney  been  beyond  the  precincts  of  Delhi, 

'  The  Baya,  or  laclian  Gross-Beak.— Sir  W.  Jones. 
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wag  proceeding  most  learnedly  to  show  that  he  knew 
notliing  whatever  about  the  matter,  when  one  of  the  ladies 
suggested,  that  perhaps  Feramorz  could  satisfy  their 
ciuiosity.  They  were  nov/  approaching  liis  native  moun- 
tains, and  this  tower  might  be  a  rehc  of  some  of  those  dark 
superstitions  wliich  liad  prevailed  in  that  countiy  before 
the  hglit  of  Islam  dawned  upon  it.  The  Chamberlain, 
who  usually  preferred  his  own  ignorance  to  the  best  know- 
ledge that  any  one  else  could  give  liim,  was  by  no  means 
pleased  with  tliis  officious  reference ;  and  the  Princess,  too, 
was  about  to  intei-pose  a  famt  word  of  objection,  but,  before 
either  of  them  could  speak,  a  slave  was  despatched  for 
Feramorz,  wlio,  in  a  veiy  few  miuutos,  appeai'ed  before 
them, — looking  so  pale  and  unhappy  in  Lalla  Rooldi's  eyes, 
that  she  already  repented  of  her  cruelty  In  having  so  long 
excluded  liim. 

That  venerable  tower,  he  told  them,  was  the  remains  of 
an  ancient  Fire-Temple,  built  by  those  Ghebers  or  Persians 
of  the  old  rehgion,  who,  many  hundi'ed  years  smce,  had  fled 
hither  from  their  Ai-ab  conquerors,  prefeiiing  hberty  and 
tlieir  altars  in  a  foreign  land  to  the  alternative  of  apostacy 
or  persecution  in  their  o-mi.  It  v/as  impossible,  he  added, 
not  to  feel  interested  in  the  many  glorious  but  unsuccessful 
struggles  which  had  been  made  \ij  these  original  natives 
of  Persia  to  cast  off  thp  yoke  of  theu'  bigoted  conquerors. 
Lilie  then-  o^ti  Fh'e  in  the  Biu-ning  Field  at  Bakou,'  when 
suppressed  in  one  place,  they  had  but  broken  out  with 
£i-esh  flame  in  another ;  and,  as  a  native  of  Cashmere,  of 
that  fak  and  Holy  Valley,  which  had  in  the  same  manner 
become  the  prey  of  strangers,  and  seen  lier  ancient  shrineg 
and  native  princes  sv,'ept  away  before  the  march  of  her  in- 
tolerant invaders,  he  felt  a  sjonpathy,  he  owned,  with  tha 
sufl'eiings  of  the  persecuted  Ghebers,  which  every  monu- 
ment hke  this  before  them  but  tended  more  powerfully  to 
awaken. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  Feramorz  had  ever  ventured 
upon  so  much  firose  before  Fadladeen,  and  it  may  easily 
be  conceived  what  effect  such  prose  as  this  must  have  pro- 
duced upon  that  most  orthodox  and  most  pagan-hating 
personage.  He  sat  for  some  minutes  aghast,  ejaculating 
only  at  intervals,  "Bigoted  conquerors! — sjonpathy  with 
Fii-e  -  worsliippers  ! "  —  while  Feramorz,  happy  to  take 
advantage  of  tliis  r^most  speechless  horror  of  the  Cham- 
berlain, proceeded  co  say  that  he  loiew  a  melancholy  story, 
connected  A^dth  the  events  of  one  of  those  brave  struggles 

*  Th8  "  Ager  ardens,"  described  by  Kempfer,  Amenitat.  £sot. 
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of  the  Fire -worshippers  of  Persia  against  Hieir  Arab 
masters,  which,  if  the  evening  was  not  too  far-  advanced, 
he  slioiild  have  much  pleasure  in  heing  allowed  to  relate  to 
the  Princess.  It  was  impossible  for  Lalla  Ptookh  to  re- 
fuse ;  he  had  never  before  looked  half  so  animated,  and 
when  he  spohe  of  the  Holy  Valley  his  eyes  had  spai'lded,  she 
thought,  hke  the  tixhsmanic  characters  on  the  scimitar  of 
Solomon.  Her  consent  was  therefore  most  readily  granted, 
and  while  Fadladcen  sat  in  imspeakable  dismay,  expecting 
treason  and  abomination  in  eveiy  line,  the  poet  thus  began 
his  story  of  the  Fii-e-worshippers : — 

'Tis  moonlight  over  Oman's  Sea ;' 

Her  banks  of  pearl  and  pahny  isles 
Bask  in  the  night-beam  beauteously, 

And  her  blue  ■waters  sleep  in  smUes. 
'Tis  moonlight  in  Harmozia's'''  walls, 
And  through  her  Emir's  poi-pln-ry  halls. 
Where,  some  lunu-s  since,  was  heard  the  swell 
Of  trumpet  and  the  clash  of  zel,^ 
Bidding  tlie  bright-eyed  sim  farewell ; — 
The  peaceful  sun,  whom  better  suits 

The  music  of  the  bulbul's  nest, 
Or  the  Hght  touch  of  lovers'  lutes, 

To  sing  him  to  his  golden  rest ! 
All  hush'd — there  's  not  a  breeze  in  motion  ; 
The  shore  is  silent  as  the  ocean. 
If  zephyrs  come,  so  light  they  come, 

Nor  leaf  is  stuT'd  nor  Avave  is  driven ; — 
The  wind-tower  on  the  Emir's  dome  "* 

Can  hardly  win  a  breath  from  heaven. 

Even  he,  that  tjTant  Ai'ab,  sleeps 

Calm,  whUe  a  nation  round  him  weeps ; 

"While  curses  load  the  air  he  breathes. 

And  falcliions  ffom  unniunber'd  sheaths 

Are  startin"  to  avenge  the  shame 

His  race  hath  brought  on  Iran's  ^  name. 

Hard,  heartless  Cliief,  immoved  alike 

'IMid  eyes  tliat  weep,  and  swords  that  strike  , — 

'  The  Persian  Gulf,  sometimes  so  called,  wliicli  separates  the  shores  of  Fer- 
sia  and  Arabia. 
■  'Ihe  present  Guniharoon,  n  town  on  the  Persian  side  of  the  Gulf. 

•  K  Moorisli  instrument  of  music. 

*  "At  Gombiironn,  and  otlier  places  in  Persia,  they  have  towers  for  the  pur- 
pose of  cattbinj:  tlie  wind,  and  cooling  the  lionscs." — Li;  Brnvn. 

6  "  Iran  is  the  true  general  naniefor  the  empire  of  Persia." — Asiat,  Bee- 
Disc.  &. 
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One  of  iliat  saiiifly,  murderous  brood, 

To  carnage  and  tlie  Koran  given, 
Who  think  through  imbehevers'  blood 

Lies  then-  du-ectcst  path  to  heaven. 
One,  who  --Aill  pause  and  kneel  unshod 

In  the  warm  blood  his  hand  hath  pour'd, 
To  mutter  o'er  some  text  of  God 

Engraven  on  his  reeking  sword ; ' — 
Nay,  who  can  coolly  note  the  hue, 
The  letter  of  those  words  divine. 
To  which  Ids  blade,  with  searcliing  art, 
Had  simk  into  its  victim's  heart ! 

Just  Alia !  what  must  be  thy  look, 

When  such  a  wretch  before  thee  stands 
Unblushmg,  ^^dth  thy  Sacred  Book, — 

Tiu-ning  the  leaves  with  blood-stain'd  hands. 
And  wresting  from  its  page  subhme 
His  creed  of  lust  and  hate  and  crune  ? 
Even  as  those  bees  of  Trebizond, — 

Wliich  from  the  simnicst  flowers  that  glad 
With  their  pure  smile  the  gardens  roimd, 

Draw  venom  forth  that  drives  men  mad  !  ' 

Never  did  fierce  Arabia  send 

A  satrap  forth  more  drrely  great ; 
Never  was  Iran  doom'd  to  bend 

Beneath  a  yoke  of  deadher  weight. 
Her  tlu'one  had  fallen — her  pride  was  crush'd — 
Her  sons  were  wilhng  slaves,  nor  blush'd. 
In  their  own  land, — no  more  then-  own, — 
To  crouch  beneath  a  stranger's  throne. 
Her  towers,  where  Mithra  once  had  burn'd. 
To  ]\Ioslem  shrines — oh,  shame  ! — were  tum'J 
"'Aliere  slaves,  converted  by  the  sword, 
Their  mean,  apostate  worsliip  pour'd. 
And  ciu-sed  the  faith  their  sires  adored. 
Yet  has  she  hearts,  'mid  all  this  ill. 
O'er  all  tliis  wreck  high  buo^-ant  still 
With  hope  and  vengeance; — hearts  that  yet, — 

Like  gems,  in  darkness  issuing  rays 
They've  treasured  from  the  sun  that  's  set, — 

Beam  all  the  Light  of  long-lost  days  ! 

1  "  On  the  blades  of  tlieir  scimitai'S  some  Tcrse  from  the  Koran  is  usually 
discrihed." — Eussel. 

«  "  There  is  a  kinJ  of  Rhododemlros  about  Trebizond,  whose  flowers  the  bee 
feeds  upon,  and  the  lioney  thence  drives  people  mad."— Tournefort. 
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Anrl  swords  sho  hath,  nor  weak  nor  slow 

To  second  all  such  hearts  can  dare  ; 
As  he  shall  know,  well,  dearly  know, 

Who  sleeps  in  moonlight  luxmy  there, 
Tranquil  as  if  liis  spmt  lay 
Becalm'd  in  Heaven's  approving  ray ! 
Sleep  on — for  purer  eyes  tlian  thi?\;;i 
Those  waves  are  hush'd,  those  planets  sliine. 
Sleep  on,  and  be  thy  rest  unmoved 

By  the  wliite  moonbonm's  dazzling  power  ;- 
None  but  the  loving  and  the  loved 

Should  be  awake  at  tliis  sweet  hour. 

And  see — where,  high  above  those  rocks 
That  o'er  the  deep  their  shadows  fling. 
Yon  tun-et  stands  ; — where  ebon  locks, 
As  glossy  as  a  heron's  wing 
Upon  the  turban  of  a  lung,' 
Hang  from  the  lattice,  long  and  wild, — 
'Tis  she,  that  Emir's  blooming  child, 
All  truth  and  tenderness  and  gi-acc, 
Thougli  born  of  such  ungentle  race ; — 
An  unago  of  Youth's  fahy  Fountain 
Springing  in  a  desolate  mountain !' 

Oh,  what  a  pure  and  sacred  thing 

Is  beauty,  cuiiain'd  from  the  sight 
Of  tlie  gi-oss  world,  illumining 

One  only  mansion  with  her  light ! 
Unseen  by  man's  distiu-bing  eye, — 

The  flower,  that  blooms  beneath  the  sea 
Too  deep  for  sunbeams,  dotli  not  lie 

Hid  in  more  chaste  obscurity ! 
So,  Hinda,  have  thy  face  and  mind, 
Like  holy  mysteries,  lain  enshrined. 
And  oh,  what  transport  for  a  lover 

To  lift  the  veil  that  shades  them  o'er ! — 
Lilce  those  who,  all  at  once,  discover 

In  the  lone  deep  some  fauy  shore, 

"Wliere  mortal  never  trod  before, 
Arid  sleep  and  wake  in  scented  airs 
No  lip  had  ever  breathed  but  theirs ! 


I  "  Tbeir  kings  wear  plumes  of  black  herons'  fcatliers  upon  the  right  tide. 
&  badje  of  sovereignty  "— Ilanwav. 

»  "The  ] 
darlr  region 
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»  "The  i'o-intain  of  Youtli,  iiy  a  Mahometan  tradition,  i»  situated  in  soma 
0/  t!ie  East." — lljtliavdsou 
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Beautiful  ai-e  tlae  maids  that  glide, 

On  sui'iimer  eves,  through  Yemen's '  dales, 
And  bright  the  gLancmg  looks  they  liide 

Behind  their  htters'  roseate  veils ; — 
And  brides,  as  dehcate  and  fair 
As  the  white  jasmuae  flowers  they  wear, 
Hath  Yemen  in  licr  bhssful  chme, 

Who,  Inll'd  in  cool  Idosk  or  bower, 
Before  then-  miiTors  count  the  time, 

And  grow  still  lovehcr  every  hour. 
2ut  never  yet  hath  bride  or  maid 

Id  Araby's  gay  harams  smiled, 
"Whose  boasted  brightness  would  not  fada 

Before  Al  Plassan's  bloomhig  child. 

Light  as  the  angel  shapes  tliat  bless 
An  infant's  dream,  yet  not  the  less 
Pdch  in  all  woman's  loveliness ; — 
With  eyes  so  pure,  that  from  their  ray 
Dark  vice  ^vould  turn  abash'd  away, 
Bluided  like  seiponts,  when  they  gaze 
Upon  the  emerald's  virgm  blaze  !^ — 
Yet,  fiU'd  with  all  youth's  sweet  desii'es, 
Mingling  the  meek  and  vestal  fires 
Of  other  worlds  mth  all  the  bliss, 
The  fond,  weak  tenderness  of  tliis ! 
A  soul,  too,  more  tlian  half  cUvine, 

Where,  through  some  shades  of  earthly  feeling, 
Rehgion's  soften'd  glories  shine. 

Like  light  through  summer  foliage  stcaKng, 
Shedding  a  glow  of  such  mUd  hue, 
So  warm,  and  yet  so  shadoi'VT'  too. 
As  makes  the  very  darkness  there 
More  beautiful  than  light  elsewhere ! 

Such  is  the  maid  who,  at  tliis  hoiu', 

Hath  risen  from  her  restless  sleep, 
And  sits  alone  in  that  high  bower. 

Watching  the  still  and  shining  deep. 
Ah !  'twas  not  thus, — with  tearful  eye3 

And  beating  heart, — she  used  to  gaze 
On  the  magnificent  earth  and  sides, 

In  her  own  land,  in  happier  daj'B. 


•  Arabia  Felix. 

'  ''They  say  that  if  a  snake  or  serpent  fix  his  eyes  on  tlic  lustre  of  thosa 
etnnes  (cmerHlds),  he  iraojtdiately  becomes  bliud." — Ahmed  beu  Abdaiaii^ 
Treatise  on  Jewels 
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\Vliy  looks  she  now  so  anxious  down 
Among  those  rocks,  whose  nigged  frown 

Blackens  the  mirror  of  tlic  deep? 
Whom  waits  she  all  this  lonely  night? 

Too  rough  tlie  rocks,  too  bold  the  steep, 
For  man  to  scale  that  tm-ret's  lieight ! — 

So  deem'd  at  least  her  tlioughtful  sire, 

Wlicn  high,  to  catch  the  cool  night-air, 
After  the  daybcam's  withering  fire,' 

lie  built  her  bower  of  freshness  the^-e, 
And  had  it  deck'd  v.dtli  costliest  skill, 

And  fondly  thought  it  safe  as  fail-: — 
Think,  reverend  dreamer !  think  so  stUl, 

Nor  wake  to  learn  what  Love  can  dai-e — 
Love,  all-defjdng  Love,  who  sees 
No  charm  in  trophies  won  with  case ; — 
Whose  rai-est,  dearest  fruits  of  bhss 
Are  pluck'd  on  danger's  precipice  ! 
Bolder  than  they,  who  dare  not  dive 

For  pearls,  but  when  the  sea's  at  rest. 
Love,  in  the  tempest  most  aUve, 

Hath  ever  held  that  pearl  the  best 
He  finds  beneath  tlie  stonniest  water ! 
Yes — Ai-aby's  unrivall'd  daughter, 
Though  high  tliat  tower,  that  rock-way  rudo, 

Tliere  's  one  who,  but  to  Idss  thy  cheek, 
Would  clunb  th'  untrodden  solitude 

Of  iVi-arat's  tremendous  peak,* 
And  think  its  steeps,  though  dark  and  dread, 
Heaven's  pathways,  if  to  thee  tliey  led ! 
E'en  now  thou  seest  the  flashing  spray, 
That  lights  liis  oar's  impatient  way  ;-^ 
E'en  now  thou  hear'st  the  sudden  shock 
Of  his  swift  bark  against  the  rock. 
And  stretchest  down  thy  arms  of  snow. 
As  if  to  lift  him  from  below  ! 
Like  her  to  whom,  at  dead  of  night, 
The  bridegroom,  mth  liis  locks  of  hght,^ 
Came,  in  the  flush  of  love  and  pride. 
And  scaled  the  terrace  of  his  bride ; — 

'  At  Gombaroon  and  tlie  Isle  of  Ormus  it  is  somefiraes  so  hot,  tbat  the  peo- 
ple are  obligea  to  lie  all  day  in  the  n-;iter.— Marco  I'olo. 
>  Tliis  mountain  is  generallv  supposed  to  be  iiiarcessible. 

13  In  one  of  tbe  books  of  the  Slifih  Nftni  .h,  when  Zal  (a  celebrated  liero  of 
Persia,  remarkable  for  his  white  hair)  conies  to  the  tcirace  of   his   mistress 
Rodahver  at  night,  she  lets  down  her  long  tresses  to  assist  him  in  his  ascent  j 
lie,  however,  manages  it  in  a  less  romantic  way -by  fixing  his  crook  iu  a  pro 
peeling  beam.— ChamiJion's  I'erdosi. 
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When,  as  she  saw  liim  rashly  spring, 
And  midway  up  in  danger  cling, 
She  flung  liim  doAvn  her  long  black  haii', 
Exclaiming  breathless,  "  There,  love,  tliere  !  " 
And  scarce  did  manher  nerve  uphold 

The  hero  Zal  in  that  fond  horn*, 
Than  wings  the  youth  who,  fleet  and  bold, 

Now  chmbs  the  rocks  to  Hinda's  bower. 
See — hght  as  up  their  granite  steeps 

The  rock-goats  of  Arabia  clamber,* 
Fearless  from  crag  to  crag  he  leaps. 

And  now  is  in  the  maiden's  chamber. 

She  loves — but  knows  not  whom  she  loves. 

Nor  what  his  race,  nor  whence  he  came ; — 
Like  one  who  meets,  in  Indian  gi-oves, 

Some  beauteous  bird,  wdthout  a  name, 
Broufrht  bv  the  last  ambrosial  breeze, 
From  isles  in  th'  uncUscover'd  seas, 
To  show  his  plmnage  for  a  day 
To  wondering  eyes,  and  wing  away  ! 
WUl  he  thus  flj- — her  nameless  lover? 

Alia  forbid  !  'twas  by  a  moon 
As  fan*  as  tliis,  while  smgitig  over 

Some  ditty  to  her  soft  Kanoon,* 
Alone,  at  this  same  witcliing  liour, 

She  first  beheld  liis  radiant  eyes 
Gleam  through  the  lattice  of  the  bower, 

Where  niglitlj^  now  they  mix  their  sigha  , 
And  thought  some  spirit  of  the  au* 
(For  what  could  waft  a  mortal  there?) 
Was  pausing  on  his  moonhght  way 
To  Hsten  to  her  lonely  lay  ! 
This  fancy  ne'er  hath  left  her  mind : 

Aiid — thong]  1,  ■\^•hen  terror's  swoon  had  past, 
She  saw  a  youth,  of  mortal  Idud, 

Before  her  in  obeisance  cast, — 
-    Yet  often  since,  when  he  hath  spoken 

Strange,  awful  words, — and  gleams  have  brokea 
From  liis  dark  ^yes,  too  bright  to  bear. 

Oh !  she  hath  fear'd  her  soul  was  given 
To  some  unliallow'd  child  of  aii', 

Some  eiTing  sphit,  cast  from  heaven, 

'  "  On  the  lofty  liills  of  Avaliia  Pctrrea  are  rock-goats."— Nielmlir. 

•  "  Canun,  csjii^ce  de  psalteriou,  <tvec  des  eordes  de  boyaux;  les  damies  en 
iouclieut  dans  le  ferrail,  avec  des  d^cailles  armies  de  pointer  de  coco."— Tode- 
rini,  translated  by  Dc  Coui'iiaKd. 
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Like  th^.ee  angelic  youths  of  old, 
^^^lO  ^al■nVl  for  maids  of  mortal  mould, 
Bcw'>clcr'd  left  the  glorious  skies, 
And  lost  their  heaven  for  woman's  eyes  \ 
Fond  girl !  nor  fiend  nor  angel  he, 
Who  woos  thy  j^oung  sunphcity; 
But  one  of  earth's  impassion'd  sons, 

As  warm  in  love,  as  fierce  in  ire 
As  the  best  lieju't  whose  cm-rent  runs 

Full  of  the  Day-god's  living  fire ! 

But  quench'd  to-night  that  ai'dour  seems, 
And  pale  his  check,  and  simk  his  brow  ;— 

Never  before,  but  in  her  dreams. 
Had  she  beheld  liim  pale  as  now : 

And  those  were  dreams  of  troubled  sleep, 

From  wliich  'twas  joy  to  wake  and  weep ; 

Visions,  tliat  -udU  not  be  forgot. 
But  sadden  every  waking  scene. 

Like  warning  ghosts,  that  leave  the  spot 

.    All  wither'd  w-here  they  once  have  been ! 

"  How  sweetly,"  said  the  trembling  maid, 

Of  her  OMTi  gontle  voice  afraid. 

So  long  had  they  in  silence  stood, 

Looldng  upon  tliat  ti'anquil  flood — 

"  How  sweetly  does  the  moonbeam  smUe 

To-night  upon  yon  leafy  isle  ! 

Oft,  in  my  fanc3''s  wanderings, 

I've  -wish'd  that  little  isle  had  wings, 

Aiad  we,  ■^'ithin  its  faiiy  bowers. 

Were  wafted  off  to  seas  unkno'mi, 
Where  not  a  pulse  should  beat  but  oiu'S., 

And  we  might  live,  love,  die  alone ! 
Far  fi-om  the  cniel  and  the  cold, — 

Where  the  bright  eyes  of  angels  only 
Should  come  around  us,  to  behold 

A  paradise  so  pui'e  and  lonely ! 
Would  this  be  world  enough  for  thee  ?  " 
Playful  she  tiu"n'd,  that  he  might  see 

The  passing  smile  her  cheek  put  on ; 
But  when  she  mark'd  how  moiu-nfully 

His  eyes  met  hers,  that  smile  was  gone; 
And,  biu'sting  into  heart-felt  tears, 
"  Yes,  yes,"  she  cried,  "  my  hoiuly  fears, 
My  dreams,  have  boded  all  too  right — 
V/e  part — for  ever  part — to-night  I— 
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I  I;new,  I  knew  it  could  not  last — 

'Twas  briglit,  'twas  lieavenly,  but  'tis  past ! 

Oh  !  ever  thus,  from  cliilclhoocl's  "hour, 

I've  seen  iny  fondest  hopes  decay ; 
I  never  loved  a  tree  or  flower, 

But  'twas  the  first  to  fade  away. 
I  never  nui'sed  a  dear  gazelle, 

To  glad  me  with  its  soft  black  eye, 
But  when  it  came  to  know  me  well, 

And  love  me,  it  v.as  siu-e  to  die  ! 
Now  too — the  joy  most  like  divine 

Of  all  I  ever  dreamt  or  knew, 
To  see  tliee,  hear  tliee,  call  thee  mine, — 

Oh,  misery !  must  I  lose  tliat  too  ? 
Yet  go — on  peril's  brink  we  meet ; — 

Those  fiightful  rocks — that  treacherous  sea— 
No,  never  come  again — though  sweet, 

Though  heaven,  it  may  be  death  to  thee. 
Farewell — and  blessings  on  thy  way. 

Where'er  thou  go'st,  belovecl  stranger ! 
Better  to  sit  and  watch  that  raj-, 
And  think  thee  safe,  tliough  far  away, 

Than  have  thee  near  me,  and  in  danger ! " 

"  Danger !  oh,  tempt  me  not  to  boast — " 
The  youth  exclaim'd — "  thou  little  know'st 
What  he  can  brave,  who,  born  and  niu'st 
In  Danger's  paths,  has  dared  her  worst ! 
Upon  whose  ear  the  signal-word 

Of  strife  and  deatli  is  hotu-ly  brealdng ; 
Wio  sleeps  Tiith  head  vipon  the  sword 

His  fever' d  hand  must  grasp  in  waking ! 
Danger !— " 

"  Say  on— thou  fear'st  not  theu, 
And  we  may  meet — oft  meet  again  ?  " 

"  Oh !  look  not  so, — ^beneath  the  sides 

I  now  fear  notliing  but  tliose  ej-es. 

If  aught  on  earth  could  charm  or  forco 

My  sphit  from  its  destined  com-so, — 

If  aught  could  make  this  soul  forget 

The  bond  to  wliich  its  seal  is  set, 

'Twould  be  those  eyes  ; — they,  only  they, 

Could  melt  that  sacred  seal  away ! 

But  no — 'tis  fix'd— ?«?/  awful  doom 

Is  fix'd — on  tills  side  of  the  tomb 

We  meet  no  more — v\'hy,  why  did  Heavoa 

Mingle  two  souls  that  eaiih  has  riven, 
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Has  rent  asunder,  wide  as  om-s  ? 

0  Arab  maid  !  as  soon  the  powers 
Of  liglit  and  darkness  may  combine, 
As  I  be  link'd  with  thee  or  tliine ! 
Thy  Father " 

"  Holy  Alia  save  ^ 

His  gi-ey  head  from  that  lightning  glance ' 
Thou  know'st  him  not — he  loves  tlie  brave 

Nor  Uves  there  imder  heaven's  expanse 
One  who  would  prize,  would  worship  thee, 
And  thy  bold  spirit,  more  than  he. 
Oft  when,  in  childhood,  I  have  play'd 

With  the  bright  falchion  by  liis  side, 
I've  heard  him  swear  his  lisping  maid 

In  time  should  be  a  wai'rior's  bride. 
And  still,  whene'er,  at  haram  houi'S, 

1  take  liim  cool  sherbets  and  flowers, 
He  tells  me,  when  m  playful  mood, 

A  hero  shall  my  bridegi'oom  be, 
Since  maids  ai-e  best  in  battle  woo'd, 

And  won  with  shouts  of  victor}- ! 
Nay,  tui'u  not  fi'om  me — thou  alone 
Ai-t  form'd  to  make  both  hearts  thy  own. 
Go — join  liis  sacred  ranks — thou  know'st 

Th'  unholy  strife  these  Persians  wage : — 
Good  Heaven,  that  frown ! — even  now  thou  glow'gt 

"Witli  more  tlian  mortal  warrior's  rage. 
Haste  to  the  camp  by  morning's  hght. 
And,  when  that  sword  is  raised  m  light, 
Oh,  still  remember  Love  and  I 
Beneath  its  shadow  trembling  lie  ! 
One  victory  o'er  those  Slaves  of  Fii'e, 
Those  impious  Ghebers,  whom  my  sire 
Abhors " 

"  Hold,  hold — thy  words  are  death — " 

The  stranger  cried,  as  wild  he  fliing 
His  mantle  back,  and  show'd  beneath 

The  Gheber  belt  that  romid  him  clung.' — 
"  Here,  maiden,  look — weep — blush  to  see 
All  that  thy  sire  abhors  in  me ! 
Yes — /  am  of  that  impious  race, 

Those  Slaves  of  Fire,  who,  mom  and  even, 

*  "They  (the  Ghebers)  hiy  so  much  stress  on  tlieir  cushee  or  girJle,  ai  not 
to  dare  to  be  an  instant  witliout  it." — Grose's  Voyage.  "  Lc  jeune  homme  nii* 
d'abnrd  la  chose;  mais,  ayant  iXi,  d^pouille  de  sa  robe,  ct  la  hirge  ceinture  ou'il 
pOTtoit  fomme  Gbcbr/'  &c.,  &c.— B'Herbelot,  iirt.  Agd'iani. 
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\ 

\  Hail  their  Creator's  dwelling-place 

1  Among  tlie  living  Lights  of  heaven!' 

'1  Yes — /  am  of  that  outcast  few, 

j  To  Iran  and  to  vengeance  true, 

.'  Yv'ho  curse  the  lioiu-  yom-  Arabs  came 

J  To  desolate  our  shrines  of  flame, 

j  And  swear,  before  God's  burning  eye, 

i  To  break  our  countrj^'s  chains,  or  die  ! 

;  Thy  bigot  sii'e — nay,  tremble  not —  ■ 

^  He,  who  gave  birth  to  those  dear  eyes, 

\  With  me  is  sacred  as  the  spot 

I  From  which  oiTr  fires  of  worship  lise ! 

j  But  know — 'twas  him  I  sought  that  night, 

j  AVhen,  from  my  watch-boat  on  the  sea, 

I  caught  this  tiu-ret's  glhnmcrmg  hght, 

xVnd  up  the  rude  rocks  desperately 
Rush'd  to  my  prey — thou  know'st  the  rest— 
I  climb'd  tlie  gory  vulture's  nest, 
And  found  a  trembUng  dove  Avithin ; — 
Tliine,  thine  the  victory — tliine  the  sin — 
If  Love  hath  made  one  thought  Ms  own, 
That  vengeance  claims  first — last — alone  ! 
Oh  !  had  we  never,  ncA^er  met, 
j  Or  could  tliis  heart  e'en  now  forget 

How  linli'd,  how  bless'd,  we  might  have  been, 
Had  fate  not  fL"o\\7i'd  so  dark  between ! 
Hadst  thou  been  born  a  Persian  maid. 

In  neighbouring  valleys  had  we  dwelt. 
Through  the  same  fields  in  childliood  play'd, 

At  tlie  same  kindling  altar  knelt, — 
Then,  then,  while  all  those  nameless  ties, 
In  wliich  the  charm  of  country  lies, 
Had  round  our  hearts  been  houiiy  spun, 
Till  Iran's  cause  and  thine  were  one ; — 
While  in  thy  lute's  awakenhig  sigh 
I  heard  the  voice  of  days  gone  by, 
And  saw  in  every  smile  of  tliine 
Returning  hours  of  glory  sliine  ! — 
While  tlie  wrong' d  Spii'it  of  oiu*  Land 

Lived,  look'd,  and  spoke  her  wrongs  through  thee, — 
God  !  who  could  then  tliis  sword  withstand  " 

Its  very  flash  were  \ictory ! 
But  now — estranged,  divorced  for  ever 
Far  as  the  gi'asp  of  Fate  can  sever ; 

*  Tliey  suppose  Uie  Tlirone  of  thorAlmigLtY  is  seated  in  t'l-  sun,  aatl  br;iiei 
tiieir  worship  of  that  luniinary.~-TTanway. 
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Our  only  ties  what  love  lias  wove, — 

Faith,  fi-iencls,  and  coimtiy,  siuicler'd  mdo  :— 
And  then,  then  only,  ti-ue  to  love, 

"Wlien  false  to  all  that 's  dear  beside  ! 
Thy  father  Iran's  deadliest  foe — 
Thyself,  perhaps,  e'en  now — ^but  no — 
Hate  never  look'd  so  lovely  yet ! 

No — sacred  to  tliy  soul  will  be 
The  land  of  him  who  conld  forget 

All  but  that  bleeding  laud  for  tliee  ! 
When  otlier  eyes  shall  see,  unmoved, 

Her  mdows  mourn,  her  warriors  fall, 
Thou'lt  think  how  well  one  Ghcber  loved, 

And  for  hh  sake  thou'lt  weep  for  aU ! 

But  look " 

With  sudden  start  he  turn'd 

And  pointed  to  the  distant  wave, 
Where  lights,  like  charnel  meteors,  burn'd 

Elueh',  as  o'er  some  seaman's  grave  ; 
And  fiery  darts,  at  intervals, > 

Flew  up  all  sjiarkling  from  the  main, 
As  if  each  star  that  nightly  falls. 

Were  shooting  back  to  heaven  again. 

"My  signal-lights  I — I  must  away — 

Both,  both  ai-e  ruiu'd,  if  I  stay. 

Farewell— sweet  life  !  thou  cling'st  in  vain— 

Now — Vengeance ! — I  am  tlune  again." 

Fiercely  he  broke  away,  nor  stopp'd. 

Nor  look'd— but  from  the  lattice  di-opp'd 

Do^^^l  mid  the  pointed  crags  beneath, 

As  if  he  fled  from  love  to  death. 

While  pale  and  mute  youiig  Hinda  stood. 

Nor  moved,  till  in  the  silent  flood 

A  momentary  plimge  below 

Stai-tled  her  from  her  trance  of  woe ; — 

Slmcking  she  to  the  lattice  flew,  _ 

"  I  come — I  come — if  in  that  tide 
Thou  sleep'st  to-night— I'll  sleep  there  too, 

In  death's  cold  wedlock  by  thy  side. 
Oh  !  I  woiJd  ask  no  happier  bed 

Than  the  chUl  wave  my  love  lies  under  ;— 
Sweeter  to  rest  together  dead, 

Far  sweeter,  tlaan  to  live  asunder !" 

'"The  Mameluks  that  were  in  the  other  boat,  «hen  it  was  dark,  used  to 
Koot  uj)  a  sort  of  fiery  arrows  into  tlie  air,  which  in  some  measure  resembicu 
tghtning  or  falling  st;Irs."— Bauragarten, 
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But  no — their  lioiu'  is  not  yet  come- 
Again  she  sees  liis  pinnace  fly, 

Wafting  liini  fleetly  to  liis  home, 

AVliere'er  that  ill-staiT'd  home  may  lie ; 

And  calm  and  smooth  it  seem'd  to  mn 
Its  moonhght  way  before  the  -wind, 

As  if  it  bore  all  peace  mthin, 
Nor  left  one  breaking  heart  behind  t 


The  Princess,  whose  heai-t  was  sad  enough  already, 
could  have  wished  that  Feramorz  had  chosen  a  less  melan- 
choly story ;  as  it  is  only  to  the  happy  that  tears  are  a 
luxvuy.  Her  ladies,  however,  were  by  no  means  sorry 
that  love  was  once  more  the  Poet's  theme ;  for  when  he 
spoke  of  love,  tliey  said,  liis  voice  was  as  sweet  as  if  he 
had  chewed  the  leaves  of  that  enchanted  tree,  which 
grows  over  the  tomb  of  the  musician,  Tan-Sein. 

Their  road  all  the  morning  had  lain  through  a  very 
dreary  country; — through  valleys,  covered  mth  a  low 
bushy  jmigle,  where,  in  more  than  one  place,  the  awful 
signal  of  the  bamboo  staff,  with  the  white  flag  at  its  top, 
reminded  the  traveller  that  in  that  very  spot  the  tiger  had 
made  some  hiuuan  creatui'e  his  victim.  It  was  therefor« 
with  much  pleasiu-e  that  they  arrived  at  simset  in  a  safe 
and  lovely  glen,  and  encamped  under  one  of  those  holy 
trees,  whose  smooth  columns  and  spreading  roofs  seem  to 
destine  them  for  natiu-al  temples  of  religion.  Beneath  tlie 
shade,  some  pious  hands  had  erected  pUlars  ornamented 
with  the  most  beautiful  porcelain,  which  noAV  supplied  the 
use  of  miiTors  to  the  yomig  maidens,  as  they  adjusted  their 
hau-  in  descending  from  the  palanljeens.  Here,  while,  as 
usual,  the  Princess  sat  listening  anxiously,  with  Fadladeen 
in  one  of  his  loftiest  moods  of  criticism  by  her  side,  the 
young  Poet,  leaning  against  a  branch  of  the  tree,  thus  con- 
tinued his  story : — 

The  mom  hath  risen  clear  and  calm, 
And  o'er  the  Green  Sea '  palely  sliines, 

Revealing  Bahi'ein's  *  groves  of  pahn, 
And  hghting  Kisluna's  "^  amber  vines. 

'  The  Persian  Gulf.—"  To  dive  for  pearls  in  the  Green  Soa,  or  Pn«an  Gulf." 
—Sir  W.  Jones. 
'  Islands  ld  the  Go!' 
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Fresh  smell  tlie  shores  of  Araby, 
While  breezes  from  the  Indian  sea 
Blow  round  Selama's '  sainted  cape, 

And  ciu'l  the  sliining  flood  beneath, — 
"Whose  waves  arc  rich  with  many  a  grape, 

And  cocoa-nut  and  floweiy  wreath, 
Which  pious  seamen,  as  they  pass'd, 
Had  toward  that  holy  headland  cast — 
Oblations  to  the  Genii  there 
For  gentle  skies  and  breezes  fau* ! 
The  nightingale  now  bends  her  flight 
From  the  high  trees,  where  all  tlie  night 

She  smig  so  sweet,  ^ntli  none  to  listen ; 
And  liides  her  fi"om  the  morning  star 

"Where  tliickets  of  pomegi'anate  ghsten 
In  the  clear  da^^^l, — bespangled  o'er 

"With  dew,  whose  night-di-ops  would  not  stain 
The  best  and  brightest  scimitar  * 
That  ever  j-outlifid  Sultan  wore 

On  the  first  moiTiing  of  his  reign  ! 

And  see — the  Sun  himself ! — on  wings 
Of  gloiy  up  the  east  he  springs. 
AngpJ  of  Hght !  who  from  the  time 
Those  heavens  began  their  march  subUme, 
Hath  first  of  all  the  stai'ry  chou* 
Trod  in  Ms  jNlaker's  steps  of  fire  ! 

Where  ai*e  the  daj-s,  thou  wondi'ous  sphere, 
"WTien  Iran,  Hke  a  sim-flower,  tuni'd 
To  meet  that  eye,  where'er  it  bm-n'd? — 

When,  from  tlie  banks  of  Bendemeer 
To  the  nut-gi-oves  of  Samarcand 
Thy  temples  flamed  o'er  all  the  land  ? 
Where  are  cliey?  ask  the  shades  of  them 

Who,  on  Cadessia's  ^  bloody  plains. 
Saw  fierce  invaders  pluck  Oie  gem 
From  Iran's  broken  diadem, 

And  bind  her  ancient  faitli  in  chains  : — 
Ask  the  poor  exile,  cast  alone 
On  foreign  shores,  unloved,  unkno-\\Ti, 

'  Or  Selemcli,  tlie  genuine  name  of  the  headland  at  the  eutranre  of  the  Gulf, 
tommonly  called  Cape  .MusseUlom.  "The  Indians,  when  they  pass  the  pro. 
montory,  throw  cocoa-nuts,  fruits,  or  flowers  into  the  sea  to  secure  a  propitions 
voyage." — Morier. 

»  In  speaking  of  the  climale  of  Shiraz,  Francklin  says,  "Tlie  dew  is  of  such 
a  pure  nature,  that  if  the  brightest  scimitar  should  be  e.Yposed  to  it  all  night, 
it  would  not  receive  the  least  rust." 
1  »  The  place  where  the  Fersiaus  were  finally  defeated  by  the  Arabs,  aud  their 

i  tnueut  monuxcLy  destroyed. 
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Beyond  the  Caspian's  Iron  Gates,' 

Or  on  the  snowy  Mossian  mountains, 
Far  from  his  beauteous  land  of  dates, 

Her  jasmine  bowers  and  sunny  fountains ! 
Yet  happier  so  than  if  he  trod  *" 

His  o^\Ti  beloved  but  blighted  sod, 
Beneath  a  despot  stranger's  nod ! — 
Oh  !  he  would  rather  houseless  roam 

Where  freedom  and  liis  God  may  lead, 
Than  be  the  sleekest  slave  at  home 

That  crouches  to  the  conqueror's  creed ! 
Is  Iran's  pride  then  gone  for  ever, 

Quench'd  with  the  tlame  in  INIitlu'a's  caves? — 
No — she  has  sons  that  never — never — 

Will  stoop  to  be  the  Moslem's  slaves, 

Wlaile  heaven  has  light  or  earth  has  graves. 
Spirits  of  fire,  that  brood  not  long. 
But  flash  resentment  back  for  wTong ; 
And  hearts  where,  slow  but  deei>,  the  seeds 
Of  vengeance  lipen  into  deeds. 
Till,  in  some  treacherous  hour  of  calm. 
They  bui-st,  like  Zeilan's  giant  palm,* 
Whose  buds  fly  open  wdth  a  sound 
That  shakes  the  pigmy  forests  round  ! 
Yes,  Emir !  he,  v/ho  scaled  that  tower, 

And,  had  he  reach'd  thy  slmnbering  breast, 
Had  taught  thee,  in  a  Gheber's  power 

How  safe  even  tyrant  heads  may  rest — 
Is  one  of  many,  brave  as  he, 
Who  loathe  \X\y  haughty  race  and  thee  ; 
Who,  though  they  know  the  strife  is  vain, 
Who,  tliough  they  knoAv  the  riven  chain 
Snaps  but  to  enter  in  the  heart 
Of  hun  who  rends  its  links  apart, 
Yet  dare  the  issue, — blest  to  be 
Even  for  one  bleeding  moment  free, 
And  die  in  pangs  of  liberty ! 
Thou  know'st  them  well — 'tis  some  moons  since 

Thy  tuvbaii'd  ti'oops  and  blood-red  flags. 
Thou  satrap  of  a  bigot  prince  ! 

Have  swarm'd  among  these  Green  Sea  crags ;  1 

»  Derber.d.  "  Les  Turcs  appellent  cette  viUe  Demir  Capi,  Porte  de  Fer:  es 
lont  les  Caspiss  Portae  des  auciens." — ^D'Herbelot.  ; 

s  The  Talpot  or  Talipot  tree.  "Tliis  beautiful  palm-tree,  whicli  grows  in  the 
heart  of  the  forests,  may  be  classed  among  the  loftiest  trees,  and  becomes  still 
nia;ber  \vhe:\  on  the  point  of  burs'ing  forth  from  its  leafy  siuninit.  The  sheath 
which  then  envelopes  the  flower  is  very  large,  and  when  it  bni'sts,  makes  an  ex- 
plosion like  the  report  of  a  caiinou."— Thuaberg. 
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Yet  lierc,  even  licre,  a  sacred  band, 

Ay,  in  the  portal  of  that  laiul 

Thou,  Arab,  durst  to  call  tlij^  own, 

Tlieii-  spears  across  thj^  path  have  tlirown ; 

Here — ere  tlie  winds  hall"  wing'd  thee  o'er^ 

Rebellion  braved  thee  from  the  shore. 

Rebellion !  foul,  dishonoimng  word, 

"Whose  wrongful  bhglit  so  oft  has  stain'd 
The  lioliest  cause  that  tongue  or  sword 

Of  mortal  ever  lost  or  gain'd. 
How  many  a  spkit,  bom  to  bless, 

Hath  sunk  beneath  that  withering  name, 
"W'liom  but  a  day's,  an  hour's  success 

Had  wafted  to  eternal  fame  ! 
As  exhalations,  when  they  biu-st 
From  the  waiTu  cai-th,  if  chill'd  at  first, 
If  check'd  in  soaring  from  the  plain, 
Darken  to  fogs  and  sinlc  again  ; — 
But,  if  they  once  triiunphanLspread 
Tlicir  wings  above  the  mountain-head, 
Become  cntlu'oned  in  upper  air, 
iVnd  tui-n  to  sim-bright  glories  there  ! 

And  who  is  he,  that  ^vields  the  might 

Of  freedom  on  the  Green  Sea  brink, 
Before  whose  sabre's  dazzling  light 

The  ej'es  of  Yemen's  warriors  wink  ? 
Who  comes  embower'd  iii  the  spears 
Of  Kerman's  hardy  momitaineers  ? — 
Those  mountaineers,  that  truest,  last. 

Cling  to  then-  coimu-y's  ancient  rites, 
As  if  that  God,  whose  eyelids  cast 

Their  closing  gleam  ou  Iran's  heights, 
Among  her  snowy  mountains  threw 
The  last  light  of  liis  worsliip  too  ! 

"Tis  Hafed — name  of  .fear,  whose  soimd 

Chills  like  the  muttering  of  a  chann  ;— 
Shout  but  that  awful  iiamc  around. 

And  palsj'  shakes  the  manJicst  arm. 
'Tis  Hafed,  most  accm-st  and  du-e 
(So  rank'd  by  Moslem  hate  and  ire) 
Of  all  the  rebel  Sons  of  Fii-e  ! 
Of  whose  maJign,  ti-emendous  power 
The  Ai-abs,  at  tJieir  mid-watch  hour, 
Such  tales  of  fearful  wonder  teU, 
That  each  affiiighted  sentinel 
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Pulls  do^^Tl  liis  cowl  upon  liis  eyes, 
Lest  Hafed  ill  the  midst  should  rise  ! 
A  man,  they  say,  of  monstrous  birth, 
A  mmgled  race  of  flame  and  eartli. 
Sprung  from  those  old,  enchanted  kmgs,' 

Who  in  their  fairy  helms,  of  yore, 
A  feather  from  the  mj^stic  wmgs 

Of  the  Sunoorgh  resistless  wore ; 
And  gifted  by  the  Fiends  of  Fii-e, 
Who  groau'd  to  see  their  slu'ines  expire. 
With  charms  that,  all  in  vain  withstood, 
Would  di'o^\ai  the  Koran's  light  in  blood ! 

Such  were  tlie  tales  that  won  belief. 

And  such  the  colom-itig  fancy  gave 
To  a  young,  Avarm,  and  daimtless  Cliief,— 

One  who,  no  more  than  mortal  brave, 
Fought  for  the  land  liis  soul  adored. 

For  happy  homes,  and  altars  free,— 
His  only  talisman,  the  sword. 

His  onlj'  spell-word,  Liberty ! 
One  of  that  ancient  hero  Une, 
Along  whose  glorious  cmrent  shine 
Names  that  have  sanctified  their  blood ; 
As  Lebanon's  small  moimtain-flood 
Is  render'd  holy  by  the  ranks 
Of  samted  cedars  on  its  banks  !  * 
'Twas  not  for  hun  to  crouch  the  knee 
Tamely  to  Moslem  t^i-anny; — 
'Twas  not  for  hun,  whose  soul  was  cast 
Li  the  In-ight  mould  of  ages  past. 
Whose  melancholy  spii'it,  feci 
With  aU  the  glories  of  the  dead, 
Though  framed  for  Iran's  happiest  years, 
Was  born  among  her  cliaius  and  tears  ! — 
'Twas  not  for  hiiii  to  swell  the  crowd 
Of  slavish  heads,  that  sluinldng  bow'd 
Before  the  Moslem,  as  he  pass'd, 
Like  shrubs  beneath  the  poison-blast— 
No — far  he  fled — indignant  fled 

The  pageant  of  liis  coimtiy's  shame ; 
While  every  tear  her  cliildren  shed 

Fell  on  bis  soul,  Hlie  drops  of  flame ; 

1  Tahmuras,  and  other  ancient  kings  of  Persia;  wliose  adventures  in  Fairy. 
Land,  among  the  Pens  and  Dives,  may  be  found  in  Richardsoii's  curious  Disser- 
tation. Tlie  griffin  Simoorgli,  they  say,  took  some  featliers  from  her  breast  fur 
Talimuras,  witli  wliicli  lie  adorned  his  helmet,  and  transmitted  them  afterwards 
to  lus  de3ceiid;ints. 

2  Tliis  rivulet,  says  Dandini,is  called  the  Holy  River  from  the  "  cedar-saints' 
^moDg  which  it  risej. 
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And,  as  a  lover  haiJs  tlie  da\\'n 

Of  a  last  smile,  so  welcomed  ho 
The  sparkle  of  the  first  sword  drawn 

For  vengeance  and  for  libertj' ! 

But  vain  ■\\as  valour — vain  tlie  flow**" 
Of  Kerman,  in  that  deathfiil  hour. 
Against  Al  Hassan's  wlielming  power.— 
In  vain  they  met  him,  helm  to  helm. 
Upon  the  tln-cshokl  of  tliat  realm 
He  came  in  bigot  pomp  to  sway, 
And  \\\\\\  their  corpses  block'd  Iiis  way— 
In  vain — for  every  lance  they  raised, 
Thousands  aroimd  the  conqueror  blazed ; 
For  eveiy  ami  that  hned  tlicu-  shore, 
Myriads  of  slaves  ^^•cre  wafted  o'er, — 
A  bloodj',  bold,  and  countless  crowd. 
Before  whose  swann  as  fast  they  bow'd 
As  dates  beneatli  the  locust-cloud  ! 

There  stood — but  one  short  league  away 
From  old  Hannozia's  snltrj^  bay — 
A  rocky  moimtain,  o'er  the  Sea 
Of  Oman  beetling  awfullj'. 
A  last  and  solitary  link 

Of  those  stupendous  chains  that  reach 
From  the  broad  Caspian's  reedy  brink 

Down  whiding  to  the  Green  Sea  beach. 
Ai'ound  its  base  the  bare  rocks  stood, 
Lilce  nalved  giants,  in  the  Hood, 

As  if  to  guai'd  the  gulf  across ; 
While,  on  its  peak,  that  braved  the  sky, 
A  ruin'd  temple  tower'd,  so  high 

Tliat  oft  the  sleeping  albati'oss' 
Struck  the  wild  ruins  with  her  wing, 
And  from  her  cloud-rock'd  shunbering 
Started — to  find  man's  dwelling  there 
In  her  own  silent  fields  of  aii' ! 
Beneatli,  temfic  caverns  gave 
Daik  welcome  to  each  stormy  wave 
That  dash'd,  Hive  midnight  revellers,  in  ;— 
And  such  the  sti-ange,  myfiterious  din 
At  times  throughout  those  caverns  roU'd,— 
And  suf.li  the  fearful  wonders  told 
Of  restless  sprites  iniprison'd  th;re, 
That  bold  were  Moslem,  who  would  dare, 

I  These  Urds  aleep  in  the  air.    They  are  most  common  about  tlie  Ctpe  g( 
Good  Hope. 
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At  twiliglit  liOTir,  to  steer  liis  skiff 
Beneath  the  Gheber's  lonely  chff. 

On  the  land  side,  those  towers  sublime, 
That  seem'd  above  the  grasp  of  Time, 
"Were  sever'd  from  the  haunts  of  men 
By  a  ■\^dde,  deep,  and  wizard  glen, 
So  fathomless,  so  full  of  gloom, 

No  eye  could  pierce  the  void  between , 
ft  seem'd  a  place  where  Gholes  might  como, 
With  tlieir  foul  banquets  fi-om  the  tomb, 

And  hi  its  caverns  feed  unseen. 
Like  distant  thunder,  from  below, 

The  sound  of  many  torrents  came ; 
Too  deep  for  eye  or  ear  to  know 
If  'tAvere  the  sea's  imprison'd  flow, 

Or  floods  of  ever-restless  flame. 
For  each  ravine,  each  rocky  spke. 
Of  that  vast  mountain  stood  on  fire ; ' 
And,  though  for  ever  past  the  days, 
When  God  was  worsliipp'd  m  the  blaze 
That  from  its  lofty  altar  shone, — 
Though  fled  the  priests,  the  votaries  gone. 
Still  cUd  tlie  mighty  flame  bum  on 
Tlu-ough  chance  and  change,  tlu'ough  good  and  ill, 
Lilie  its  own  God's  eternal  wUl, 
Deep,  constant,  bright,  ujiquenchable  ! 

Thither  the  vanquish'd  Hafed  led 

His  little  army's  last  remains ; — 
"  Welcome,  terrific  glen ! "  he  said, 
"  Thy  gloom,  that  Ebhs'  self  might  dread, 

Is  heaven  to  liiin  ',vho  flies  from  chains ! " 
O'er  a  dark,  narrow  bridgeway,  known 
To  liim  and  to  Ms  chiefs  alone, 
They  cross'd  the  chasm  and  gain'd  the  towers  ;— 
"  Tliis  home,"  he  cried,  "  at  least  is  oui's — 
Here  we  may  bleed,  unmock'd  by  hjnnns 

Of  Moslem  triumph  o'er  our  head ; 
Here  we  may  faU,  nor  leave  oiu'  Umbs 

To  quiver  to  the  Moslem's  tread. 
Sti'etch'd  on  this  rock,  wliile  vultures'  beaks 
Are  whetted  on  our  yet  warm  cheeks, 
Here, — happy  that  no  tjTant's  eye 
3-loats  on  our  torments — we  may  die  ! " 


j/5 


>©=f 


Tke  Ghebers  genemll^^  built  their  temples  ever  subterraneous  fireg, 
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'Twas  night  when  to  tliose  towers  thej'^  cata^ 

And  glooniily  the  fitfiil  flame, 

That  ii-om  the  riun'd  altar  hroke, 

Glared  on  his  featui-es,  as  he  spoke : — 

"  'Tis  o'er — what  men  could  do,  we've  done-- 

If  Ii-an  will  look  tamelj^  on, 

And  see  her  priests,  her  warriors,  driven 

Before  a  sensual  higot's  nod, 
A  wi-etch,  who  takes  liis  Itirfts  to  heaven, 

And  makes  a  pander  of  his  God ! 
If  her  proud  sons,  her  liigh-born  soiUs, 

Men,  in  whose  veins — O  last  disgTace ! 
The  blood  of  Zal  and  Rustam  •  rolls, — 

If  they  will  coiu't  this  upstart  race, 
And  tiu'n  from  Mithra's  ancient  ray. 
To  Imeel  at  shrines  of  yesterday ! — 
If  they  ivill  crouch  to  Iran's  foes, 

Why,  let  them — till  the  land's  despair 
Cries  out  to  heaven,  and  bondage  gi-ows 

Too  vile  for  e'en  the  vile  to  bear  ! 
Till  shame  at  last,  long  liidden,  burns 
Their  inmost  core,  and  conscience  turns 
Each  coward  tear*  the  slave  lets  fall 
Back  on  his  heart  in  di'ops  of  gall ! 
But  liere,  at  least,  are  arms  imchain'd, 
And  so  Ills  that  thraldom  never  stain'd; — 

Tliis  spot,  at  least,  no  foot  of  slave 
Or  satrap  ever  yet  j)rofaned  ; 

And,  though  but  few — though  fast  the  wave 
Of  life  is  ebbing  from  oiu'  veins, 
Enough  for  vengeance  si  ill  remains. 
As  panthers,  after  set  of  sun, 
Rush  from  the  roots  of  Lebanon 
Aross  the  dark  sea-robber's  wa3^* 
We'll  boimd  upon  our  startled  prey ; — 
And  when  some  hearts  that  proudest  swell 
Have  felt  our  falchion's  last  farewell ; 
When  hope's  expiring  throb  is  o'er, 
And  e'en  despair  can  prompt  no  more, 
TUs  spot  shall  be  the  sacred  grave 
Of  the  last  few  who,  vainly  brave, 
Die  for  tlio  land  they  cannot  save ! " 


'  Aiu-ient  heroes  of  Persia.  "  Amoiii;  tlie  Guebres  there  are  aonie  wlio  boast 
their  deaceiit  from  Rusfani." — Stephen's  Persia. 

1  Vide  llussel's  account  of  tlic  i)aiitliers  attacking  travellers  in  toe  night  09 
the  eea-shore  abgut  the  roots  of  Lebanoa. 
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His  chiefs  stood  roimd — each  sliining  blade 

Upon  tlie  broken  sdtar  laid — 
And  though  so  wild  and  desolate 
Those  com-ts,  where  once  the  mighty  sate ; 
Nor  longer  on  those  mouldering  towers 
Was  seen  the  feast  of  fruits  and  flowei-s, 
With  wliich  of  old  the  Magi  fed 
The  wandering  spirits  of  their  dead ; ' 
Tliough  neither  priest  nor  rites  were  tliere, 

Nor  charmed  leaf  of  pm-e  pomegranate ; ' 
Nor  hj'mn,  nor  censer's  fi'agi'ant  air, 

Nor  symbol  of  their  worshipp'd  planet ;  * 
Yet  tlie  same  God  that  heard  theu'  sii'es 
Heai'd  them,  wliile  on  that  altar's  fires 
Tliey  swore  the  latest,  hohest  deed 
Of  the  few  hearts,  still  left  to  bleed. 
Should  be,  in  Iran's  injiu-ed  name, 
To  die  upon  that  Moimt  of  Flame — 
The  last  of  all  her  patriot  line, 
Before  her  last  imtrampled  slu'ine  ! 
Brave,  sufiering  souls !  they  httle  Imew 
How  many  a  tear  theii-  mjiuies  drew 
From  one  meek  maid,  one  gentle  foe, 
Whom  Love  first  touch'd  with  otliers'  woe— 
Whose  life,  as  free  from  thought  as  sm, 
Slept  lilie  a  lake,  till  Love  threw  in 
His  talisman,  and  wolve  the  tide, 
And  spread  its  trembling  circles  wide. 
Once,  Emu- !  thy  unlieeding  child, 
'Mid  all  tliis  havoc,  bloom'd  and  smiled, — 
Tranquil  as  on  some  battle-plain 

The  Persian  lily  shmes  and  towers, 
Before  the  combat's  reddening  stain 

Hath  fall'n  upon  her  golden  flowera. 
Light-hearted  maid,  unawed,  unmoved, 
^VhLle  heaven  but  spared  the  sire  she  loved, 
Once  at  thy  evening  tales  of  blood 
UnUstening  and  aloof  she  stood — 
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'  "Amon>!  other  ceremonies  the  Ma;;i  used  to  place  upon  the  tops  of  higt 
towers  various  kinds  of  rich  viands,  upon  which  it  was  supposed  the  Peris  and 
the  spirits  of  their  departed  heroes  regaled  themselves." — Richardson. 

2  lu  the  ceremonies  of  the  Ghchers  round  their  fire,  as  described  bv  Lord, 
"the  llaroo,"  he  says,  "giveth  tliem  water  to  drink,  and  a  pomegranate'lcaf  to 
thew  in  the  mouth,  to  cleanse  tlicni  from  inward  uncleanncss." 

»  "Early  in  the  morning,  they  (the  Parsees  or  Ghel)ers  at  Oulam)  go  in 
tiowds  to  pay  their  devotions  to  the  Sun,  to  whom  upon  all  the  altars  there  are 
spheres  consecrated,  made  by  magic,  resembling  th;-  circles  of  the  sun,  and 
when  the  sun  rises,  these  orbs  seem  to  be  inllami-d,  and  to  turn  round  with  a 
great  noise.  Ihey  have  every  one  a  censer  in  tlieir  hnndSj  i»ud  oiler  incense  tQ 
tjje  sun."— Rabbi  Benjamic. 
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And  oft,  when  thou  hast  paced  along 

Thy  hai-am  halls  with  furious  heat, 
Hast  thou  not,  cursed  her  cheerful  song, 

That  came  across  thee,  calm  and  sweet. 
Like  lutes  of  angels,  touch'd  so  near 
Hell's  confines,  that  the  damn'd  can  hear? 
Far  other  feehngs  love  hath  brought — 

Her  soul  all  flame,  her  brow  all  sadnesSi 
She  now  has  hut  the  one  dear  thought. 

And  tliinks  that  o'er,  almost  to  madness  \ 
Oft  doth  her  sinldng  heart  recall 
His  words — "  for  yny  sake  weep  for  all, " 
And  bitterly,  as  day  on  daj' 

Of  rebel  carnage  fast  succeeds, 
She  weeps  a  lover  snatch'd  away 

In  every  Gheber  wretch  that  bleeds. 
There 's  not  a  sabre  meets  her  eye, 

But  with  his  life-blood  seems  to  S'ndm; 
There 's  not  an  arrow  \^dngs  the  sky. 

But  fancj'  turns  its  point  to  him. 
No  more  she  brings  with  footstep  light 
Al  Hassan's  falchion  for  the  fight ; 
And, — had  he  look'd  with  clearer  sight. 
Had  not  the  mists,  that  ever  rise 
From  a  foul  spirit,  dimm'd  liis  eyes,-== 
He  would  have  niark'd  her  shuddering  frame, 
When  from  the  field  of  blood  he  came, 
The  faltering  speech — the  look  estranged — 
Voice,  step,  and  life,  and  beauty  changed — 
He  woiild  have  mark'd  all  this,  and  known 
Such  change  is  -wi'ought  by  love  alone ! 

.Ml !  not  the  love  that  should  have  bless'd 
So  young,  so  innocent  a  breast  ; 
Not  the  piu-e,  open,  prosperous  love, 
That,  pledged  on  earth  and  seal'd  above, 
Grows  in  the  world's  approving  eyes. 

In  fi-iendship's  smile  and  home's  caress. 
Collecting  aU  the  heart's  sweet  ties 

into  one  knot  of  happiness  ! 
No,  Hinda,  no — thy  fatal  flame 
Is  nursed  in  silence,  sorrow,  shame.-^ 

A  passion,  without  hope  or  pleasure, 
In  thy  soul's  darkness  buried  deep, 

It  lies,  lilce  some  ill-gotten  treasure,— 
Some  idol,  v.dthout  shrine  or  name. 
O'er  wliich  its  pale-eyed  votaries  keev 
Unholy  watch,  wliile  others  sleeg ! 
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Seven  nights  have  darken'd  Oman's  Sea, 

Since  last,  beneath  the  moonlight  ray, 
She  saw  his  light  oar  rapidh 

Hurry  her  Gheber's  bark  away, — 
And  stiil  she  goes,  at  midnight  hour, 
To  weep  alone  in  that  liigh  bower, 
And  watch,  and  look  along  the  deep 
For  him  whose  smiles  first  made  her  weep, — 
But  watchmg,  weeping,  all  was  vain, 
She  never  saw  Ms  bark  again. 
The  owlet's  sohtary  cry, 
The  night-hawk,  flitting  darkly  by, 

And  oft  the  hateful  carrion-bird, 
HeaAoly  flapping  his  clogg'd  wing, 
Which  reek'd  vi-ith  that  day's  banqueting — 

Was  all  she  saw,  was  all  she  heai"d. 

'Tis  the  eighth  mom — Al  Hassan's  brow 

Is  brighten'd  with  imusual  joy — 
What  mighty  mischief  glads  liim  now, 

Who  never  smiles  but  to  destroy? 
The  sparkle  upon  Herkend's  Sea, 
Wlaen  toss'd  at  midnight  fui-iously,' 
Tells  not  of  ^\Teck  and  ruin  nigh. 
More  sui-ely  than  that  smiling  eye  ! 
"  Up,  daughter,  up — the  kema's^  breath 
Has  blown  a  blast  would  waken  death, 
And  yet  thou  sleep'st — up,  child,  and  see 
This  blessed  day  for  heaven  and  me, 
A  day  more  rich  in  Pagan  blood 
Than  ever  flash'd  o'er  Oman's  flood. 
Before  another  da-mi  shall  shine. 
His  head — heart — limbs — -nill  all  be  mine ; 
This  very  night  his  blcod  shall  steep 
These  hands  all  over  ere  I  sleep  ! " — 
"i^js  blood  !"  she  faintly  scream'd — lior  mind 
Still  singling  one  from  all  manldnd. 
"  Yes — spite  of  his  ravines  and  towers, 
Hafed,  my  chUd,  this  night  is  oiu's. 
Thanks  to  all-conquering  treachery. 

Without  Avhose  aid  the  links  accursed, 
That  bind  these  impious  slaves,  would  be 

Too  strong  for  Alla's  self  to  burst ! 

•  "It  13  observed,  with  respect  to  the  Sea  of  Herkend,  tliat  when  it  is  tnsstd 
by  tempestuous  winds,  it  sparkles  like  fire." — I'raxels  of  Two  Mohammedans. 

*  A  kind  of  trumpet: — it  "was  tliat  u?ed  by  Tamerlane,  tl'e  sound  of  which 
is  described  as  uncommonly  dreadful,  and  so  loud  as  to  be  hejru  at  the  distaoc? 
of  several  miles," — Richardson. 
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That  rebel  fiend,  -whose  blade  has  spread 

My  path  with  piles  of  Moslem  dead, 

"Whose  baffling  spells  had  almost  driven 

Back  from  tlieii-  coiu-se  the  Swords  of  Heaven, 

Tliis  niglit,  with  all  his  band,  shall  know 

How  de/sp  an  Arab's  steel  can  go, 

Wlien  God  and  vengeance  speed  the  blow. 

And — Prophet ! — by  that  holy  wreath 

Thou  Avor'st  on  Ohod's  field  of  death,' 

I  swear,  for  every  sob  that  parts 

In  anguish  fi'om  these  heatlien  hearts, 

A  gem  from  Persia's  plunder'd  mines 

Shall  ghttcr  on  tliy  slu-ine  of  shrines. 

But  ha  ! — she  sinlcs — that  look  so  wild— 

Those  livid  lips — my  chUd,  my  child, 

Tills  hfe  of  blood  befits  not  thee. 

And  thou  must  back  to  Arab}'. 
Ne'er  had  I  risk'd  thy  timid  sex 

In  scenes  that  man  himself  might  dread, 

Had  I  not  hoped  our  every  tread 
Would  be  on  prostrate  Persian  necks — 
I  Cm-sed  race,  they  offer  swords  instead ! 

?  But  cheer  thoe,  maid, — the  wind  tliat  now 

j  Is  blo\\ing  o'er  thy  feverish  brow, 

To-day  shall  waft  thee  from  the  shore ; 

And,  ere  a  drop  of  this  night's  gore 

Have  time  to  chill  in  yonder  towers, 

Thou'lt  sec  thy  o^vn  sweet  Arab  bowers ! " 

His  bloody  boast  was  all  too  ti'ue — 

There  lurk'd  one  wretch  among  the  few 

Whom  Ilafed's  eagle  eye  could  count 

Ai'ound  him  on  that  Fiery  Mount, — 

One  miscreant,  who  for  gold  bctray'd 

The  pathway  tlirougli  the  valley's  shade 

To  those  liigh  towers  where  Freedom  stood 

In  her  last  hold  of  flame  and  blood. 

Left  on  the  field  last  dreadful  night, 

Wlien,  sallying  fi-om  theii-  sacred  height, 

The  Ghebers  fought  hope's  fai-eweU  fight. 

He  lay — but  died  not  mth  the  brave  ;  | 

That  sun,  which  should  have  gilt  his  grave,  ' 

Saw  lihn  a  traitor  and  a  slave ; —  i 

And,  wliUe  the  few,  who  thence  return'd  \ 

To  tlieir  liigh  rocky  fortress,  mourn'd  \ 

•  "  Mohammed  had  two  helmets,  an  interior  and  exterior  one,  the  latter  of 
which,  called  Al  Mawashah,  the  tillet,  wreath,  or  wreathed  gailaud,  he  wore  at 
^e  battle  Qf  OUod."— Univers?a  History.  | 
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For  him  among  the  matchless  dead 

They  left  behiaid  on  glory's  bed, 

He  lived,  and,  in  the  face  of  morn, 

Laugh'd  them  and  Faith  and  Heaven  to  scorn  i 

Oh,  for  a  tongue  to  cm-se  the  slave. 

Whose  treason,  like  a  deadly  blight, 
Comes  o'er  the  councils  of  the  brave. 

And  blasts  them  in  their  hoiu-  of  might ! 
May  life's  unblessed  cup  for  liim 
Be  ckugg'd  with  treacheries  to  the  brim, — 
With  hopes,  that  but  aUure  to  fly. 

With  joj's,  that  vanish  while  he  sips. 
Like  Dead- Sea  fiiiits,  that  tempt  the  eye, 

But  turn  to  ashes  on  the  Ups  ! 
His  country's  curse,  his  children's  shame, 
Outcast  of  vu'tue,  peace,  and  fame. 
May  he,  at  last,  with  lips  of  flame 
On  the  parch'd  desert  thirsting  die, — 
Wliile  lakes  that  shone  in  mockery  nigh 
Are  fading  off,  imtouch'd,  imtasted. 
Like  the  once  glorious  hopes  he  blasted  ! 
And,  when  from  earth  his  spirit  flies. 

Just  Prophet,  let  the  damn'd-one  dwell 
FuU  in  the  sight  of  Paradise, 

Beholding  heaven,  and  feeling  hell  1 
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Lalla  Rookti  had  had  a  dream  the  night  before,  which., 
hi  spite  of  the  mipendiug  fate  of  poor  Hafed,  made  her 
heart  more  than  usually  cheerful  durhig  the  mormng,  and 
gave  her  cheeks  all  the  freshened  animation  of  a  Hcwtr 
that  the  Bid-musk  has  just  passed  over.  She  fancied  that 
she  was  sailing  on  that  Eastern  ocean,  where  the  sea-gip- 
sies, who  live  for  ever  on  the  water,  enjoy  a  perpetual  suni- 
mer  in  wandering  from  isle  to  isle,  wdien  she  saw  a  small 
gilded  bark  approachhig  her.  It  was  like  one  of  those 
boats  which  the  Maklivian  islanders  annually  send  adi-ift, 
at  the  mercy  of  winds  and  weaves,  loaded  with  perfumes, 
flowers,  and  odoriferous  wood,  as  an  offering  to  the  Spirit 
whom  they  caU  King  of  the  Sea.     At  first,  tliis  Uttle  bark 

appeared  to  be  empty,  but,  on  coming  nearer 

She  had  proceeded  thus  far  m  relating  the  di'eam  to  her 
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ladies,  when  Feramorz  appeared  at  tlie  door  of  tJie  pavilion. 
In  his  presence,  of  course,  everything  else  was  forgotten, 
and  the  continuance  of  the  story  was  instantly  requested 
by  all.  Fresh  wood  of  aloes  was  set  to  burn  in  the  casso- 
lets  ; — the  violet  sherbets  were  hastily  handed  round,  and, 
after  a  short  prelude  on  liis  lute,  in  tlie  pathetic  measiu-e 
of  Nava,  wliich  is  always  i;sed  to  express  the  lamentations 
of  absent  lovers,  the  Poet  tlms  continued : — 


The  day  is  lowering — stilly  black 
Sleeps  the  grim  wave,  while  heaven's  rack, 
Dispersed  and  wild,  't\nxt  earth  and  sky 
Hangs  lilie  a  shatter'd  canopy  ! 
There 's  not  a  cloud  in  that  blue  plain 

But  tells  of  storm  to  come  or  past ; — 
Here,  Hying  loosely  as  the  mane 

Of  a  yoi;ng  war-horse  in  the  blast ; — • 
There,  roU'd  in  masses  dark  and  swelUng, 
As  proud  to  be  the  thimder's  dwelling ! 
WhUe  some,  akeady  burst  and  riven. 
Seem  melting  do\^'n  the  verge  of  heaven ; 
As  though  the  infant  storm  had  rent 

The  mighty  \\'omb  that  gave  him  birth, 
And,  having  swept  the  firmament. 

Was  now  in  fierce  career  for  earth. 
On  eai'tli  'twas  yet  all  cahn  around, 
A  pulseless  silence,  di'ead,  profound, 
Alore  a^^'ful  tlian  the  tempest's  sound, 
i'he  diver  steer'd  for  Ormus'  bowers. 
And  moor'd  liis  sldff  till  calmer  hours ; 
The  sea-bu-ds,  with  portentous  screech, 
Flew  fast  to  land  ; — upon  the  beach 
The  pUot  oft  had  paused,  •udth  glance 
Tm-n'd  upward  to  that  wild  expanse ; 
And  all  was  boding,  di-ear  and  dark 
As  her  own  soul,  when  Hinda's  bark 
Went  slowly  from  the  Persian  shore — 
No  music  timed  her  parting  oar,' 
.Nor  friends  upon  the  lessening  sh-and 
Linger'd,  to  wave  the  unseen  hand, 
Dr  speak  the  farewell,  heai-d  no  more  ;— 
But  lone,  imheeded,  from  the  bay 
The  vessel  takes  its  moiu'nful  way, 

'  The  Eaaterni  used  to  »et  out  on  thetr  longer  voyages  with  music  "-  Hut* 
J^^-- — ^^ 
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tiike  some  ill-destined  bark  that  steers 
In  silence  thi-ough  the  Gate  of  Tears.' 

And  where  was  stern  Al  Hassan  then  ? 
Could  not  that  saintly  scom'ge  of  men 
From  bloodshed  and  devotion  spare 
One  muiute  for  a  farewell  there  ? 
No — close  mtliin,  ua  changeful  fits 
Of  cm-sing  and  of  prayer,  he  sits 
In  savage  loneliness  to  brood 
Upon  the  coming  night  of  blood, 

With  that  keen,  second-scent  of  death, 
By  wliich  the  vultm-e  snull's  his  food 

In  the  still  warm  and  Hving  breath  !  ^ 
Wliile  o'er  the  wave  his  weeping  daughter 
Is  wafted  from  these  scenes  of  slaughter, — 
As  a  yoimg  bhd  of  Babylon,' 
Let  loose  to  tell  of  victory  won, 
Flies  home,  with  wing,  ah  !  not  unstain'd 
By  the  red  hands  that  held  her  chain'd. 

And  does  the  long-left  home  she  seeks 

Light  up  no  gladness  on  her  cheeks  ? 

The  flowers  she  nui'sed — the  well-kno^\Ti  groves, 

"Where  oft  in  di'eams  her  spirit  roves — 

Once  more  to  see  her  dear  gazelles 

Come  bomicUng  with  then-  silver  bells ; 

Her  bu-ds'  new  plumage  to  behold, 

And  the  gay,  gleaming  fishes  count, 
She  left,  all  filleted  witli  gold. 

Shooting  aroimd  their  jasper  fount.'* — 
Her  httle  garden  mosque  to  see, 

And  once  again,  at  evening  hour, 
To  tell  her  ruby  rosary 

In  her  own  sweet  acacia  bower. — 
Can  these  delights,  that  wait  her  now, 
Call  up  no  sunshine  on  her  brow  ? 

"  Tlie  Gate  of  Tears,  tlie  straits  or  passage  into  the  Red  Sea,  commonly 
called  Babelmandel.  It  received  this  name  from  the  ohl  Aralnans,  on  account 
of  the  danger  of  the  navigation,  and  the  number  of  sliipwreclcs  by  which  it 
was  distinguished ;  which  induced  them  to  consider  as  dead,  and  to  wear 
mourning  tor,  all  who  had  the  tiolaness  to  hazard  the  passage  through  it  into 
the  Ethiopic  ocean." — Richardson. 

2  "  I  have  been  told  that  whensoever  an  animal  falls  down  dead,  one  or  mors 
cultures,  unseen  before,  instantly  appear."— Pennant. 

•  "They  fasten  some  writing  to  the  wings  of  a  Bagdat,  or  Babylonian  pigeon." 
— Travels  of  certain  Ent'lishmon. 

«  "The  Enipi-css  of  Jehau-Guirc  used  to  divert  herself  with  feeding  tams 
fish  in  her  canals,  some  of  which  were  many  years  afterwards  known  fe*  6Uet« 
of  gold,  which  ehe  caused  to  be  put  round  them  "—Harris. 
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No — silent,  from  her  train  apart. — • 

As  if  even  now  she  felt  at  heart 

The  chiU  of  her  approacliing  doom. — 

She  sits,  aU  lovely  in  her  gloom 

As  a  pale  angel  of  the  grave ; 

And  o'er  the  wide,  tempestuous  wave, 

Looks,  with  a  shudder,  to  those  towers. 

Where,  in  a  few  short  awful  hom-s, 

Blood,  hlood,  in  steaming  tides  shall  run. 

Foul  incense  for  to-morrow's  sun ! 

"Where  art  thou,  glorious  stranger!  thou, 

So  loved,  so  lost,  where  art  thou  now  ? 

Foe — Gheher — infidel — whatc'er 

Th'  imhallow'd  name  thou'rt  doom'd  to  bear, 

Still  glorious — still  to  tliis  fond  heart 

Dear  as  its  blood,  whate'er  thou  art ! 

Yes — iVUa,  dreadful  Alia  !  yes — 

If  there  be  wrong,  be  crune  in  this, 

Let  the  blacli  waves,  that  roimd  us  roll, 

Whehn  me  this  instant,  ere  my  soul, 

Forgetting  faith, — home, — father, — all, — 

Before  its  eartlily  idol  fall, 

Nor  worship  even  Thyself  above  liim. — 

For  oh  !  so  wildly  do  I  love  liim. 

Thy  Paradise  itself  were  dim 

And  joyless,  if  not  shared  wtli  him !  " 

Her  hands  were  clasp'd — her  eyes  upturn'd, 

Dropping  their  tears  hke  moonlight  rain ; 
And,  though  her  lip,  fond  raver !  burn'd 

With  words  of  passion,  bold,  profane, 
Yet  was  there  light  aromid  her  brow, 

A  holiness  in  those  dark  eyes, 
Wliich  show'd — though  wandering  earthward  now,- 

Her  spirit's  home  was  in  the  skies. 
Yes — for  a  spirit,  pm-e  as  hers. 
Is  always  pui-e,  even  while  it  errs ; 
As  simsliine,  broken  in  the  rill. 
Though  turn'd  astray,  is  simshine  still ! 

So  wholly  had  her  mind  forgot 

All  thoughts  but  one,  she  heeded  not 

The  rising  storm — tlie  wave  that  cast 

A  moment's  midnight,  as  it  pass'd — 

Nor  heai-d  the  frequent  shout,  the  ti'ead 

Of  gathering  tumult  o'er  her  head — 

Clash'd  swords,  and  tongues  that  seem'd  to  vie 

With  the  rude  riot  of  the  skv. — 
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But  Lark ! — that  war-wlioop  on  the  deck — 

That  crash,  as  if  each  engine  there, 
Mast,  sails,  and  all,  were  gone  to  wreck, 

Mid  yells  and  stampings  of  despau' ! 
Merciful  Heaven !  what  can  it  be? 
'Tis  not  the  storm,  though  fearfully 
The  ship  has  shudder'd  as  she  rode 
O'er  mountain  waves. — "  Forgive  me,  God ! 
Forgive  me  !  " — shriek'd  the  maid  and  knelt, 
Trembling  all  over, — for  she  felt 
As  if  her  judgment-hoiu"  was  near ; 
"Wliile  crouclimg  round,  half  dead  with  fear. 
Her  handmaids  climg,  nor  breathed,  nor  stirr'd- 
Wlien,  hark  I — a  second  crash— a  third — 
And  now,  as  if  a  bolt  of  thimder 
Had  riven  the  labouring  planks  asunder, 
The  deck  falls  in — what  horrors  then  ! 
Blood,  waves,  and  taclde,  swords  and  men 
Come  mix'd  together  through  the  chasm  ;— 
Some  ■WTetches  in  tliek  dying  spasm 
Still  fighting  on —  and  some  that  call 
"  For  God  and  Iran  !  "  as  they  fall ! 

Whose  was  the  hand  that  tiu-n'd  away 
The  perils  of  th'  infiuiate  fray, 
And  snatch'd  her  breatliless  from  beneath 
This  wdderment  of  ^vl•eck  and  death  ? 
She  knew  not — for  a  faintness  came 
Chill  o'er  her,  and  her  sinking  frame 
Amid  the  riiins  of  that  horn- 
Lay,  Ulie  a  pale  and  scorched  flower, 
Beneath  the  red  volcano's  shower ! 
But  oh !  the  sights  and  sounds  of  di-ead 
That  shock'd  her,  ere  her  senses  fled ! 
The  yawning  deck — the  crowd  that  strov3 
Upon  the  tottering  planks  above — 
The  sail,  whose  fragments,  shivering  o'er 
The  strugglers'  heads,  all  dash'd  with  gore, 
Flutter'd  like  bloody  flags — the  clash 
Of  sabres,  and  the  lightning's  flash 
Upon  their  blades,  high  toss'd  about 
Like  meteor  brands ' — as  if  throughout 

The  elements  one  fmy  ran. 
One  general  rage,  that  left  a  doubt 

Which  was  the  fiercer,  Heaven  or  Man ! 


385 


•  The  meteors  that  Pliny  calls  "  faces." 
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Once  too — ^but  110 — it  could  not  be — 

'Twas  fancy  all — yet  once  slie  thought 
While  yet  her  fading  eyes  could  see. 

High  ou  the  ruin'd  deck  she  caught 
A  glimpse  of  that  unearthly  form. 

That  glory  of  her  soul, — even  then, 
Amid  the  -whii-l  of  wreck  and  storm, 

Shining  above  his  fellow  men, 
As,  on  some  black  and  troublous  n>.ght, 
The  Star*  of  Egj-pt, '  whose  proud  hght 
Never  hath  beam'd  on  those  who  rest 
In  the  Wliite  Islands  of  the  West,"'' 
]oui-ns  through  the  storm  witli  looks  of  flamt 
That  put  heaven's  cloudier  eyes  to  shame  ! 
But  no — 'twas  but  the  minute's  di-eam — 
A  fantasy — and  ere  the  scream 
Had  hali'-way  pass'd  lier  palhd  lips, 
A  death-hke  swoon,  a  dull  eclipse 
Of  soul  and  sense,  its  darliness  spread 
Arovmd  lier,  and  she  sunk,  as  dead ! 

How  calm,  how  beautiful,  comes  on 
The  stilly  horn-,  wlien  storms  are  gone ! 
\\  hen  waiTing  wuids  have  died  away, 
And  clouds,  beneatli  the  glancing  ray, 
Melt  off,  and  leave  the  land  and  sea 
Sleeping  in  bright  tranquillity, — 
Fresh  as  if  Day  again  were  bom, 
Again  upon  the  lap  of  Mom ! 
When  the  light  blossoms,  rudely  torn 
And  scatter'd  at  the  wliirlwind's  will. 
Hang  floating  in  tlie  pui-e  air  still. 
Filling  it  all  A^ith  precious  bahn. 
In  gratitude  for  this  sweet  cahn ! — 
And  eveiy  di"op  the  thxmder-showers 
Have  left  upon  the  gi-ass  and  flowers 
Sparkles,  as  'twere  the  lightning-gem* 
Whose  liquid  flame  is  born  of  them ! 

When,  'stead  of  one  imchanging  breeze, 
There  blow  a  thousand  gentle  aii's. 
And  each  a  different  perfume  bears, — 

As  if  the  loveliest  plants  and  trees 

;  "  Tlie  lirilliant  Canopus,  unseen  in  European  climates."— Brown. 

1  Vide  Wilfortl's  learned  Es.=ays  on  the  Sacred  Isles  in  the  West. 

*  A  precious  stone  of  the  Indies,  called  by  the  ancients  Ceraunium,  becannt 
it  «as  supposed  to  be  found  in  places  where  thunder  had  fallen.  Tertullian 
gays  it  has  a  glittering  appearance,  as  if  there  had  been  fi'e  in  it;  and  th* 
author  of  the  Dissertation  iu  Harris'*  Voyages  supposes  it  to  be  the  opal. 
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Had  vassal  breezes  of  theii-  own 
To  Tratch  and  wait  on  them  alone, 
And  waft  no  other  breath  than  theirs ! 
When  the  blue  waters  rise  and  fall, 
In  sleepy  sunshine  mantling  all  ; 
And  even  that  swell  the  tempest  leaves 
Is  Like  the  full  and  silent  heaves 
Of  lovers'  hearts,  when  newly  blest, 
Too  newly  to  be  quite  at  rest ! 
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Such  was  the  golden  horn-,  that  broke 
Upon  the  world,  when  Hinda  woke 
From  her  long  ti-ance,  and  heard  around 
No  motion  but  the  water's  sound 
Rippling  against  the  vessel's  side, 
As  slow  it  moimted  o'er  the  tide. — 
But  where  is  she? — her  eyes  are  dark, 
Are  uilder'd  still — is  tliis  the  bark, 
The  same,  that  from  Harmozia's  bay 
Bore  her  at  morn — whose  bloody  way 
The  sea-dog  tracks  ? — no— strange  and  new 
Is  all  that  meets  her  wondering  view. 
Upon  a  galliot's  deck  ?ho  lies, 

Beneath  no  rich  pa\^on's  shade, 
No  plumes  to  fan  her  sleeping  eyes, 

Nor  jasmine  on  her  pillow  laid. 
Biit  tlie  rude  Utter,  roughly  spread 
With  war-cloaks,  is  her  homely  bed, 
And  shawl  and  sash,  on  javehns  hung, 
For  a\\Tiing  o'er  her  head  are  tiimg. 
Shuddering  she  look'd  aromid — there  lay 

A  group  of  warriors  in  the  sun 
Resting  their  limbs,  as  for  tliat  day 

Their  ministry  of  death  were  done. 
Some  gazing  on  the  drowsy  sea. 
Lost  in  imconscious  reverie ; 
And  some,  who  seem'd  but  ill  to  brook 
That  sluggish  cabn,  mth  many  a  look 
To  the  slack  sail  impatient  cast, 
As  loose  it  flagg'd  aroimd  the  mast. 

Blest  TUla !  who  shall  save  her  now  ? 

There  's  not  in  all  that  warrior-band 
One  Ai-ab  sword,  one  turban 'd  brow 

From  her  own  faithful  Moslem  land. 
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Their  garb — the  leathern  hclt '  that  -n-raps 

Each  j-ellow  vest^ — that  rebel  hue — 
The  Tartar  fleece  upon  thou-  caj^s  ' — 

Yes — yes — her  fears  arc  all  too  true, 
And  Ileaven  hath,  in  this  dreadful  hour, 
Abandon'd  her  to  Hafed's  power ; — 
Hated,  the  Glieber  ! — at  the  thought 

Her  very  heart's  blood  chills  -within  ; 
He,  whom  her  soul  was  hourly  taught 

To  loathe,  as  some  foul  iiend  of  sin, 
Some  minister,  whom  Hell  had  sent 
To  spread  its  blast,  where'er  he  went, 
And  fling,  as  o'er  oiu-  earth  he  trod. 
His  shadow  betwixt  man  and  God  ! 
And  she  is  now  Ids  captive, — tlu'own 
In  his  fierce  hands,  aUve,  alone ; 
His  the  infuriate  band  she  sees, 
AH  infidels — all  enemies  ! 
AVhat  was  the  darhig  hope  that  then 
Cross'd  her  like  hghtning,  as  again, 
With  boldness  that  despair  had  lent, 

She  darted  through  tliat  armed  crowd 
A  look  so  searching,  so  intent. 

That  e'en  the  sternest  wtu'rior  bow'd 
Abash'd,  when  he  her  glances  caught, 
As  if  lie  guess'd  whose  form  tliej'  sought. 
But  no — she  sees  him  not — 'tis  gone, — 
Tlie  vision,  that  before  her  shone 
Through  all  the  maze  of  blood  and  storm, 
Is  fled — 'twas  but  a  phantom  form — 
One  of  those  passing,  rainbow  dreams. 
Half  light,  half  shade,  Avhich  fancy's  beams 
Pahit  on  the  fleeting  mists  that  roll 
In  trance  or  slumber  round  the  soul ! 

But  now  the  bark,  with  Hvelier  boiuid, 

Scales  the  blue  wave — the  crew 's  in  motion- 

The  oars  are  out,  and  with  hght  sound 
Break  the  bright  mirror  of  the  ocean. 

Scattering  its  biilhant  fragments  round. 


D'Herbelot,  art.  Agduani. 

J  "The  Guebrcs  are'known  by  a  dark  jellow  colour,  wliich  the  meo  fiffect  11, 
their  clotlies."— Thevenot. 

•  "  The  Kolali,  or  cap,  worn  by  the  Persians,  13  made  of  the  skin  of  the  shecji 
Bf  Tartary."— Waring. 
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And  now  she  sees — with  horror  sees— 
Their  coiu-se  is  toward  that  moimtaia  hold, — 
Those  towers,  that  make  her  hfe-blood  freeze, 
Where  Mecca's  godless  enemies 
Lie,  Ulce  beleaguer'd  scorpions,  roU'd 
In  their  last  deadly,  venomous  fold ! 
Amid  th'  illumined  land  and  flood 
Sunless  that  mighty  momitain  stood  j 
Save  where,  above  its  awful  head, 
There  shone  a  flaming  cloud,  blood-red, 
As  'twere  the  flag  of  destiny 
Himg  out  to  mai-k  where  death  would  be  ! 

Had  her  bewilder'd  nund  the  power 
Of  thought  in  tliis  terrific  hoiu', 
She  well  might  marvel  where  or  how 
Man's  foot  could  scale  that  moimtain's  brow ; 
Since  ne'er  had  Arab  heard  or  kno-«Ti 
Of  path  but  through  the  glen  alone.— 
But  eveiy  thought  was  lost  in  fear, 
\Mien,  as  then-  boimding  bark  di-ew  near 
The  craggy  base,  she  felt  the  waves 
Hurry  them  toward  those  dismal  caves 
That  from  the  deep  in  windings  pass 
Beneath  that  mount's  volcanic  mass — 
And  loud  a  voice  on  deck  commands 
To  lower  the  naast  and  light  the  brands ! — 
Instantly  o'er  the  dasliing  tide 
Witliin  a  cavern's  mouth  they  glide. 
Gloomy  as  that  eternal  porch, 

Tlu-ougli  wliich  departed  spuits  go ; — 
Not  e'en  the  flare  of  brand  and  torch 

Its  fiickeruig  light  could  fiu'ther  throw 

Than  the  tliick  flood  that  boil'd  below. 
Silent  they  floated — as  if  each 
Sat  breatliless,  and  too  awed  for  speech 
In  that  dark  chasm,  where  even  sound 
Seem'd  dark, — so  sullenly  aroimd 
The  goblin  echoes  of  tlie  cave 
Mutter'd  it  o'er  the  long  black  wave, 
As  'twere  some  secret  of  the  grave  ! 
But  soft — they  pause^the  ciu'rent  turns 

Beneath  them  from  its  onward  track  ;— 
Some  mighty,  imseen  barrier  spiu-ns 

The  vexed  tide,  all  foaming,  back, 
And  scarce  the  oar's  redoubled  force 
Can  stem  the  eddy's  Vi'liirling  force ; 
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When,  hark ! — some  desperate  font  has  spnmg 

Among  tlie  roclc:; — tlie  chain  is  ihmg — 

The  oai's  are  \x^ — the  gi-apple  clings, 

And  the  toss'd  baik  in  moorings  s\\'ings. 

Just  then,  a  daybeam  tlirough  the  shade 

Eroke  ti-emulons — but,  ere  tlie  maid 

Can  see  from  whence  tlie  briglitness  steals. 

Upon  lier  brow  she  shuddeiing  feels 

A  viewless  hand,  that  promptly  ties 

A  bandage  round  lier  burning  e^^s ; 

While  the  rude  litter  where  she  lies, 

Uplifted  by  the  waiTior  throng. 

O'er  tlie  steep  rocks  is  borne  along. 

Blest  power  of  sunshine  !  genial  Day, 
Wliat  bahn,  what  Ufe,  is  in  thy  ray ! 
J  To  feel  thee  is  such  real  bUss, 

,;  That  had  the  world  no  joy  but  tliis. 

To  sit  in  sunsliine  calm  atid  sweet, — 

(It  were  a  world  too  exquisite 
For  man  to  leave  it  for  the  gloom, 
The  deep,  cold  shadow  of  the  tomb ! 
E'en  Hinda,  though  she  saw  not  where 
Or  wliither  wound  tlie  perilous  road, 
Yet  knew  by  that  awakening  air, 

Wlucli  suddenly  around  her  glow'd, 
That  tliey  had  risen  from  darkness  then, 
And  breathed  the  simny  world  again ! 

But  soon  this  bahny  freshness  fled — 

For  now  tlie  steepy  labyrinth  led 

Tlirough  damp  and  gloom — 'mid  crash  of  boughs 

And  fall  of  loosen'd  crags  tliat  rouse 
:  The  leopard  from  Ms  hungiy  sleep, 

j  Who,  stai'ting,  tliinks  each  crag  a  prey, 

And  long  is  he.ai'd  from  steep  to  steep, 
I  Chasing  them  dowTi  theu*  thundering  way  ! 

j  The  jackal's  cry — the  distant  moan 

!  Of  the  hj'sena,  fierce  and  lone ; — 

!  And  that  eternal,  saddening  sound 

\  Of  torrents  in  the  glen  beneath, 

As  'twere  the  ever-dark  profound 

That  rolls  beneath  tlie  Bridge  of  Death  1 

All,  aU  is  fearful — e'en  to  see. 
To  gaze  on  those  tenific  tilings 

She  now  but  bUndly  lieai's,  would  ba 
Relief  to  her  imaginings! 
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Since  never  yet  was  shape  so  dread, 

But  Fancy,  thus  in  darkness  thrown, 
And  by  such  sounds  of  hori-or  fed, 

Could  frame  more  dreadful  of  her  own. 

But  does  she  dream  ?  has  fear  again 

Perplex'd  the  workin-gs  of  her  brain, 

Or  did  a  voice,  aU  music,  then 

Come  from  the  gloom,  low  wliispering  near  - 

"  Tremble  not,  love,  thy  Gheber  's  here  ?  " 

She  does  not  di'eam — all  sense,  all  oar. 

She  drinks  the  words,  "  Thy  Gheber 's  here." 

'Twas  his  own  voice — she  could  not  err — 

Throughout  the  breatliing  world's  extent 
There  was  but  one  such  voice  for  her, 

So  kind,  so  soft,  so  eloquent  i 
Oh !  sooner  shall  the  rose  of  May 

Mistake  her  o^vn  sweet  nightingale, 
And  to  some  meaner  minstrerb  lay 

Open  her  bosom's  glowing  veil,* 
Than  love  shall  ever  doubt  a  tone, 
A  breath  of  the  beloved  one  ! 
Though  blest,  'mid  all  her  ills,  to  tliink 

She  has  that  one  beloved  near, 
Wliose  smile,  though  met  on  rain's  brink. 

Hath  power  to  make  e'en  ruin  dear, — 
Yet  soon  this  gleam  of  rapture,  cross'd 
By  fears  for  liim,  is  cliill'd  and  lost. 
How  shall  the  ruthless  Hafed  brook 
That  one  of  Gheber  blood  should  look, 
Witli  aught  but  curses  in  Ids  eye, 
On  her — a  maid  of  Ai-aby — 
A  Moslem  maid — the  cliild  of  him, 

"Wliose  bloody  banner's  dire  success 
Hath  left  tlierr  altars  cold  and  dim. 

And  their  fair  land  a  \\ildemess  ! 
And,  worse  than  all,  that  night  of  blood 

Winch  comes  so  fast — oh  !  who  sliall  stay 
The  sword,  that  once  hath  tasted  food 

Of  Persian  hearts,  or  turn  its  way  ? 
Wliat  arm  shall  then  the  victim  cover, 
Or  from  her  father  shield  her  lover  ? 

"  Save  liim,  my  God ! "  she  mly  cries — 
"  Save  him  tliis  night — and  if  thine  eyes 

'  A  frequent  image  among  the  Oriental  poeta.  "Tl>e  iii.;IitinL;;ilei  <;a:'b1eii 
their  enchanting  notes,  and  rent  the  thin  veils  of  the  rosebud  ant!  the  rose,"— 
/ami. 
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Have  ever  welcomed  witli  delight 
The  sinner's  tears,  the  sacrifice 

Of  sinners'  hearts — guard  liim  tliis  night, 
And  here,  hefore  thy  throne,  I  swear 
From  my  heart's  inmost  core  to  tear, 

Love,  hope,  remembrance,  though  they  be 
Link'd  witli  each  quivering  life-string  there, 

And  give  it  bleeding  all  to  Thee ! 
Let  him  but  hve,  the  bummg  tear, 
The  sighs,  so  sinful,  yet  so  dear, 
Wliich  have  been  all  too  much  his  own, 
Shall  from  tliis  hour  be  Heaven's  alone. 
Youth  pass'd  in  penitence,  and  age 
In  long  and  pninful  pilgiimage, 
Shall  leave  no  traces  of  the  ilame 
That  wastes  me  now — nor  shall  his  name 
E'er  bless  my  lips,  but  when  I  pray 
For  his  dear  spirit,  that  away 
Casting  from  its  angelic  ray 
Th'  echpse  of  earth,  he  too  may  shine 
Kedeem'd,  all  glorious  and  all  tliine  ! 
Tliink — think  what  victory  to  w'wl 
One  radiant  soul  like  Ids  from  sin ; — 
One  wandering  star  of  vii'tue  back 
To  its  owTi  native,  heaven-ward  track ! 
Let  liim  but  Uve,  and  both  are  thine, 

Togctlier  thine — for,  bless'd  or  cross'd, 
Living  or  dead,  his  doom  is  mine, 

And  if  lie  perish,  both  are  lost ! " 


The  next  evening  LaUa  Eookh  was  enti-eated  by  her 
ladies  to  continue  the  relation  of  her  wonderful  dream  ; 
but  the  feai-ful  interest  that  hung  round  the  fate  of  Hinda 
and  her  lover  had  completely  removed  every  trace  of  it 
from  her  mind ; — mucli  to  the  disa]:)pointment  of  a  fair 
seer  or  two  in  her  train,  who  prided  themselves  on  tlieir 
sldll  m  interpreting  visions,  and  who  had  ah'eady  remarked, 
as  an  unlucky  omen,  that  the  Princess,  on  the  very  morn- 
ing after  the  dream,  had  worn  a  silk  dyed  with  the  blos- 
soms of  the  sorrowful  tree,  Nihca. 

Fadladeen,  whose  wrath  had  more  tlian  once  broken 
cut  diu'ing  the  recital  of  some  parts  of  tliis  most  heterodox 
p'>em,  seemed  at  length  to  have  made  up  his  mind  to  the 
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infliction;  and  took  liis  seat  this  evening  with  all  the 
patience  of  a  martyr,  while  the  Poet  continued  liis  profane 
and  seditious  story  thus : — 


To  tearless  eyes  and  hearts  at  ease 
The  leafy  shores  and  sun-bright  seas, 
That  lay  beneath  that  mountain's  height, 
Had  been  a  fair,  enchanting  sight. 
'Twas  one  of  those  ambrosial  eves 
A  day  of  storm  so  often  leaves 
At  its  calm  setting — when  the  west 
Opens  her  golden  bowers  of  rest, 
And  a  moist  radiance  from  the  sides 
Shoots  trembling  down,  as  fi.-om  the  eyes 
Of  some  meek  penitent,  whose  last. 
Bright  hoiu'S  atone  for  dark  ones  past, 
And  whose  sweet  tears,  o'er  wropg  forgiven, 
Shine,  as  they  fall,  with  Hght  fi-om  heaven ! 

'Twas  stillness  all — the  -ndnds  that  late 

Had  rush'd  through  Kerman's  almond  groves, 
And  shaken  from  her  bowers  of  date 

That  cooling  feast  the  traveller  loves,' 
Now,  lull'd  to  languor,  scarcely  curl 

The  Green  Sea  wave,  whose  waters  gleam 
Limpid,  as  if  her  mines  of  pearl 

Were  melted  all  to  form  the  stream ; 
And  her  fair*  islets,  small  and  bright, 

With  their  gi-een  shores  reflected  there, 
Look  like  those  Peri  isles  of  light. 

That  hang  by  spell- work  in  the  air. 

But  vainly  did  those  glories  burst 
On  Hinda's  dazzled  eyes,  when  first 
The  bandage  from  her  brow  was  taken, 
And  pale  and  awed  as  those  who  waken 
In  then-  dark  tombs — when,  scowling  near, 
The  Searchers  of  the  Grave*  appear, — ■ 
She  shuddermg  turn'd  to  read  her  fate 

In  the  fierce  eyes  that  flash'd  aromid ; 
And  saw  those  towers  all  desolate, 

That  o'er  her  head  terrific  fi'own'd, 

•  "In  parts  of  Kerman,  whatever  dates  are  shaken  from  the  trees  hy  the 
wind  they  do  not  touch,  but  leave  them  for  those  who  have  not  any,  or  for  tra- 
vellers."— Ebn  Haukal. 

3  The  two  terrible  angels,  Moukir  and  Nakir,  who  are  called  "  the  Searchers 
of  the  Grave"  in  the  "Creed  of  the  Orthodox  Mahometans"  given  by  Ockl^y. 
vjjl.  ii. 
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As  if  defj-ing  e'en  tlie  smile 
Of  tliat  soft  heaven  to  gild  their  pile. 
In  vain,  mtli  mingled  hope  and  feai, 
She  looks  for  liim  whose  voice  so  dear 
Had  come,  Ulce  music,  to  her  ear — 
Strange,  mocldng  dream  !  again  'tis  fled. 
And  oh !  the  shoots,  the  pangs  of  dread 
That  through  her  iomost  hosom  nm, 

When  voices  from  without  proclaim 
"  Hafed,  the  Cliief  " — and,  one  by  one. 

The  warriors  shout  that  fearful  name ! 
He  comes — tlie  rock  resoimds  liis  tread — 
How  shall  she  dare  to  lift  her  head, 
Or  meet  those  eyes,  whose  scorcliing  glar« 
Not  Yemen's  boldest  sons  can  bearV 
In  wliose  red  beam,  the  Moslem  tells, 
Sucli  rank  and  deadly  lustre  dwells. 
As  in  those  hellish  fires  that  light 
The  mandrake's  charnel  leaves  at  night ! ' 
How  shall  she  bear  that  voice's  tone. 
At  whose  loud  battle-cry  alone 
Whole  squadrons  oft  in  panic  ran, 
Scatter'd,  like  some  vast  caravan. 
When,  stretch'd  at  evening  round  the  well. 
They  hear  the  thirsting  tiger's  yell ! 

Breatliless  she  stands,  ■witli  eyes  cast  down, 
Sluinking  beneatli  the  fieiy  frown, 
Wliich,  fancj'  tells  her,  fi-om  that  brow 
Is  flaslung  o'er  her  fiercely  now ; 
And  shuddeiing,  as  she  hears  the  ti-ead 

Of  his  retuing  warrior  band. — 
Never  was  pause  so  full  of  di-ead ; 

Till  Hafed  wdth  a  trembhng  hand 
Took  hers,  and,  leaning  o'er  her,  said, 
"  Htnda ! " — that  word  was  all  he  spoke, 
And  'twas  enougli — the  shriek  that  broke 

From  her  full  bosom  told  the  rest- 
Panting  \r\A\  terror,  joy,  sm-prise. 
The  maid  but  lifts  her  wondeiing  eyes, 

To  hide  them  on  her  Gheber's  breast ! 
'Tis  he.  'tis  he — the  man  of  blood. 
The  fellest  of  the  FLre-fiend's  brood, 
Hafed,  the  demon  of  the  fight. 
Whose  voice  unnerves,  whose  glances  blight, — 

'  The  Arabians  call  the  mandrake  "  the  devil's  candle,"  on  account  of  tU 
ibining  appearance  in  the  night." — Bichardsoa, 
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Is  her  own  loved  GLeber,  mild 
And  glorious  as  when  first  he  smiled 
In  her  lone  tower,  and  left  such  beams 
Of  his  pure  eye  to  Hght  her  di'eams, 
That  she  believed  lier  bower  had  given 
Rest  to  some  wanderer  fi-om  heaven ! 

Moments  there  are,  and  this  was  one, 
Snatch'd  like  a  minute's  gleam  of  sun 
Amid  the  black  simoom's  eclipse — 

Or  like  those  verdant  spots  that  bloom 
Ai'oimd  the  crater's  burning  lips, 

Sweetening  the  very  edge  of  doom  ! 
The  past — the  futui-e — all  that  fate 
Can  biing  of  dark  or  desperate 
Around  such  hoiu's,  but  makes  them  cast  ' 

Intenser  radiance  wliile  they  last ! 

E'en  he,  this  youth — though  dimm'd  and  gone 

Each  star  of  hope  that  cheer'd  him  on — 

His  glories  lost — his  cause  beti'ay'd — 

Iran,  liis  dear-loved  country,  made 

A  land  of  carcases  and  slaves. 

One  dreary  waste  of  chains  and  graves !  — 

Himself  but  lingeiing,  dead  at  heart, 

To  see  the  last,  long-struggling  breatlx 
Of  Liberty's  gi-eat  soul  depart, 

Tlien  lay  liim  do^^•n,  and  share  her  death-— 
E'en  he,  so  sunk  in  wretchedness, 

With  doom  still  darker  gathering  o'er  liim, 
Yet,  in  tliis  moment's  pui'e  cai'ess. 

In  the  mUtl  ej'es  that  shone  before  Imn, 
Beaming  that  blest  assiu-ance,  wortli 
All  other  transports  known  on  earth, 
That  he  was  loved — well,  warmly  loved — 
Oh  !  in  this  precious  houi'  lie  proved 
How  deep,  how  thorough-felt  the  glow 
Of  rapture,  kindling  out  of  woe ; — 
How  exquisite  one  single  drop 
Of  bhss,  thus  spfu'liling  to  the  top 
Of  misery's  cup — how  keenly  quaff'd, 
Though  death  must  follow  on  the  druughi  ! 

She  too,  wliile  gazing  on  those  eyes 

That  sink  into  her  soul  so  deep, 
Forgets  all  fears,  aU  miseries, 

Or  feels  them  like  the  wi'etch  in  sleep, 
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Wliom  fancy  cheats  into  a  smile, 

Who  dreams  of  joy,  and  sobs  the  wliile  ! 

The  mighty  ruins  where  they  stood. 

Upon  the  mount's  high,  rocky  verge, 
Lay  open  towai'ds  the  ocean  fiood, 

■Wlrere  lightly  o'er  tli'  illumined  surge 
Many  a  fair  bark  tiiat,  all  tlie  day. 
Had  lurk'd  in  sheltering  creek  or  bay, 
Now  bounded  on  and  gave  their  saUs, 
Yet  dripping,  to  the  evening  gales ; 
Like  eagles,  when  the  storm  is  done, 
Spreading  their  wet  wings  in  the  sun. 
The  beauteous  clouds,  though  dayhght's  star 
Had  sunk  beliind  the  hills  of  Lar, 
Were  still  with  lingering  glories  bright,— 
As  if,  to  gi-ace  the  gorgeous  west, 

The  Spii'it  of  departing  Light 
That  eve  had  left  his  s;mnj'-  vest 

Behind  liim,  ere  he  wing'd  his  flight. 
Never  was  scene  so  form'd  for  love  I 
Beneath  them,  waves  of  crj^stal  move 
In  silent  swell — heaven  glows  above, 
And  their  pure  hearts,  to  h'anspori  given, 
Swell  like  the  wave,  and  glow  like  heaven ! 
But,  ah  !  too  soon  tliat  dream  is  past — 

Again,  again  her  fear  retui'ns ; — 
Night,  dreadful  niglit,  is  gathering  fast, 

More  faintly  the  horizon  bums. 
And  every  rosj^  tint  that  lay 
On  the  smooth  sea  hath  died  away. 
Hastily  to  the  diu-kening  skies 
A  glance  she  casts — then  wildly  cries, 
"  At  night,  he  said — and,  look,  'tis  near — 

Fly,  fly — if  yet  thou  lov'st  me,  fly — 
Soon  wall  his  miu'derous  band  be  here. 

And  I  shall  see  thee  bleed  and  die. — • 
Hush ! — heard'st  thou  not  the  tramp  of  men 
Sounding  from  yonder  fearful  glen  ? — 
Perhaps  e'en  now  they  chmb  the  wood — 

Fly,  fiy — though  still  the  west  is  bright, 
He'll  come — oh  !  yes — he  wants  thy  blood — 

I  know  hun — he'll  not  wait  for  night ! " 
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In  terrors  e'en  to  agony 

Slie  clings  around  the  wondering  Cliief  ;— 
"  Alas,  poor  wilder'd  maid  !  to  me 

Thou  ow'st  this  raying  trance  of  grief. 

<M   t  ..     IIMHII.IIIIBI  't'Vi/^ 


^ 


I  ALL  A   ROOKH. 

Lost  as  I  am,  iiought  ever  grew 
Beneath  my  shade  but  perish'd  too — 
My  doom  is  Kke  the  Dead-Sea  ak, 
And  nothing  hves  that  enters  there ! 
Whj^  were  om*  barks  together  di-iven 
Beneath  tliis  morning's  fiuious  heaven? 
Why,  when  I  saw  the  prize  that  chance 

Had  tlu'own  into  my  desperate  arms, — 
Wlien,  castuig  bnt  a  single  glance 

Upon  thy  pale  and  prosti-ate  charms, 
I  vow'd  (though  watching  viewless  o'er 

Thy  safety  through  that  home's  alarms) 
To  meet  tli'  vmmanning  sight  no  more — 
Why  have  I  broke  that  heart- wrung  vow?   , 
Why  weakly,  madly,  met  thee  now  ? — - 
Start  not — that  noise  is  but  the  shock 

Of  torrents  through  yon  vallej^  hurl'd — 
Dread  nothing  heiie— upon  this  rock 

We  stand  above  the  jai-ring  world, 
Alike  beyond  its  hope — its  di'ead — 
In  gloomy  safet}',  like  the  dead  ! 
Or,  could  e'en  earth  and  hell  unite 
In  league  to  storm  tliis  sacred  height, 
Fear  nothing  now — myself,  to-night, 
And  each  o'erlooking  stai'  that  dwells 
Near  God  will  be  thy  sentinels  ; — 
And,  ere  to-morrow's  dawn  shall  glow. 

Back  to  thy  sii'e " 

"  To-morrow  ! — no—' 
The  maiden  scream'd — "  thou'lt  never  see 
To-rnorrow's  sun — death,  death  will  be 
The  night-cry  thi'ough  each  reeking  tower, 
Unless  we  fly,  aye,  fly  tliis  hoiu* ! 
Thou  art  betray'd — some  \vretch  who  knew 
That  di-eadful  glen's  mysterious  cleiw — 
Nay,  doubt  not — by  j'on  stars,  'tis  true — 
Hath  sold  thee  to  my  vengeful  sii-e  ; 
This  mo].-ning,  v\'ith  that  smile  so  dire 
He  wears  in  joy,  he  told  me  all. 
And  stamp'd  in  triumph  through  oiu*  hall, 
As  though  thy  heart  already  beat 
Its  last  life-throb  beneath  liis  feet ! 
Good  Heaven,  how  little  dream'd  I  then 

His  victim  was  my  own  loved  youth  !— 
Fly — send — let  some  one  watch  the  glen — 

By  all  my  hopes  of  heaven  'tis  truth  1 " 
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Oh !  colder  than  the  wind  that  freezes 

Founts,  that  but  now  in  sunsliine  play'd 
Is  that  congealing  pang  wliich  seizes 

The  ti'usting  bosom,  when  betray'd. 
He  felt  it— deeply  felt — and  stood, 
As  if  the  tale  had  ffozen  his  blood, 

So  mazed  and  motionless  was  he ; — 
Like  one  whom  sudden  spells  enchant, 
Or  some  mute,  marble  habitant 

Of  the  still  Halls  of  Ishmonie ! ' 

But  soon  tlie  painful  dull  was  o'er, 
And  his  gi'eat  soul,  herself  once  more, 
Look'd  from  his  brow  in  all  the  rays 
Of  her  best,  happiest,  grandest  da3^s  I 
Never,  in  moment  most  elate, 

Did  that  high  spuit  loftier  rise  ; — 
While  bright,  serene,  detenninate, 

His  looks  are  lifted  to  the  skies, 
As  if  the  signal-hghts  of  fate 

AVere  shining  in  tliose  awful  eyes ! 
'Tis  come — his  houi"  of  martjTdom 
In  Ii-an's  sacred  cause  is  come  ; 
And,  though  liis  life  hath  pass'd  away 
Like  lightning  on  a  stormy  day, 
Yet  shall  liis  death-hour  leave  a  track 

Of  glory,  permanent  and  bright. 
To  which  the  brave  of  after-times. 
The  suffering  brave,  shall  long  look  hack 

"With  proud  regret, — and  by  its  light 

Watch  tlirough  the  hom-s  of  slavei-y's  nigh) 
For  vengeance  on  th'  oppressor's  crimes ! 
Tliis  rock,  his  mouument  aloft, 

Shall  speak  the  tale  to  many  an  age; 
And  hither,  bards  and  heroes  oft 

Shall  come  in  secret  pUgrimage, 
And  bring  their  warrior  sons,  and  tell 
The  wondering  boys  where  Hafed  fell. 
And  swear  them  on  those  lone  remains 
Of  their  lost  coimtiy's  ancient  fanes, 
Never — while  breath  of  life  shall  live 
Within  them — never  to  forgive 

•  For  an  account  of  Ishmonie,  flie  petrifietl  city  in  Upper  Egypt,  where  it  'J 
laid  there  are  many  statues  of  men,  women,  &C.,  to  be  seen  to  thU  day,  t'ldi 
Pcrrv'i  View  of  the  Levant, 
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"  'flafed,  my  own  beloved  lord  ! '        ^ 

She  kneeling  cries— 'first,  last  adored!'"— P    399, 
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Th'  acciu'sed  race,  whose  ruthlesa  chain 
Hath  left  on  Iran's  neck  a  stain 
Blood,  blood  alone  can  cleanse  again  ! 

Such  are  the  swelling  thoughts  that  now 
Entlu'one  themselves  on  Hafed's  brow ; 
And  ne'er  did  saint  of  Issa '  gaze 

On  the  red  ^\Teath,  for  martyi's  t:^\'iQed, 
More  proudly  than  the  youth  sui'\'eys 

That  pile,  wliich  through  the  gloom  beliind, 
Half  hghted  by  the  altar's  fire. 
Glimmers, — his  destined  fimeral  pyre  ! 
Heap'd  by  liis  o^vn,  his  comrades'  hands, 

Of  every  wood  of  odorous  breath. 
There,  by  the  Fu'e-God's  shrine  it  stands, 

Ready  to  fold  in  radiant  death 
The  few  still  left  of  tliose  who  swore 
To  perish  there,  when  hope  was  o'er — 
The  few,  to  whom  that  couch  of  flame. 
Which  rescues  them  from  bonds  and  shame, 
Is  sweet  and  welcome  as  the  bed 
For  then"  o-i^ti  infant  Prophet  spread. 
When  pitying  Heaven  to  roses  tm-n'd 
The  death-flames  that  beneath  him  biurn'd ! ' 

With  watchfidness  the  maid  attends 

His  rapid  glance,  where'er  it  bends — 

Why  shoot  his  eyes  such  awful  beams '? 

What  plans  he  now  ?  what  thinks  or  di'eams  ? 

Alas  !  why  stands  he  musing  here. 

When  every  moment  teems  with  fear? 

"  Hafed,  my  o^^^l  beloved  lord," 

She  kneelhig  cries — "  first,  last  adored ! 

If  in  that  soid  thou'st  ever  felt 

Half  what  thy  Ups  impassion'd  swore, 
Here,  on  my  Imees  that  never  knelt 

To  any  but  their  God  before, 
I  pray  thee,  as  thou  lov'st  me,  flj' — 
Now,  now — ere  yet  their  blades  are  nigh. 
Oh,  haste — the  bark  that  bore  me  hitlKsr 

Can  waft  us  o'er  yon  darkening  sea 
East — west — alas,  I  care  not  wliither, 

So  thou  art  safe,  and  I  with  thee ! 


1  Jesua. 

'  The  Gheliei'3  say  tliat  when  Abvalium.  their  great  Prupliet,  wag  thrown  inU) 
.he  fire  by  oriler  of  Nimrod,  'he  flame  tui'ned  instantly  into  "  a  bed  of  tosos 
where  the  child  sweetly  reposed."— Tavernier. 
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Go  where  we  will,  tliis  Iiaud  in  thin«, 

Tliose  eyes  before  me  smiling  tlius, 
Tlirough  good  and  ill,  through  storm  aud  sliine, 

The  world  's  a  world  of  love  for  ns ! 
On  some  calm,  blessed  shore  we'll  dwell, 
Where  'tis  no  ciime  to  love  too  well ; — 
Where  thus  to  worship  tenderly 
An  eiTuig  child  of  light  lUie  thee 
Wni  not  be  sin — or,  if  it  he, 
^Vhere  we  may  weep  our  faults  away. 
Together  kneehng,  night  and  day, 
Thou,  for  my  sake,  at  Alias  slume, 
And  I — at  any  God's,  for  thine  ! " 

Wildly  these  passionate  words  she  spoke — 

Then  himg  her  head,  and  wept  for  shamo ; 
Sobbing,  as  if  a  heart-string  brolce 

With  eveiy  deep-heaved  sob  that  came. 
WhUe  he,  young,  wann — oh  !  wonder  not 

If,  for  a  moment,  pride  and  fame. 

His  oath — liis  cause — that  shi'ine  of  flame, 
And  Iran's  self  are  all  forgot 
For  her  whom  at  liis  feet  he  sees 
Kneehng  in  speechless  agonies. 
No,  blame  liim  not,  if  Hope  awliile 
Da^\ii'd  in  his  soul,  and  threw  her  smUe 
O'er  hours  to  come — o'er  days  and  nights 
Wing'd  with  those  precious,  pure  delights 
Wliicli  she,  wlio  bends  all  beauteous  there, 
Was  born  to  kindle  and  to  share  ! 
A  tear  or  two,  wliicli,  as  he  bow'd 

To  raise  the  supphant,  trembUug  stole, 
Fkst  warn'd  liim  of  this  dangerous  cloud 

Of  softness  jiassing  o'er  his  soul. 
Starting,  he  brush'd  the  drops  away. 
Unworthy  o'er  that  cheek  to  stray ; — 
Like  one  who,  on  the  mom  of  fight, 
Shakes  from  liis  sword  the  dews  of  night, 
That  had  but  dinnn'd,  not  stain'd,  its  light. 

Yet,  though  subdued  th'  unnerving  thrill, 
Its  warmth,  its  weakness,  linger'd  stiU 

So  touchhig  in  each  look  and  tone, 
That  the  fond,  fearing,  hoping  maid 
Half  coimted  on  the  llight  she  pray'd, 

Half  thought  the  hero's  soul  was  grown 

As  soft,  as  jaeldhag  as  her  owTi, 
And  smiled  and  bless'd  him,  while  he  said,— 
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**  Yes — if  tliere  be  some  happier  sphere, 
Wliere  fadeless  truth  like  o-iu's  is  dear  ,— 
If  there  be  any  laud  of  rest 

For  those  wlio  love  and  ne'er  forget, 
Oh !  comfort  thee — for  safe  and  blest 

We'll  meet  in  that  calm  region  yet ! " 

Scarce  had  she  tune  to  ask  her  heart 
If  good  or  ill  these  words  impart, 
Wlien  the  roused  youth  impatient  flew 
To  the  tower-wall,  where,  high  in  viev,', 
A  ponderous  sea  horn'  hung,  and  blew 
A  signal,  deep  and  dread  as  those 
The  stonn-fiend  at  his  rising  blows. — 
Full  weU  Ids  cliieftains,  sworn  and  true 
Tlu-ough  Ufe  and  death,  that  signal  knew; 
For  'twas  th'  appointed  warning-blast, 
Th'  alaiTii,  to  tell  when  hope  was  past. 
And  the  tremendous  death-die  cast ! 
And  there,  upon  the  mouldering  tower. 
Hath  hmig  tliis  sea-horn  many  an  hour, 
Ready  to  soimd  o'er  land  and  sea 
That  dirge-note  of  the  brave  and  free. 

They  came — his  chieftains  at  the  call 
Came  slowly  round,  and  v/ilh  them  all — 
Alas,  how  few  ! — the  worn  remains 
Of  those  Avho  late  o'er  Kerman's  plains 
Went  gaily  prancing  to  the  clash 

Of  Moorish  zel  and  tjTubalon, 
Catching  new  hope  from  every  flash. 

Of  Iheii-  long  lauces  in  the  siui — 
And,  as  their  coiu'sers  chai'ged  the  \\'ind. 
And  the  wliite  ox-tails  stream'd  beliiiid,® 
Looking  as  if  the  steeds  they  rode 
Were  wing'd,  and  every  chief  a  god ! 
How  fallen,  how  alter'd  now !  how  wan 
Each  scarr'd  and  faded  visage  shone, 
As  round  the  burning  shrine  tliej'  came  ;— =■ 

How  deadly  was  the  glare  it  cast, 
As  mute  thej^  paused  before  the  flame 

To  light  their  torches  as  they  pass'd ! 

'"The  shell  called  Siiankos,  common  to  India,  Africa,  and  the  Mediteria- 
nean,  and  still  useil  in  many  parts  as  a  trumpet,  for  blowing  aiarois,  or  giving 
signals:  it  sends  forth  a  deep  and  hollow  sound." — Pennant. 

•i  "The  finest  oinament  for  the  horses  is  made  of  six  large  flying  tassela  of 
Jon?  wLite  hair,  taken  out  of  the  tails  of  wikl  oxen,  that  are  to  be  fonnd  in 
ecme  places  of  the  Indies."— Thevent?* 
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'Twas  silence  all — the  youth  had  plann'd 
The  duties  of  his  soldier-band ; 
And  each  detennined  brow  declares 
His  faithful  cliieftoins  well  know  theira. 

But  minutes  speed — night  gems  the  skies — 
And  oh,  how  soon,  j'e  blessed  eyes, 
That  look  fi-om  heaven,  ye  maj'  behold 
Sights  tliat  will  turn  yovu"  stai'-fires  cold  I 
Breathless  with  awe,  impatience,  hope, 
The  maiden  sees  tlie  veteran  gi'oup 
Her  litter  sUeutlj^  prej)are, 

And  lay  it  at  her  ti'embling  feet ; — 
"And  now  the  youth,  witli  gentle  care, 

Ilatli  placed  her  in  the  shelter'd  seat. 
And  press'd  her  hand — tliat  lingering  press 

Of  hands,  that  for  the  last  tune  sever ; 
Of  hearts,  -whose  pidse  of  happiness, 

When  that  hold  breaks,  is  dead  for  ever. 
And  yet  to  her  tliis  sad  caress 

Gives  hope — so  fondly  hope  can  err! 
'Twas  J03',  she  thought,  joy's  mute  excess — 

Their  happy  flight's  dear  harbinger ; 
'T^vas  wannth — assiuance — tenderness — 

'Twas  ajiything  but  leaving  her. 

"  Haste,  haste ! "  she  cried,  "  the  clouds  gi'ow  dark. 
But  stni,  ere  night,  Ave'U  reach  the  bark; 
And,  b)'  to-morrow's  da\ni — oh,  bUss  ! 

"With  thee  upon  the  sunbright  deep. 
Far  off,  I'U  but  remembsr  tliis, 

As  some  dark  vanish' J  dream  of  sleep  ! 
And  thou "  but  ha ! — he  answers  not — 

Good  Heaven  ! — and  does  she  go  alone  ? 
She  now  has  reach'd  that  dismal  spot, 

^Vllere,  some  lioiu-s  since,  his  voice's  tone 
Plad  come  to  soothe  her  fears  and  ills, 
Sweet  as  the  angel  Israfil's,' 
"VSTien  every  leaf  on  Eden's  tree 
Is  trembling  to  his  minsti'elsy — 
Yet  now — oh,  now,  he  is  not  nigh — 

"  Hafed !  my  Haled  !  if  it  be 
Thy  -will,  thy  doom,  tliis  night  to  die, 

Let  y^e  but  stay  to  die  with  thee. 
And  I  will  bless  tliy  loved  name, 
'Tni  the  last  life-breath  leave  tliis  fi-ame. 

'  "  The  angel  Israfil,  who  lias  the  most  melodious  voice  of  all  God'j  cwv 

tures."— Sale. 
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Oh  !  let  our  lips,  our  cliccks,  be  laid 
But  near  eacli  other  wliile  they  fade ; 
Let  us  but  mix  our  parting  breaths, 
And  I  can  die  ten  tliousand  deaths  I 
You  too,  who  himy  me  away 
So  cruelly,  one  moment  stay — 

Oh  !  stay — one  moment  is  not  much — 
He  yet  may  come — for  li'im  I  praj' — 
Hafed !  dear  Hafed !— "  aU  the.  way 

In  wild  lamentings,  tliat  would  touch 
A  heart  of  stone,  she  shriek'd  his  name 
To  the  dark  woods — no  Hafed  came  : — 
No — hapless  pair — you've  look'd  yoiu'  last ; 

Yoiu-  hearts  should  both  have  broken  then : 
The  di'eam  is  e'er — your  doom  is  cast — 

You'll  never  meet  on  earth  again  ! 

Alas  for  huu,  who  hears  her  cries  ! — 

Still  haKway  down  the  steep  he  stands, 
Watching  ^nth  fix'd  and  ieverish  eyes 

The  glimmer  of  those  biu'ning  brands, 
That  dov,Ti  the  rocks,  with  mom-nful  ray, 
Light  all  he  loves  on  earth  away ! 
Hopeless  as  they  who,  fai-  at  sea, 

By  the  cold  moon  have  just  consign'd 
The  corse  of  one,  loved  tenderly, 

To  the  bleak  flood  they  leave  beliind ; 
And  on  the  deck  still  Ungering  stay. 
And  long  look  back,  with  sad  delaj', 
To  watch  the  moonli.;ht  on  the  wave, 
That  ripples  o'er  that  cheerless  grave. 
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But  see — he  startu — what  heard  he  then  ? 
That  dreadful  shoiit ! — across  the  glen 
From  the  land  side  it  comes,  and  loud 
Kings  through  the  chasm  ;  as  if  the  crowd 
Of  fearful  things,  that  haunt  that  dcU, 
Its  Gholes  and  Dives  and  shapes  of  hell, 
Had  all  in  one  dread  howl  broke  out, 
So  loud,  so  terrible,  that  shout ! 
"  They  come — the  Moslems  come !  "—he  cries, 
His  proud  soul  moimtuig  to  liis  eyes, — 
"  Now,  spuits  of  the  brave,  who  roaia 
Enfi-anchised  thi-ough  yon  starry  dome, 
Rejoice — for  souls  of  kindred  fu-e 
Are  on  the  wing  to  join  yoiu-  choir ! " 
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lie  said — and,  light  as  bridegrooms  bound 

To  thcii-  j'oung  loves,  recliinb'd  the  steep 
And  gain'd  the  shrine — liis  cliicfs  stood  roimi— 

Theii-  swords,  as  with  instinctive  leap, 
Together,  at  that  cry  accm-sed, 
Had  from  their  slieaths,  lilce  sunbeams,  burst. 
And  hark ! — again — again  it  rings ; 
Near  and  more  near  its  echoings 
Peal  through  the  chasm — oh  !  ^^  ho  tliat  then 
Had  seen  tliose  listening  warrior-men, 
With  then-  swords  grasp'd,  their  eyes  of  flame 
Tuni'd  on  tlieir  CMef— could  doubt  tlie  shame, 
Th'  indignant  shame,  \Ai\\  wliich  they  tlirill 
To  hear  those  shouts  and  yet  stand  stiU? 

He  read  their  thoughts — they  were  his  oisti — 

"  What !  \\hile  oiu-  arms  can  wield  these  blades 
Shall  we  die  tamely?  die  alone  ? 

Without  one  ^'icti3n  to  our  shades, 
One  Moslem  heaii  where,  buried  deep, 
The  sabre  fi-om  its  toil  may  sleep  ? 
No — God  of  Iran's  bm-ning  skies  ! 
Thou  scorn'st  th'  inglorious  sacrifice. 
No — though  of  all  eartli's  hopes  bereft, 
Life,  swords,  and  vengeance  still  are  left. 
We'll  make  yon  valley's  reeldng  caves 

Live  in  tlie  awe-struck  minds  of  men. 
Till  tyrants  shudder,  when  their  slaves 

Tell  of  the  Ghebers'  bloody  glen. 
Follow,  brave  heails ! — this  pile  reniaina 
Our  refuge  still  from  life  and  chains  ; 
But  his  the  best,  the  hoHest  bed. 
Who  sinks  entomb'd  in  Moslem  dead ! " 

Down  the  precipitous  rocks  they  sprung, 
WTiile  vigoui-.  more  than  human,  strung 
Each  arm  and  lieai't. — Th'  exulting  foe 
Still  tlirovigh  the  dark  defiles  below, 
Track'd  by  liis  torches'  lui'id  fire, 

^Vound  slow,  as  thi'ough  Golconda's  vale' 
The  mighty  Bei'pent,  in  liis  ii-e, 

Glides  on  with  ghttering,  deadly  traiL 
No  torch  tlie  Ghebers  need — so  well 
They  Imow  each  mystery  of  the  dell, 

So  oft  have,  in  their  wanderings, 
Cross'd  the  wild  race  tliat  roxmd  them  dwell, 

'  Viit  Hoole  upon  the  Story  of  Siatad. 

^ — ^ 
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The  very  tigers  from  their  delvea 

Look  out,  and  let  them  pass,  as  things 
Untamed  and  fearless  like  themselves  ! 

There  was  a  deep  ravine,  that  lay 
Yet  dai-lding  in  the  INIoslems'  way ; — 
Fit  spot  to  make  invaders  ruo 
The  many  fallen  before  the  few. 
The  torrents  from  that  morning's  sky  • 

Had  fill'd  the  naiTow  chasm  breast-high, 
And,  on  each  side,  aloft  and  v\ild, 
Hiige  cliffs  and  toppling  crags  were  piled. 
The  guards,  with  which  yoimg  Freedom  lineD 
The  pathways  to  her  moimtain  shrines. 
Here,  at  this  pass,  the  scanty  band 
Of  Iran's  last  avengers  stand ; — 
Here  wait,  in  silence  lil^e  the  dead, 
And  Hsten  for  the  Moslems'  tread 
So  anxiously,  the  camon-bii'd 
Above  them  Haps  his  wings  unheard ! 

They  come — that  plunge  into  the  water 
Gives  signal  for  the  work  of  slaughter. 
Nov\',  Ghebers,  now — if  e'er  yoiu-  blades 

Had  point  or  prowess,  prove  them  now  ! — • 
Woe  to  the  file  that  foremost  wades ! 

They  come — a  falcliion  greets  each  brow, 
And,  as  they  tmnble,  trunk  on  tnmk, 
Beneatli  the  gory  waters  sunk. 
Still  o'er  their  dro\vning  bodies  press 
Nev\f  victims  quick  and  numberless ; 
Till  scai-ce  an  arm  in  Hafed's  band, 

So  fierce  their  toil,  hath  power  to  stir, 
But  listless  from  each  crimson  hand 

The  sword  hangs,  clogg  d  with  massacre. 
Never  was  horde  of  tjTants  met 
With  bloodier  welcome — never  yet 
To  j)atriot  vengeance  hath  the  sword 
More  terrible  libations  pom-'d ! 
All  up  the  cheaiy,  long  ravine, 
By  the  red,  murky  ghnimer  seen 
Of  half-quench'd  brands,  that  o'er  the  fiood 
Lie  scatter'd  round  and  bum  in  blood, 
\Miat  i-uin  glares  !  what  carnage  swmis  ! 
Heads,  blazing  turbans,  quiveiing  hmbs, 
Lost  swords  that,  dropp'd  fi-om  many  a  liancl» 
In  that  tliick  pool  of  slaughter  stand ; — 
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Wretches  who,  wacling,  half  on  fire 
From  the  toss'd  brands  that  round  them  fly, 

'Twdxt  Hood  and  flame  in  shrieks  exph-e ; — 
And  some  who,  grasp'd  by  those  tlmt  die, 

Sink  woiuidless  with  them,  smother'd  o'er 

In  their  dead  brethren's  gusliing  gore ! 

But  vainly  hundreds,  thousands  bleed, 

§liU  himcli'eds,  thousands  more  succeed ; — 

Countless  as  towards  some  flame  at  night 

The  north's  dark  insects  -ning  thcu-  flight, 

And  quench  or  perish  in  its  light, 

To  this  terrific  spot  tliey  pour — 

Till,  bridged  with  ]\Ioslem  bodies  o'er. 

It  bears  aloft  their  slippery  tread, 

And  o'er  the  djing  and  the  dead. 

Tremendous  causeway!  on  they  pass. — 

Q'hcn,  liapless  Ghebers,  then,  alas, 

What  hope  was  left  for  j'ou?  for  you, 

Whose  yet  warm  pile  of  saciifice 

Is  smoldng  in  their  vengeful  eyes — 

Whose  swords  liow  keen,  how  fierce,  they  knevr, 

And  biuni  with  shame  to  find  how  few. 

Crush'd  down  by  that  vast  multitude. 

Some  found  their  gi-aves  where  first  they  stooi! ; 

Wliile  some  with  hardier  struggle  died, 

And  still  fought  on  by  Hjifcd's  side. 

Who,  fronting  to  the  foe,  trod  back 

Towards  the  high  towers  his  gory  track  ; 

And.  as  a  Hon,  swept  away 

By  sudden  swell  of  Jordan's  pride 
From  the  wild  covert  where  lie  lay,' 

Long  battles  with  th'  o'erwhehning  tide. 
So  fought  he  back  with  fierce  delay, 
And  kept  both  foes  and  fate  at  bay ! 

But  whither  now  ?  their  track  is  lost, 

Their  prey  escaped — guide,  torches  go'uv— 

By  torrent-beds  and  labjTinths  cross'd. 
The  scatter'd  croAvd  rush  blindly  on — 

••  Ciu'se  on  those  tardy  liglits  tliat  wind," 

They  panting  cry,  "  so  far  behind — 

Oh,  for  a  bloodhound's  precious  scent. 

To  track  the  way  the  Gheber  went ! " 

'  "In  this  thicket,  upon  the  laiiks  of  the  Jorilan,  several  sorts  of  wild  beasla 
M-e  wont  to  harbo\ir  themselves,  whose  being  washed  out  of  the  covert  by  the 
overflowi\.,4S  of  tlie  ri\er  gave  occasion  to  that  allusion  of  Jeremiah, '  He'shaU 
come  up  hke  a  lion  from  the  swelling  of  Jordan."  "—Maundrell's  Aleppo. 
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Vain  wish — confusedly  along 

They  rush,  more  desperate  as  more  wi'ong ; 

Till,  wilder'd  by  the  far-  off  lights. 

Yet  ghttering  up  those  gloomy  heights, 

Their  footing,  mazed  and  lost,  they  miss, 

And  down  the  darkling  precipice 

Are  dash'd  into  the  deep  abyss ; — 

Or  midway  hang,  impaled  on  rocks, 

A  banquet,  yet  ahve,  for  flocks 

Of  ravening  vultures, — while  the  dell 

Re-echoes  with  each  horrible  yell. 

Tliose  sounds — the  last,  to  vengeance  de?.r, 
That  e'er  sliall  ring  in  Hafed's  ear, — 
Now  rcach'd  hun,  as  aloft,  alone, 
Upon  the  steep  way  breathless  thrown, 
He  lay  beside  his  reekmg  blade, 

Resign'd,  as  if  life's  task  were  o'er. 
Its  last  blood-oflering  amply  paid. 

And  Iran's  self  coidd  claim  no  more. 
One  only  thought,  one  lingering  beam, 
Now  broke  across  liis  dizzy  dream 
Of  pain  and  weariness — 'twas  she 

liis  heart's  pm-e  planet,  shining  yet 
Above  the  waste  of  memory, 

When  all  life's  other  lights  were  set. 
And  never  to  his  mind  before 
Her  image  such  enchantment  wore. 
It  seem'd  as  if  each  thought  that  stam'd. 

Each  fear  that  clull'd,  then*  loves  was  past, 
And  not  one  cloud  of  earth  remain'd 

Beliveen  lum  and  her  glory  cast ; — 
As  if  to  chai'ms,  before  so  bright. 

New  grace  from  otlier  worlds  was  given, 
And  his  soul  saw  her  by  the  light 

Now  breaking  o'er  itseK  from  heaven ! 

A  voice  spoke  near  him — 'twas  the  tone 
Of  a  loved  friend,  the  only  one 
Of  all  his  warriors,  left  ^vitll  life 
From  that  short  night's  tremendous  strife.— 
"  And  must  we  then,  my  Cluef,  die  here  ? — 
Foes  roimd  us,  and  the  slu'ine  so  near !" 
These  words  have  roused  the  last  remains 

Of  hie  witliin  him — "  what !  not  ye:^ 
Beyond  the  reach  of  Moslem  chains  ! " 

the  thouglit  coidd  e'en  make  Death  forget 
His  icy  bondage — A^ith  a  boimd 
He  springs,  all  bleeding,  from  the  ground, 
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And  grasps  his  comrade's  arm,  now  grown 
E'en  feebler,  heavier,  tlian  liis  own, 
And  up  the  painful  pathway  leads, 
Death  gaining  on  each  step  he  treads. 
Speed  tliem,  thou  God,  who  hcard'st  tlieir  vo'/zl 
They  mount — they  bleed — oh,  save  them  now !— ^ 
The  crags  are  red"  tliey've  clamber'd  o'er. 
The  rock-wsed  's  (bipping  with  theii"  gore — 
Thy  blade  too,  Hafed,  false  at  lengtli, 
Now  breads  beneath  tliy  tottering  strength — 
Haste,  haste — the  voices  of  tlie  Foe 
Come  near  and  nearer  fi-om  below- 
One  effort  more — thank  Heaven  !  'tis  past, 
They've  gain'd  tlie  topmost  steep  at  last, 
And  nov.'  they  touch  the  temple's  waUs, 

Now  Ilafcd  sees  tlie  Fire  divine — 
When,  lo  !  his  weak,  worn  comrade  falls 

Dead  on  the  threshold  of  the  slu-ine. 
''  Alas,  brave  soul,  too  quickly  fled ! 

And  must  I  leave  thee  withering  here, 
The  sport  of  eveiy  ruffian's  ti-ead. 

The  maik  for  eveiy  coward's  spear? 
No,  by  you  altfu-'s  sacred  beams ! " 
He  cries,  and,  with  a  strength  (hat  seems 
Not  of  this  world,  uplifts  the  fi-ame 
Of  the  fallen  chief,  and  towards  the  flame 
Bears  1dm  along  ; — with  death-damp  hand 

The  corpse  upon  the  pyre  he  lays. 
Then  lights  the  consecrated  brand. 

And  flres  the  pile,  whose  sudden  blaze 
Like  lightning  bm-sts  o'er  Oman's  Sea. — 
"  Now,  Freedom's  God !  I  come  to  Thee," 
The  youth  exclaims,  and  \^•ith  a  smUe 
Of  triumph  vaulting  on  the  pile, 
In  that  lust  effort,  ere  the  fires 
Have  harm'd  one  glorious  limb,  expii'es ! 

^lat  slu-iek  was  tliat  on  Oman's  tide? 

It  came  from  yonder  drifting  bark, 
That  just  has  caught  upon  her  side 

The  death-Ught — and  again  is  dark. 
It  is  the  boat — ah,  why  delay'd  ? — 
That  bears  the  -nTetched  Moslem  maid ; 
Confided  to  the  watchful  care 

Of  a  small  veteran  band,  with  whom 
Their  generous  Chieftain  would  not  sharo 

The  secret  of  his  final  doom  ; 
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But  lioped  when  Hinda,  safe  and  free, 

Was  render'd  to  her  fatlier's  eyes, 
Their  pardou,  fiill  and  prompt,  would  be 

The  ransom  of  so  dear  a  prize. — 
Unconscious,  thus,  of  Hafed's  fate, 
And  proud  to  guard  their  beauteous  fi-eight. 
Scarce  had  they  clear'd  the  suii'y  waves 
Tliat  foam  around  tliose  fiiglitfui  caves, 
When  tlie  ciu'st  war-whoops,  known  so  well 
Came  echoing  fi-om  the  distant  dell — . 
Sudden  each  oar,  upheld  and  still, 

Himg  diipping  o'er  the  vessel's  side. 
And,  driving  at  the  cun-ent's  will, 

They  rock'd  along  tlie  wliispering  tide, 
Wliile  every  eye.  in  mute  dismay, 

Was  toward  that  fatal  mountain  tiUTi'd, 
Where  the  dim  altar's  qui\-ering  ray 

As  yet  all  lone  and  tranquil  biu-u'd. 

Oh  !  'tis  not,  Hinda,  in  the  power 

Of  fancy's  most  terrific  touch 
To  paint  thy  pangs  in  that  di-ead  hour— 

Tliy  silent  agony — 'twas  such 
As  those  who  feel  could  pamt  too  well, 
But  none  e'er  felt  and  Uved  to  tell ! 
'Twas  not  alone  the  di-eary  state 
Of  a  lorn  spirit,  crush'd  by  fate. 
When,  though  no  more  remains  to  di'ead, 

The  panic  cliill  -noil  not  depart  ; — 
V.lien,  though  the  inmate  Hope  be  dead, 

Her  ghost  still  haimts  the  mouldering  heart. 
No — pleasui-es,  hopes,  affections  gone, 
The  ■UTetch  may  beai",  and  j-et  live  on, 
Like  tilings,  witlun  the  cold  rock  found 
Alive,  when  all 's  congeal'd  around. 
But  there 's  a  blank  repose  in  tliis, 
A  calm  stagnation,  that  were  bliss 
To  tlie  keen,  burning,  harrowing  pain, 
Now  felt  tlirough  all  thy  breast  and  brain—' 
That  spasm  of  terror,  mute,  intense, 
That  breatliless,  agonized  suspense. 
From  whose  liot  throb,  whose  deadly  acliing. 
The  heart  hath  no  relief  but  breakuiff ! 

Calm  is  tliG  wave — heaven's  brilliant  lights 
Reflected  dance  beneath  the  prow ; — 

Time  v»'a3  when,  on  sucli  lovely  nights, 
She  ■who  is  there,  so  desolate  now. 
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CoTild  sit  all  cheerful,  thotigh  alone, 

And  ask  no  happier  joj'  than  seeing 
The  starhglit  o'er  the  waters  thrown — • 
No  joy  but  that  to  make  her  blest, 

And  the  fresh,  buoyant  sense  of  being 
That  bounds  in  youth's  yet  careless  breast,— 
Itself  a  star,  not  boiTOwing  light, 
But  in  its  own  glad  essence  bright. 
How  diti'erent  now  ! — but,  hark,  again 
Tlie  yell  of  havoc  lings — brave  Tien ! 
In  vain,  with  beathig  hearts,  ye  itnnd 
On  the  bark's  edge — in  vain  each  hand 
Half  di"aws  the  falchion  from  its  sheath ; 

All 's  o'er — ^in  rust  your  blades  may  lie ; — 
lie,  at  wliose  word  they've  scatter'd  death. 

E'en  now,  this  niglit,  himself  must  die ! 
WcU  may  ye  look  to  yon  dim  tower. 

And  ask,  and  wondering  guess  what  means 
Tlie  battle-cry  at  this  dead  hoiir — 

Ah  !  she  could  tell  you — she,  who  leans 
Unheeded  tliere,  pale,  simlf,  aghast. 
With  brow  against  the  dew-cold  mast — 

Too  well  she  knows — her  more  than  Life. 
Her  soul's  first  idol  and  its  last. 

Lies  bleeding  in  that  murderous  strife. 


'o 


But  see — what  moves  ujDon  the  hciglvt? 
Some  signal ! — 'tis  a  torch's  light. 

"NMiat  bodes  its  solitary  glare  ? 
In  gasping  silence  toward  the  slirine 
All  eyes  are  tum'd — tliiue,  Ilinda,  tliine 

Fix  tlicu"  last  failing  life-beams  there. 
'Twas  but  a  moment — fierce  and  high 
Tlie  death-pUc  blazed  into  the  sky, 
And  far  away  o'er  rock  and  flood 

Its  melancholy  radiance  sent ; 
"NYliile  Hafed,  like  a  vision,  stood 
Rcveal'd  before  the  burning  pyre. 
Tall,  shadowy,  lilcc  a  Spuit  of  Fire 

ShriQcd  in  its  OAvn  gi-and  element ! 
"  'Tis  he  ! "  tlie  shuddermg  maid  exclaims, — 

But,  wliile  she  speaks,  he's  seen  no  more; 
High  burst  in  air  the  fimeral  flames. 

And  Iran's  hopes  and  hers  are  o'er  ! 

One  \fM,  heart-broken  slrriek  she  gave — 
Then  sprang,  as  if  to  reach  that  blaze, 
Where  still  she  fix'd  her  dying  gaze, 

And,  gazing,  sunk  into  the  wave. — 
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Deep,  deep, — where  never  care  or  paia 
Shall  reach  hor  innocent  heart  again! 


Farewell — farewell  to  thee,  Araby's  daughter ! 

(Thus  warbled  a  Peri  beneath  the  dark  sea) 
No  pearl  ever  hiy,  under  Oman's  gi-een  water, 

More  pure  in  its  shell  than  thy  spirit  in  tliee. 

Oh  !  fair  as  the  sea-flower  close  to  thee  growing, 
How  liglit  Avas  thy  heart  till  love's  wdtcherj'-  came, 

Like  tlie  wind  of  the  south '  o'er  a  summer  lute  bloAAdng, 
And  hnsh'd  aU  its  music  and  wdther'd  its  frame ! 

But  long,  upon  Araby's  green  sunny  Iiiglilands, 
Shall  maids  and  then'  lovers  remember  the  doom 

Of  her,  who  lies  sleeping  among  the  Pearl  Islands, 
With  nought  but  the  sea-star*  to  light  up  her  tomb. 

And  still,  when  the  meiTy  date-season  is  biu-ning, 
And  calls  to  the  pahn-groves  the  young  and  tlie  old,' 

The  happiest  there,  fi'om  their  pastime  retiu-ning, 
At  simset,  mU  weep  v/hen  thy  story  is  told. 

The  yoiing  \dllage  maid,  when  A-idth  flowers  she  dresses 
Her  dark  flowing  liair  for  some  festival  day. 

Will  think  of  thy  fate  till,  neglecting  her  tresses, 
She  momnl'idly  timis  fi"om  the  mirror  away. 

Nor  shall  Iran,  beloved  of  her  hero  !  forget  thee, — 
Though  tja-ants  watch  over  her  tears  as  they  start, 

Close,  close  by  the  side  of  that  hei'o  she'll  set  thee, 
Embalm'd  in  the  innermost  shrine  of  her  heart. 

Farewell — be  it  om"s  to  embeUish  thy  pillow 

With  evervthing  beauteous  that  grows  in  the  deep , 

Each  flower  of  the  rock  and  each  gem  of  the  billow 
Shall  sweeten  thy  bed  and  illumine  thy  sleej). 

Around  thee  sliaU  glisten  the  loveliest  amber 
That  ever  tlie  sorrowing  sea-bkd  lias  wept  ;* 

With  many  a  shell,  iu  whose  hollow-Avreathed  chamber. 
We,  Peris  of  Ocean,  by  moonlight  have  slept. 

1  "  This  wiiul  (the  Samnor)  so  softens  the  strings  of  lutes,  that  they  can  nevci 
be  funeil  while  it  lasts."— Stephen's  Persia. 

s  "Ur.o  of  the  greatest  curiosities  found  in  the  Persian  Gulf  is  h  fish  which 
the  English  cal]  Star-tish.  It  is  circular,  aiid  at  nig-ht  very  luiiiimus,  resem- 
bling the  full  moon  surrounded  by  rays."— Mirza  Abii  Talcb. 

»  i'or  a  description  of  the  merriment  of  the  date-time,  of  their  work,  their 
dances,  and  their  return  home  frnm  the  palm-groves  at  the  end  of  autumn  with 
the  fruits,  tide  Kempfer,  Amoenitat.  Kxot. 

*  Some  naturalists  have  iniau'incJ  that  amber  is  a  concretioL  of  the  tears  of 
birds.— Fii/f  Trevoux  Chauibcrs. 
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We'll  dive  where  the  gardens  of  coral  lie  darlding, 
And  phint  all  the  rosiest  stems  at  thy  head ; 

We'll  seek  \\  here  the  sauds  of  the  Caspian  •  are  sparkling, 
And  gather  their  gold  to  strew  over  thy  bed. 

Farewell — ^farewell — until  pity's  sweet  foinitaia 
Is  lost  in  tlie  hearts  of  the  fair  and  tlie  brave, 

They'll  weep  i'or  the  CMeftain  ^vho  died  on  that  mountain. 
They'll  weep  for  the  Maiden  who  sleeps  in  this  wave. 


The  singular  placidity  with  wliich  Fadladeen  had  listened, 
diu-ing  the  latter  part  of  tliis  obnoxious  story,  sm-prised  tht 
rxincess  and  Feramorz  excccdinglj' ;  and  even  inchned 
towai'ds  hun  the  hearts  of  tliese  unsuspicious  young  per- 
sons, who  little  Imew  tlie  soiu'ce  of  a  complacency  so  mar- 
vellous. The  truth  was,  he  liad  been  organizing,  for  the  last 
few  days,  a  most  notable  plan  of  persecution  against  the 
Poet,  in  consequence  of  some  passages  tliat  had  fallen  from 
him  on  the  second  evening  of  recital, — which  appeared  to 
tliis  wortliy  Chamberlain  to  contain  language  and  prin- 
ciples, for  wliich  notliing  short  of  the  summaiy  criticism  of 
the  chabuk*  would  be  ad\dsable.  It  was  liis  intention, 
therefore,  immediately  on  then*  amval  at  Cashmere,  to  give 
information  to  the  ICing  of  Bucharia  of  the  veiy  dangerous 
sentiments  of  his  minsti-el;  and  if,  unfortunately,  that 
monai'ch  did  not  act  with  suitable  %-igoiu'  on  the  occasion 
(that  is,  if  he  did  not  give  the  chabuk  to  Feramorz, 
and  a  place  to  Fadladeen),  there  would  be  an  end,  he 
feared,  of  all  legitimate  government  in  Bucharia.  He 
could  not  help,  however,  auguring  better  both  for  himself 
aud  the  cause  of  poto'^tates  in  general ;  and  it  was  the 
pleasure  arising  fi'om  these  mingled  anticipations  that  dif- 
fused such  unusual  satisfaction  through  liis  featiu'es,  and 
made  Ms  eyes  shine  out,  like  poppies  of  the  desert,  over 
the  wide  and  lifeless  ■wilderness  of  that  countenance. 

Having  decided  upon  the  poet's  chastisement  in  this 
manner,  he  thought  it  but  humanity  to  spare  liim  the  minor 
tortui'es  of  criticism.  Accordingly,  when  they  assembled 
next  evening  in  the  pavihon,  and  LaUa  Rookh  expected  to 
Bee  all  the  beauties  of  her  bard  melt  away,  one  by  one,  in  the 

'  "The  bay  Kieselai'ke,  which  ia  otherwise  called  the  Qoldeu  Bay,  theaaud 
whereof  shines  as  lire." — Struy. 
a  "The  apphcation  of  whips  or  rods."— Dubois. 
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wjidity  of  criticism,  like  pearls  in  the  cup  of  the  Egyptian 
Queen, — he  agi-eeably  disappointed  her  bj'  merely  sajdng, 
with  an  ii-onical  smile,  that  the  merits  of  such  a  poem 
deserved  to  be  tried  at  a  much  higher  tribmial ;  and  then 
suddenly  passing  off  into  a  paueg)T.-ic  upon  all  ?,Iussulman 
sovereigns,  more  particularly  his  augaist  and  imperial 
master,  AiuTmgzebe, — the  wisest  and  best  of  the  descend- 
ants of  Timiu", — who,  amoag  other  gTeat  things  he  had 
done  for  mankind,  had  given  to  liim.  Fadladeen,  tlie  very 
profitable  posts  of  Betel-carrier  and  Taster  of  Sherbets  to 
the  Emperor,  Cliief  Holder  of  the  Gmlle  of  Beautiful 
Forms,'  and  Grand  Nazir,  or  Chamberlain  of  the  Haram. 

They  were  now  not  far*  from  that  forbidden  river,^  be- 
yond which  no  pure  Hindoo  can  pass  ;  and  were  reposing 
for  a  time  in  the  rich  vaUey  of  Hussun  Abdaul,  wliich  had 
always  been  a  favomite  resting-place  of  the  emperors  in 
their  annual  migrations  to  Cashmere.  Here  often  had 
the  Light  of  the  Faith,  Jehan-Giui-e,  wandered  witii  his 
beloved  and  beautiful  Noui-mahal ;  and  here  would  Lalla 
Rookh  have  been  happy  to  remain  for  ever,  giving  up  tlie 
tlu'one  of  Bucharia  and  the  world,  for  Feramorz  and  love 
in  tliis  sweet  lonety  valley.  The  time  was  now  fast  ap- 
proaching when  she  must  see  him  no  longer, — or  see  him 
with  eyes  whose  every  look  belonged  to  another  ;  and  fliere 
was  a  melancholy  preciousness  in  these  last  moments, 
wliich  made  her  heart  chng  to  them  as  it  would  to  life. 
Dm'ing  the  latter  part  of  the  jom'ney,  indeed,  she  had  smik 
into  a  deep  sadness,  fi-om  wliich  notlmig  but  the  presence 
of  the  yoimg  minsti-el  could  awake  her.  Lilce  tliose  lamps 
in  tombs,  wliich  only  light  iTp  when  the  air  is  atlmitted,  it 
was  only  at  liis  approach  that  her  eyes  became  smiling 
and  animated.  But  here,  in  this  dear  valley,  every  moment 
was  an  age  of  pleasure ;  she  saw  Mm  all  day,  and  was, 
therefore,  aU  day  happy, — resembling,  she  often  thought, 
that  people  of  Zmge,  who  attribute  the  unfadiug  cheerful- 
ness they  enjoy  to  one  genial  star  that  rises  nightly  over 
theii-  heads." 

The  whole  party,  indeed,  seemed  in  tlieu"  liveliest  mood 
dming  the  feia"  days  they  i:)assed  in  tliis  delightful  solitude. 
Tlie  yoimg  attendants  of  the  Princess,  v/ho  were  hero 
allowed  a  freer  range  than  they  could  safelj''  be  indulged 

'  Kemjifcr  meiitious  such  an  officer  amoiig  the  attendants  of  the  King  of  Per- 
s'la,  and  calls  him  "  fornix  corporis  rstiniator."  His  liusiness  wus,  at  stated 
periods,  to  measure  the  ladies  of  the  haram  by  a  sort  of  re|:uIatioii-j;irdle, 
whose  limits  it  was  not  thought  graceful  to  exfceJ.  If  any  of  them  outsrrew 
this  standard  of  shape,  they  were  reduced  by  abstinence  till  they  camt  ivitluu 
\ti  bdunds. 

*  The  Attocle-  •  The  star  Soheil,  or  Canoptw. 
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with  in  a  less  sequestered  place,  ran  wild  airiong  the  gar- 
dens aud  bounded  through  tlie  meadows,  lightly  as  young 
roes  over  tlie  ai-omatic  plains  of  Tibet.  Wliile  Fadladeen, 
beside  the  spiritual  comfort  he  derived  from  a  pilgrhnagw 
to  tlie  tornb  of  tlie  saint  fi'om  whom  the  valley  is  named, 
had  opportimilies  of  gi-atifying,  in  a  small  way,  his  taste 
for  victims,  by  putting  to  death  some  hundi-eds  of  tliose 
unfortunate  little  lizards,  which  aU  pious  Mussuhnans  make 
it  a  point  to  kill ; — taking  for  granted,  that  the  manner  in 
which  tlie  creatiu-e  hangs  its  head  is  meant  as  a  muuicry 
of  the  attitude  in  wliich  the  faitliful  say  tlieir  prayers ! 

About  two  miles  from  Hussun  Abdaul  were  those  Royal 
Gai'dens,  wliich  had  gi'own  beautiful  imder  tlie  care  of  so 
many  lovely  eyes,  and  were  beautiful  still,  though  those 
eyes  could  see  tlicm  no  longer.  This  place,  with  its 
flowers  and  its  holy  silence,  interrupted  only  by  the  dip- 
ping of  the  wings  of  birds  in  its  marble  basons  iiUed  with 
the  pure  water  of  those  hills,  was  to  Lalla  Kookh  aU  that 
her  lieait  could  fancy  of  fi.'agrance,  coolness,  and  almost 
heavenly  ti-anqiulUty.  As  the  I'rophet  said  of  Damascus, 
"  it  was  too  delicious;" — and  here  in  listening  to  tlie  sweet 
voice  of  Feramorz,  or  reading  in  his  eyes  what  yet  he 
never  dai'ed  to  tell  her,  the  most  exquisite  moments  of  her 
whole  life  were  passed.  One  evening,  when  they  had  been 
talking  of  the  Sultana  Nom-mahal, — the  Light  of  the 
Haram,'  who  had  so  often  wandered  among  these  flowers, 
and  fed  with  her  own  hands,  in  those  marble  basons,  the 
small  sliining  fishes  of  which  she  was  so  fond,'' — the  youth, 
in  order  to  delay  tlie  moment  of  separation,  proposed  to 
recite  a  short  Gtory,  or  rather  rhapsody,  of  wliich  tliis 
adored  Sultana  was  tlie  heroine.  It  related,  he  said,  to 
the  reconcilement  of  a  sort  of  lovers'  quarrel,  which  took 
place  between  her  and  tlie  Emperor  during  a  Feast  of 
Roses  at  Cashmere ;  and  would  remind  the  Priiicess  of 
that  diiierence  between  Hai-oun-al-Rascliid  and  his  fair  mis- 
tress ]\Iarida,  which  was  so  happily  made  up  by  the  soft 
strains  of  the  musician,  Moussali.  As  the  story  waa 
cliiefly  to  be  told  in  song,  and  Feramorz  had  imluckily  for- 
gotten his  own  lute  in  the  valley,  he  borrowed  the  Adna  of 
LaUa  Rookh's  Little  Persian  slave,  and  thus  began : — 

I  Nourmalial  si-jnifies  Li":ht  of  the  Haram.    She  was  afterwards  called  Koup- 
Jehan,  or  tlie  Liglit  of  the  World. 
s  7\ie  note,  «.  3&3. 
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Who  has  not  heard  of  the  Vale  of  Caslimere, 

With  its  roses  the  brightest  that  earth  ever  gave,' 
Its  temples,  and  grottos,  and  fountains  as  clear 

As  the  love-hghted  eyes  that  hang  over  theii"  wave? 

Oh !  to  see  it  at  sunset, — when  warm  o'er  the  Lake 

Its  splendoiu-  at  parting  a  summer  eve  throws, 
Like  a  bride,  full  of  blushes,  when  lingermg  to  take 

A  last  look  of  her  nuiTor  at  night  ere  she  goes ! — 
When  the  sluines  tlu-ough  the  fohage  ai'e  gleaming  ha  ' 

shown, 
And  each  hallows  the  hour  by  some  rites  of  its  own. 
Here  the  music  of  prayer  from  a  minaret  swells. 

Here  the  Magiau  his  lu-n  full  of  perfume  is  swinging, 
And  here,  at  the  altar,  a  zone  of  sweet  bells 

Kound  the  waist  of  some  fan-  Indian  dancer  is  ringing.' 
Or  to  see  it  by  moonlight, — when  mellowly  slmies 
The  hght  o'er  its  palaces,  gardens,  and  shrines ; 
\Vlien  the  waterfalls  gleam  like  a  quick  fall  of  stars. 
And  the  nightingale's  hjonn  fi-om  tlie  Isle  of  Chenru'S 
Is  broken  by  laughs  and  hght  echoes  of  feet 
From  the  cool,  shining  walks  where  the  young  people  meet. — 
Or  at  morn,  when  the  magic  of  dayhght  awakes 
A  new  wonder  each  minute,  as  slowly  it  brealvS, 
Hills,  cupolas,  fountains,  caU'd  forth  every  one 
Out  of  darkness,  as  they  were  just  born  of  the  sun. 
When  the  Sphit  of  Fragrance  is  up  \A\\\  the  day, 
From  his  haram  of  night-flowers  stealing  away ; 
And  the  wind,  full  of  wantonness,  woos  lilce  a  lover 
The  yoimg  aspen-trees*  till  they  tremble  aU  over. 
When  the  East  is  as  warm  as  tlie  Hght  of  first  hopes, 

And  Day,  witli  his  banner  of  radiance  unfiu-l'd, 
S'nines  iu  through  the  mountainous  portal  *  that  opes, 

Sublime,  from  that  Valley  of  bliss  to  the  world ! 

But  never  yet,  by  night  or  day, 
In  dew  of  spring  or  smnmer's  ray, 
Did  the  sweet  Valley  sliine  so  gay 

*  "The  rose  of  Kashmire,  fur  its  brilliancy  anil  delicacy  of  odour,  has  Inng 
\jeen  proverbial  iu  the  East." — Forster. 

2  "  Tied  round  her  waist  the  zone  of  bells,  that  sounded  with  ravishing  me- 
lody."— Song  of  Jayadeva. 

*  "  The  little  isles  in  the  Lake  of  Caehemire  are  set  with  arboui-s  and  large- 
lesved  aspen-trees,  slender  and  tall.'' — Bcroier. 

*  "  The  Tiickt  Suliinan,  the  name  bestowod  by  the  Mahometans  on  this  hil^ 
forms  one  side  of  a  grand  portal  to  the  Lake."— Forster. 
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As  now  it  shines — all  love  and  lic;ht. 
Visions  1)}'  day  tuid  feasts  by  niglit ! 
A  liappier  smile  illumes  each  brow, 

With  quicker  spread  each  heart  ui.olossa, 
And  all  is  ecstasy, — for  now 

The  Valley  holds  its  Feast  of  Roses.' 
That  joyous  tune,  when  pleasures  pour 
Profusely  round,  and  in  their  shower 
Heai'ts  open,  lilce  the  season's  rose, — 

The  floweret  of  a  Inmdred  loaves,^ 
Expandmg  wliilc  the  dew-fall  flows. 

And  eveiy  leaf  its  balm  receives  ! 

'Twas  when  the  hoiu-  of  evening  cams 

Upon  the  Lahe,  serene  and  cool, 
Wlien  Day  had  hid  his  sultry  flame 
Beliind  the  pahns  of  Baramoule.* 
When  maids  began  to  lift  then-  heads, 
Refresh'd,  from  their  embroider'd  beds, 
Where  tlioy  had  slept  the  sun  away, 
And  waked  to  moonlight  and  to  play. 
All  were  abroad — the  busiest  hive 
On  Bela's  *  hills  is  less  alive 
^Vl^en  saffron  beds  arc  full  in  flower, 
Than  look'd  the  Valley  in  that  hour. 
A  thousand  restless  torches  play'd 
Through  every  gi-ove  and  island  shade; 
A  thousand  sparkling  lamps  were  set 
On  every  dome  and  minaret; 
And  fields  and  patliways,  far  and  near, 
Were  lighted  by  a  blaze  so  clear, 
That  3'ou  coidd  sec,  in  wandering  round, 
The  smallest  rose-leaf  on  the  gi-ound, 
Y(;t  did  the  maids  and  matrons  leave 
Their  veils  at  home,  that  brilliant  eve ; 
And  there  were  glancing  eyes  about, 
And  cheeks,  that  would  not  dare  sliine  out 
In  open  day,  but  thought  they  might 
Look  lovely  tlien,  because  'twas  night ! 
And  oil  were  free,  and  wandering. 
And  all  exclaim'd  to  all  Uiey  met 


»  "  The  Feast,  of  Roses  contiimes  the  whole  time  of  their  remaining  in  liloom.' 
— Pietro  tie  la  Valle. 

2  '•  Gul  snd  berk,  the  Kose  of  a  hundred  leaves.  I  believe  a  particular  apo. 
sies."— Ouseley. 

*  Beniier. 

4  A  place  mentioned  inthcToozck  Jelian;;eerv,  or  Memoirs  of  Jehan-Guire, 
where  Uiere  is  aa  account  of  the  be4i  of  saffron 'fiov.er3  about  Cashmere. 
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That  never  did  the  summer  bring 

So  gay  a  Feast  of  Roses  yet ; —  \ 

The  moou  had  never  shed  a  light  \ 

So  clear  as  tliat  which  bless'd  them  there ;  \ 

The  roses  ne'er  shone  half  so  bright,  ,;; 

Nor  they  themselves  look'd  half  so  fair.  \ 

And  what  a  wilderness  of  flowers ! 

It  seem'd  as  though  from  all  the  bowers  !i 

And  fairest  fields  of  aU  the  year, 

The  mingled  spoil  were  scatter'd  here. 

The  Lake  too  like  a  garden  breathes, 

With  the  rich  buds  that  o'er  it  He, — 
As  if  a  si  lower  of  faiiy  wi'eaths 
Had  fallen  upon  it  from  the  sky ! 

And  then  the  sounds  of  jo3^ — the  beat 
Of  tabors  and  of  dancmg  feet ; — 
The  minaret-crier's  chaunt  of  glee 
Simg  from  liis  Ughted  gallery,* 
And  answer'd  by  a  zii'aleet 
From  neighbom-mg  haram,  wild  and  sweet  ,— 
The  merry  laughter,  echoing 
From  gai'dens,  where  the  sillien  swing 
Wafts  some  deKghted  girl  above 
The  top  leaves  of  the  orange  grove ; 
Or,  from  those  infant  gi'oups  at  play 
Among  tlie  tents  *  that  hue  the  way, 
Flinging,  imaA\'ed  by  slave  or  mother, 
Handfuls  of  roses  at  each  other  ! — 
And  the  soimds  from  the  Lake, — the  low  whisp'ring  in  boata. 
As  they  shoot  through  the  moonlight; — the  dipping  of 
oars. 
And  the  wild,  auy  warbling  that  every^'here  floats, 

Tlu'ough  the  groves,  roimd  the  islands,  as    if  all  the 
shores 
Like  those  of  Kathay  utter'd  music,  and  gave 
An  answer  in  song  to  the  kiss  of  each  wave  ! ' 

'  "It  is  the  custom  nraoiio;  the  women  to  employ  the  Maazeen  to  Chaunt 
from  the  gallery  of  tlie  nearest  minaret,  which  on  ihat  occasiiin  is  illuminated, 
and  tlie  women  assenihled  at  the  house  respond  at  intervals  with  a  ziraleet  or 
joyous  chorus." — Russel. 

'i-  "  At  tlie  keeping  of  the  Feast  of  Roses  we  beheld  an  infinite  number  of  tents 
pitched,  with  such  a  crowd  of  men,  women,  boys  and  girls,  with  music, 
dances,"  fcc,  &c. — Herbert. 

8  "An  old  commentator  of  the  Chou-Kiu'.;  says,  the  ancients  having  re- 
miirkcd  that  a  current  of  water  made  some  of  the  stones  near  its  banks  send 
forth  a  sound,  they  d'itached  some  of  tliem,  and  being  charmed  with  the  delight, 
fill  sounl  tli-^y  emitted,  constructed  King  or  musical  instruments  of  them."— 
Grosier 
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But  the  gentlest  of  all  are  those  sounds,  full  of  feeling, 

That  soft  from  the  lute  of  some  lover  ai-e  stealing, — 

Some  lover,  who  knows  all  the  heart-touching  power 

Of  a  lute  and  a  sigh  in  this  magical  hour. 

Oh  !  best  of  delights  as  it  everj'Avhere  is 

To  be  near  the  loved  One, — what  a  rapture  is  his. 

Who  in  moonlight  and  music  thus  sweetly  may  ghde 

O'er  the  Lake  of  Casluuere,  witli  that  One  by  liis  side ! 

If  woman  can  mal^e  the  worst  ^\ildeniess  dear, 

Tlunk,  tliuJi  what  a  heaven  she  must  make  of  Cashmere  I 

So  felt  the  magnificent  Sen  of  Acbar,' 

When  from  power  and  pomp  and  the  ti'opldes  of  war 

He  flew  to  that  Valley,  forgetting  them  all 

With  the  Light  of  the  Haram,  liis  j'oung  Nom-mahal. 

When  free  and  imcrown'd  as  the  conqueror  roved 

By  tlie  banks  of  that  Lake,  'uith  his  only  beloved. 

He  saw,  in  tlie  wreaths  she  woidd  playi'ully  snatch 

From  the  liedges.  a  glory  his  crown  could  not  match, 

And  preferr'd  in  his  heart  the  least  ringlet  that  curl'd 

Down  her  exquisite  neck  to  tlie  throne  of  tlie  world ! 

There  's  a  beauty,  for  ever  unchangingly  bright, 
Like  the  long,  sunny  lapse  of  a  summer  day's  light, 
Shining  on,  shining  on,  by  no  shadow  made  tender, 
Till  Love  falls  asleep  in  its  sameness  of  splendour. 
Tlus  xKttA  not  the  beauty — oh !  notliing  like  this. 
That  to  yoimg  Noui-mahal  gave  such  magic  of  bUss  ; 
But  that  loveliness,  ever  in  motion,  w-hich  plays 
Like  the  light  upon  autumn's  soft  shadowy  days, 
Now  here  and  now  tlicre,  giving  warmth  as  it  flies 
From  the  lips  to  the  cheek,  fi-om  tlie  cheek  to  the  eyes, 
Now  melting  in  mist  and  now  breaking  in  gleams, 
Like  the  ghmpses  a  samt  has  of  heaven  in  liis  dreams  ! 
When  pensive,  it  seem'd  as  if  that  very  gi-ace, 
That  charm  of  all  others,  was  bom  with  her  face  ; 
And  when  angiy, — for  e'en  in  the  tranquillest  cHmeg 
Light  breezes  -will  niffle  the  flowers  sometimes — 
The  short,  passing  anger  but  seem'd  to  awalien 
New  beauty,  like  flowers  that  are  sweetest  when  shaken. 
If  tenderness  touch'd  her,  the  dark  of  her  eye 
At  once  took  a  darker,  a  heavenlier  dye, 
From  the  deptli  of  whose  shadow,  like  holy  revealings 
From  innermost  sliiines,  came  the  light  of  her  feelings ! 
Then  her  mu-tli — oh  !  'twas  spoiUve  as  ever  took  wing 
From  the  heai-t  -ndth  a  biu-st,  like  the  wild-bii-d  in  spring  \- 

'  Jeliau-Guire  rvas  the  son  of  the  great  Acbax. 
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Illumed  by  a  wit  that  would  fascinate  sages, 
Yet  playful  as  Peris  just  loosed  from  their  cages.* 
While  her  laugh,  full  of  life,  without  any  control 
But  the  sweet  one  of  gi-acefuhiess,  rmig  h-om  her  soul; 
And  where  it  most  sparkled  no  glance  could  discoyer, 
In  hp,  cheek  or  eyes,  for  she  brighten'd  all  over, — 
Like  any  fair  lake  that  the  breeze  is  upon. 
When  it  breaks  into  dimples  and  laughs  in  the  sun. 
Such,  such  were  the  peerless  enchantments,  that  gave 
Nourmahal  the  proiid  Lord  of  the  East  for  her  slave ; 
And  though  bright  was  his  haram, — a  Hving  parterre 
Of  the  flowers  '^  of  tliis  planet — tliough  treasm-es  were  there, 
For  wliich  Solhnan's  self  might  have  given  all  the  store 
That  tlie  navy  from  Ophir  e'er  wing'd  to  liis  shore, 
Yet  dun  before  her  were  the  smiles  of  tliem  all. 
And  the  Light  of  his  Haram  was  yoimg  Nom-mahal ! 

But  where  is  she  now,  tliis  night  of  joy, 

Wlien  bUss  is  every  heai't's  employ  ? 

"Wlien  all  around  her  is  so  bright, 

So  lilie  the  visions  of  a  trance, 

That  one  might  tliink,  who  came  by  chance 

Into  the  vale  this  happy  night. 

He  saw  that  City  of  Dehglit  * 

In  Fairy-land,  whose  streets  and  towers 

Are  made  of  gems  and  light  and  flovv'ersi — 

Where  is  the  loved  sultana  ?  where, 

When  mu-th  brings  out  the  yoimg  and  fail'. 

Does  she,  the  fairest,  hide  her  brow, 

In  melancholy  stillness  now  ? 

Alas — how  Hglit  a  cause  may  move 

Dissension  between  hearts  that  love ! 

Hearts  tliat  the  world  in  vain  had  tried, 

And  sorrow  but  more  closely  tied ; 

That  stood  the  storm,  when  waves  were  rough, 

Yet  in  a  sunny  hoiu-  fall  off, 

Like  sliips,  tliat  have  gone  down  at  sea, 

When  heaven  was  all  tranquilhty ! 

A  sometliing,  hght  as  air — a  look, 

A  word  unkind  or  'UTongly  taken — 
Oh  !  love,  that  tempests  never  shook, 

A  breath,  a  touch  like  this  hatli  shaken. 

'  In  the  wars  of  the  Dives  with  the  Peris,  whenever  tlie  former  took  the 
.atter  prisoners,  "  Ihey  shut  them  up  in  iron  cages,  and  hung  them  on  tha 
highest  trees.  Here  tliey  were  visited  by  their  companions,  who  brought  them 
the  choicest  odours." — Richardson. 

*  In  the  Malay  language  ihe  same  word  signifies  women  and  flowers. 

s  The  capiwJ  ^'  Shadukiam. — Vide  note  1,  p.  352. 
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And  ruder  words  will  soon  rush  in 
To  spread  tlie  breach  that  words  begin ; 
And  ej'es  forget  tlie  gentle  ray 
They  wore  in  courtship's  smiling  day  ; 
And  voices  lose  tlie  tone  that  shed 
A  tenderness  roimd  all  they  said ; 
Till  fast  declining,  one  bj'  one, 
The  sweetnesses  of  love  are  gone, 
And  heai-ts,  so  lately  mingled,  seem 
Like  broken  clouds, — or  like  tlie  stream, 
That  smiling  left  the  mountain's  brow, 

As  though  its  waters  ne'er  could  sever 
yet,  ere  it  reach  the  plain  below, 

Brealis  into  floods,  that  part  for  ever. 

O  you,  that  have  tlie  charge  of  Love, 

Keep  hun  in  rosy  bondage  bound. 
As  in  the  Fields  of  BUss  above 

He  sits,  with  flowerets  fetter'd  round  ;•• — 
Loose  not  a  tie  that  round  him  clings, 
Nor  ever  let  him  use  his  wings ; 
For  even  an  houi%  a  minute's  Higlit 
Will  rob  the  plumes  of  half  theii*  light. 
Like  that  celestial  bird, — whose  nest 

Is  foimd  beneath  far  eastern  slues, — 
"Whose  wings,  though  radiant  when  at  rest, 

Lose  all  tlieu-  glory  when  he  flies  !  ''■ 

Some  diiference,  of  tliis  dangerous  kind, — 
By  wlucli,  though  light,  tlie  links  that  bind 
The  fondest  hearts  may  soon  be  riven ; 
Some  shadow  in  love's  summer  heaven, 
Wliich,  though  a  fleecy  speck  at  first, 
May  yet  in  a\vful  thunder  bui'st ; — 
Such  cloud  it  is,  that  now  hangs  over 
The  heart  of  tlie  imperial  lover, 
And  far  hath  banish'd  from  liis  sight 
His  Nourmahal.  his  Haram's  Light ! 
Hence  is  it,  on  this  happy  night. 
When  Pleasure  through  the  fields  and  groves 
Has  let  loose  all  her  world  of  loves, 
And  every  heart  has  found  its  o^wn, — 
He  wanders,  joyless  and  alone, 

*  See  tlie  representution  of  tl;c  Easteni  (,'u  pi  J,  pinioned  closely  round  with 
wreaths  of  flowers,  in  Pirart's  Ceremonies  Kcli^ieuseEs 

2  "Among  the  birds  of  Tonqiiin  is  a  species  of  goldfinch,  which  sings  so 
melodiously  that  if,  is  called  the  Celestial  Bird.  Its  wings,  when  it  is  ijerclied, 
appear  variegated  with  beautiful  colours,  but  when  it  flics  they  lose  all  theii 
splendour." — Grosier. 
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And  weary  as  that  bird  of  Tlu-ace, 
Whose  piiiiou  Imows  no  resting-place.' 
In  vain  the  loveheat  cheeks  and  eyes 
This  Eden  of  the  earth  supplies 

Come  crowding  round — the  cheeks  are  pale, 
.  The  eyes  are  dun — though  rich  the  spot 
With  every  flower  this  earth  has  got, 

What  is  it  to  the  nightiagale, 
If  there  his  darling  rose  is  not  ?  ^ 
In  vain  the  Valley's  smiling  tlu'ong 
Worship  liim,  as  he  moves  along  ; 
He  heeds  them  not — one  smile  of  hers 
Is  worth  a  world  of  worsliippers. 
They  but  the  stai-'s  adorers  are, 
She  is  the  heaven  tJiat  lights  the  star ! 

Hence  is  it  too  that  Noiu'mahal, 

Amid  the  luxuiie.s  of  tliis  houi', 
Far  from  the  joyous  festival, 

Sits  in  her  oa\ti  sequester'd  bower, 
With  no  one  near,  to  soothe  or  aid, 
But  that  inspu-ed  and  wondi'ous  maid, 
Namoima,  the  enchantress ; — one, 
O'er  whom  his  race  the  golden  sun 
For  luu'emember'd  j'ears  has  rim, 
Yet  never  saw  her  blooming  brow 
Yoimger  or  fau-er  than  'tis  now. 
Naj^  ratlier,  as  the  west--\\ind's  sigh 
Freshens  the  llower  it  passes  by, 
Time's  -ndng  but  seem'd,  in  stealing  o'er, 
To  leave  her  lovelier  than  before. 
Yet  on  her  smiles  a  sadness  himg, 
And  when,  as  oft,  she  spi^e  or  sung 
Of  other  worlds,  there  came  a  hght 
From  her  dark  eyes  so  sti'angely  bright, 
That  all  beheved  nor  man  nor  earth 
Were  conscious  of  Namouna's  birth ! 

All  spells  and  talismans  she  knew. 

From  the  great  Mantra,^  which  around 

The  Air's  subLuner  spiiits  di-ew. 
To  the  gold  gems*  of  Airic,  bound 

!  "  As  these  birds  on  tlie  Bospliorus  are  uever  known  to  rest,  they  are  called 
hy  the  French  •  les  aaies  daranecs' " — Dalloway. 

2  '■  You  may  place  a  hundred  bandfuls  of  fragrant  herbs  and  flowers  befor.? 
the  nightiugale,  yet  be  vvishes  not,  in  his  coastaut  heart,  for  more  than  the 
gn-eel  bieath  of  his  beloved  rose." — Jami. 

3  "  He  is  said  to  have  found  tne  great  Mantra,  spell  or  ta!isr;ian,  througli 
whi(  h  he  ruled  over  the  elements  and  spirits  of  all  denominations." — Wilford. 

*  "  The  gold  jewels  of  Jinnie,  which  are  called  by  the  Arabs  El  Herrez,  fros! 
tlie  supposed  charm  they  conta'n." — Jackson. 
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Upon  the  wandering  Arab's  arm, 

To  keep  liim  from  tlie  Siltim's '  harm. 

And  she  had  pledged  her  powerful  art, 

Pledged  it  with  all  the  zeal  and  heai't 

Of  one  who  knew,  though  high  her  sphere, 

"What  'twas  to  lose  a  love  so  deai', 

To  find  some  spell  that  should  recall 

Her  Selim's  *  smile  to  Nourmalial ! 

'Twas  midnight — tlirough  the  lattice,  wTeathed 
With  woodbine,  many  a  perfume  breathed 
From  plants  tliat  wake  when  otliers  sleep, 
From  timid  jasmine  buds,  that  keep 
Their  odour  to  themselves  all  day. 
But,  when  the  sunlight  dies  away, 
Let  the  delicious  secret  out 
To  every  breeze  that  roams  about ; — 
When  thus  Namoima : — "  'Tis  the  hour 
That  scatters  spells  on  herb  and  flower, 
And  garlands  might  be  gather'd  now. 
That,  twined  aroimd  the  sleeper's  brow, 
Would  make  hun  dream  of  such  dehghts, 
Such  mii-acles  and  dazzling  sights,  , 

As  Genii  of  the  Sim  behold,  1 

At  evening,  from  their  tents  of  gold, 
Ujion  th'  horizon — where  tliey  play 
Till  twDight  comes,  and,  ray  by  ray, 
Their  sunny  mansions  melt  away ! 
Now,  too,  a  chaplet  might  be  ^^Teathed 
Of  buds  o'er  wliich  the  moon  has  breathed, 
Which  worn  by  her,  whose  love  has  stray'd, 

Miglit  bring  some  Peri  from  the  sides. 
Some  sprite,  whose  very  soul  is  made 

Of  flowerets'  breaths  and  lovers'  sighs, 
And  who  misht  tell " 


\ 
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"  For  me,  for  me," 

Cried  Nourmalial  impatiently, — 

"  Oh  !  tTvine  that  -nTeath  for  me  to-night." 

Then,  rapidly,  with  foot  as  light 

As  the  young  musk-roe's,  out  she  flew 

To  cull  each  shining  leaf  that  grew 

Beneath  the  moonlight's  hallowiiig  beams 

For  this  enchanted  Wreath  of  Dreams. 


'  "A  demon,  supposed  to  haunt  wcoJs,  ic.,  in  a  humttn  shape."— Bica- 
ardson. 
*  The  name  of  Jeban-Guire  before  his  accession  to  the  thront. 
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Anemones  and  Seas  of  Gold,' 

And  new-blo\\Ti  lilies  of  the  river. 
And  those  sweet  flowerets,  that  unfold 

Their  buds  on  Camadeva's  quiver  ;^^ 
The  tube -rose,  with  her  silvery  light, 

That  in  the  gardens  of  jNIalay 
Is  call'd  the  Mistress  of  the  Night,* 
So  hlce  a  bride,  scented  and  bright, 

Slie  comes  ovit  when  the  sun 's  away. — 
Amaranths,  such  as  crown  the  maids 
That  wander  through  Zamara's  shades :  *— 
And  the  white  moon-flower,  as  it  shows 
On  Serendib's  high  crags  to  those 
Who  near  the  isle  at  evening  sail. 
Scenting  her  clove-trees  in  the  gale  ; — 
In  short,  all  flowerets  and  all  plants, 

From  the  divine  Ami-ita  tree,^ 
That  blesses  heaven'a  inhabitants 

With  fi'uits  of  immortaUty, 
Do\A'n  to  the  basil*  tuft,  that  waves 
Its  fragrant  blossom  over  gi'aves, 

And  to  the  humble  roscmarj'. 
Whose  sweets  so  thanldessly  are  shed 
To  scent  the  desert  ?  and  the  dead, — 
All  in  that  garden  bloom,  and  all 
Are  gather'd  by  young  Noimnahal, 
Wlio  heaps  her  baskets  with  the  flowers 

And  leaves,  till  they  can  hold  no  more ; 
Then  to  Namouna  flies,  and  showers 

Upon  her  lap  tlie  sliining  store. 

With  what  delight  th'  Enchantress  \dews 
So  many  buds,  bathed  with  the  dews 

1  "  Ilemasagrara,  or  the  Sea  of  Gold,  with  flowers  of  the  hrightest  gold 
eolour."— Sir  W.  Jones. 

«  "This  tree  (the  Nagacesara)  is  one  of  the  most  delightful  on  earth,  and  llje 
delicious  odour  of  its  blossoms  justly  gives  them  a  place  in  tiie  quiver  o( 
Camadeva,  or  the  God  of  Love."— Id. 

»  "  The  Malayans  style  the  tube-rose  (Volianthes  tuherosa)  Sandal  Malam 
or  the  Mistress  of  the  IS'isht."— Pennant. 

*  The  people  of  the  Batta  country  in  Sumatra  (of  which  Zamara  is  one  (k 
the  ancient  names)  "  when  not  cjigaircd  in  war,  lead  an  idle,  inactive  life,  pass- 
ing the  day  in  plavinii;  on  a  kind  of  hite,  crowned  with  garlands  of  flowers, 
among  which  the  giohe-amarauthus,  a  native  of  the  country,  ninslly  prevails." 
— Marsdcn. 

*  "The  largest  and  richest  sort  (of  the  Jamhu  or  rose  apple)  is  called  Am- 
rita  or  immortal,  and  the  mytholngists  of  Til)et  ap_^:ly  the  same  word  to  a  celes- 
tial tree,  hearing  ambrosial  iruit."— Sir  W.  Jones.' 

*  Sweet  basil,  called  Raylian  in  I'crsia,  and  generally  found  in  churchyards. 
'  "In  the  Great  Desert  are  found  many  stalks  of  laveader  and  rosemary." — 

Asiat.  Res 
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And  beams  of  that  bless'd  hour ! — hev  glance 
Spoke  something,  past  all  mortal  pleasures, 
As,  in  a  kmd  of  holy  ti'ance. 

She  hung  ahove  those  fragrant  ti-easuresv 
Bending  to  drink  their  balmy  au-s. 
As  if  she  mix'd  her  soul  with  theu-g. 
And  'twas,  indeed,  the  perfume  shed 
From  flowers  and  scented  flame  that  fed 
Her  channed  life — for  none  had  e'er 
Beheld  her  taste  of  mortal  fai'e, 
Nor  ever  in  aught  earthly  dip, 
But  Uie  morn's  dew,  her  roseate  lip. 
FiU'd  with  the  cool,  inspu'ing  smell, 
Th'  Enchantress  now  begins  her  spoil, 
Thus  singing,  as  she  winds  and  weaves 
In  mystic  ioxm  the  glittering  leaves : — 

I  know  where  the  winged  visions  d^vell 

That  around  the  night-bed  play ; 
I  know  each  herb  and  floweret's  bell, 
Where  they  liide  their  wings  by  day. 
Then  hasten  we,  maid. 
To  t\^•ine  oiu*  braid. 
To-morrow  tlie  di-eams  and  flowers  will  fado. 

The  image  of  love,  that  nightly  flies 

To  \isit  the  bashful  maid. 
Steals  ffom  the  jasmine  flower,  that  sighs 

Its  sold,  like  her,  in  the  shade. 
The  hope,  in  dreams,  of  a  happier  hour 

That  alights  on  misery's  brow. 
Springs  out  of  tlie  silvery  almond-flower, 

That  blooms  on  a  leafless  bough.^ 
Then  hasten  we,  maid, 
To  twine  oiu'  braid, 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fade. 

The  visions,  that  oft  to  worldly  eyes 

The  gUtter  of  mines  unfold, 
Inliabit  the  moimtain-herb,^  that  dyes 

The  tooth  of  the  fawn  like  gold. 


'  "  Tlie  almond-tree,  with  white  flowers,  blossoms  on  the  bare  branclieB."— 

Haaselquist. 

»  An  )RTb  on  Mount  Libanus,  vfliich  is  said  to  communicate  a  yellow  golder 
bue  to  the  teeth  of  the  goats  and  other  animals  that  graze  upon  it. 


I 


I 


^ 


-K 


'r 


LALLA  ROOKH. 

The  phantom  shapes — oh,  touch  not  them — 

That  appal  the  miuclerer's  sight, 
Lui'k  in  the  fleshly  mancUake's  stem, 
That  shrieks,  when  torn  at  night ! 
Tlien  hasten  we,  maid, 
To  twine  om*  braid, 
To-moiTow  the  dreams  and  flowers  Avill  fade 

The  dream  of  the  injured,  patient  mind, 

That  smUes  at  the  wrongs  of  men, 
Is  found  in  the  bruised  and  wounded  rind 
Of  the  ciunamon,  sweetest  then ! 
Then  hasten  we,  maid, 
To  twine  our  braid, 
To-moiTow  the  di-eams  and  flowers  will  fade. 
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No  sooner  was  the  flowery  crown 

Placed  on  her  head,  than  sleep  came  down, 

Gently  as  nights  of  siunmer  fall, 

Upon  the  hds  of  Nounnahal ; — 

And,  suddenly,  a  tuneful  breeze. 

As  full  of  sniiill,  rich  harmonies 

As  ever  wind,  that  o'er  the  tents 

Of  Azab^  blew,  was  full  of  scents, 

Steals  on  her  ear,  and  floats  and  swells, 

Like  the  first  air  of  morrdng  creeping 
Into  those  wreathy,  Red- Sea  shells. 

Where  Love  liimself,  of  old,  lay  sleeping ;  *— 
And  nov/  a  spuit  forra'd,  'twould  seem. 

Of  music  and  of  light,  so  fair. 
So  brilliantly  his  features  beam, 

And  such  a  soimd  is  in  the  air 
Of  sweetness,  when  he  waves  his  wings, 
Hovers  around  her,  and  thus  sings  : — 

From  Chindara's*  warbling  foimt  I  come, 

Call'd  by  that  moonlight  garland's  spell ; 
From  Clundava's  foimt,  my  fauy  home. 

Where  in  music,  morn  and  night,  I  dwell. 
Where  lutes  in  the  aii-  are  heard  about. 

And  voices  are  singmg  the  whole  day  long, 
And  every  sigh  the  heart  breathes  out 

Is  turn'd,  as  it  leaves  tlie  hps,  to  song ! 

1  The  niyrrli  countrj. 

2  "Tills  idea  (of  deities  living  in  sheik)  was  not  unknown  to  flie  Greeks, 
who  represent  tlie  young  Xcrites,  one  of  tiie  Cupids,  as  living  in  shells  on  the 
shores  of  the  Red  Sea." — Wdlbrd. 

6  "  A  fabulous  fouutaiu,  where  instruments  are  said  to  be  constantly  play. 
ins."— Richardson 
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*      Hither  I  come 

From  my  faiiy  home, 
And  if  there  's  a  magic  in  music's  strain. 

I  swear  b}'  tlie  breath 

Of  tiiat  moonhght  ^\Teath. 
Thy  lover  sliall  sigh  at  thy  feet  again. 

For  mine  is  the  Lxy  that  ligliUy  floats, 

And  mine  ai-e  tJie  mm-muring,  dying  notes, 

That  fall  as  soft  as  snow  on  tlie  sea, 

And  melt  in  the  heart  as  instantly ! 

And  the  i)assionate  strain  tliat,  deeply  going, 

Ivefines  tlie  bosom  it  trembles  throngli. 
As  the  musk--\\ind,  over  the  water  blowing, 

Ruffles  the  wave,  but  sweetens  it  too  ! 

Mine  is  the  charm,  whose  mystic  sway 
The  Spu-its  of  past  Dehght  obey ; — 
Let  but  the  tuneful  talisman  sound, 
And  they  come,  lite  Genii,  hovering  round, 
iVnd  mme  is  the  genUe  song,  that  bears 

From  soul  to  soul,  the  wislies  of  love, 
As  a  bird,  tliat  wafts  through  geniiil  aii-s 

The  cinnamon  seed  from  gi-ove  to  grove.' 

'Tis  I  that  mingle  in  one  sweet  measure 
The  past,  the  present,  and  future  of  pleasure  ; 
When  memory  links  tlie  tone  tliat  is  gone 

With  tlie  blissful  tone  that  's  stiU  in  the  ear; 
And  hope  fi-om  a  heavenly  note  flies  on 

To  a  note  more  heavenly  still  that  is  near  ! 

The  wanior's  heart,  when  touch'd  by  me, 

Can  as  do\\Tiy  soft  and  as  yielding  be 

As  his  own  white  plume,  that  high  amid  deivtli 

Through  the  field  has  shone — yet  moves  witli  a  breatlv 

And^  oh,  liow  the  eyes  of  beauty  glisten, 

When  music  has  reach'd  her  inmost  soul, 
LUve  the  silent  stars,  that  uink  and  listen 
While  heaven's  eternal  melodies  roll ! 
So  liither  I  come 
From  my  fairy  home. 
And  if  there  's  a  magic  in  music's  strain, 
I  swear  by  the  breath 
Uf  that  moonlight  -^Teath. 
Thy  lover  shall  sigh  at  thy  feet  again. 

»  "  Tlie  Pompadour  pigeon  is  the  species,  which,  by  carrviug  tht  fruit  of  the 
cinnamon  to  d.fferent  places,"  «  great  diBgemiiiator of  this  Taluable  tree."— 
Brown  6  Illustr.  tab- 19. 
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Tis  dawn — at  least  that  earlier  da^-n, 
Whose  glimpses  are  again  uitlidra\\Ti,' 
As  if  the  morn  had  waked,  and  then 
Shut  close  her  lids  of  Ught  again. 
And  Nom-mahal  is  up,  and  tr\Tng 

The  wonders  of  her  lute,  whose  stiuugs — 
O  hUss ! — now  mui-miu:  like  the  sigliing 

From  that  ambrosial  spuit's  \^'ings ! 
And  then,  her  voice — 'tis  more  than  hmnan— 

Never,  till  now,  had  it  been  given 
To  lips  of  any  mortal  woman 

To  utter  notes  so  fresh  from  heaven ; 
Sweet  as  the  breath  of  angel  sighs. 

When  angel  sighs  ai-e  most  divhie. — 
"  Oh  !  let  it  last  till  night,"  she  cries, 

"  And  he  is  more  than  ever  mine." 
And  hoiu-ly  she  renews  the  lay, 

So  fearful  lest  its  heavenly  sweetness 
Sliould,  ere  the  evening,  fade  away, — 

For  tilings  so  heavenly  have  such  fleetness ! 
But,  far  from  fadmg,  it  but  gi-ows 
Richer,  diviner,  as  it  flows ; 
Till  rapt  she  dwells  on  eveiy  string, 

And  pom*s  again  each  sound  along, 
Like  Echo,  lost  and  languishing 

In  love  ^^ith  her  o^vn  wondrous  song. 

That  evening  (trusting  that  Ids  soul 

Might  be  from  hauntmg  love  released 
By  mhth,  by  music,  and  the  bowl) 

Th'  imperial  Sehm  held  a  feast 
In  his  magnificent  Shalimar  ; — 
In  whose  saloons,  when  the  first  star 
Of  evening  o'er  the  waters  trembled, 
The  Valley's  loveliest  all  assembled ; 
All  the  bright  creatures  that,  hive  di-eama, 
Ghde  tlirough  its  fohage,  and  di-ink  beams 
Of  beauty  fi'om  its  founts  and  sti-eams.* 
And  all  those  wandermg  minstrel-maids, 
Wlio  leave — how  can  tliey  leave  ? — the  shades 

I  "  They  have  txro  mornings,  the  Soobhi  Kazim,  and  tlie  Soobhi  Sadig,  the 
false  and  the  real  daybreak." — Waring;. 

»  "  The  w  atirs  of  Cachemir  are  the  more  renowned  from  iti  beinpr  supposed 
that  the  Cacbemirians  are  indebted  for  their  beauty  to  them."— All  Yeidi. 
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Of  that  dear  Valley,  and  are  found 

Singing  in  gardens  of  the  sonth' 
Those  songs,  tliat  ne'er  so  sweetly  sonnd 

As  from  a  yonng  Cashraerian's  mouth. 
There  too  tlio  liaram's  inmates  smile  ; — 

Maids  fi'oni  the  west,  -with  sun-bright  hair. 
And  from  tlie  Gai-dcn  of  tlie  Nile, 

Delicate  as  the  roses  there  ;  * — 
Daughters  of  Love  from  Cyprus'  rocks, 
With  Papliiau  diamonds  in  their  locks ; ' — 
Light  Peri  forms,  such  as  there  are 
On  the  gold  meads  of  Candaliar ;  * 
And  they,  before  whose  sleepy  eyes, 

In  tlieii-  own  blight  Katliaian  bowers, 
Sparkle  such  rainbow  butterflies,* 

That  they  might  fancy  the  rich  flowers, 
That  round  tliem  in  the  sun  lay  sighing. 
Had  been  by  magic  all  set  flying  ! 
Everytliing  young,  evciything  fair 
From  east  and  west  is  blusliing  there, 
Except — except — 0  Nourmahal ! 
Thou  loveUest,  dearest  of  them  all. 
The  one,  whose  smile  shone  out  alone, 
Amidst  a  w^orld  the  only  one  ! 
Whose  light,  among  so  many  lights. 
Was  like  that  star,  on  stany  nights, 
The  seaman  singles  fi*om  the  sky, 
To  steer  liis  bark  for  ever  by ! 
Thou  wert  not  there — so  Selim  thought. 

And  everything  seem'd  di"ear  without  thee ; 
But,  ah  !  thou  wert,  thou  wert — and  brought 

Thy  chann  of  song  all  fi-esh  about  tliee. 
RlingUng  unnoticed  with  a  band 
Of  lutanists  from  many  a  land, 

1  "  From  liira  1  received  the  following  Gazzel  or  Love-song,  the  notes  of 
wliich  he  coiiiniilted  to  paper  from  the  voice  of  one  of  those  siu-in?  girls  of 
Cashmere,  who  wander  from  that  delightful  valley  over  the  various  parts  of 
vJidia."— Persian  Miscellanies. 

2  "  The  roses  of  the  Jinau  Nile,  or  Garden  of  the  Nile  (attached  to  the  Em- 
peror of  ^!arlicco'3  palace),  are  unequalled,  and  mattrasses  are  made  of  their 
fcavfs  for  the  men  of  rank  to  recline  upon."— Jackson. 

8  *'  On  the  side  of  a  mountain  near  Paphos,  there  is  a  cavern  wldch  producf  s 
the  most  beautiful  rock  crystal.  On  account  of  its  brilliancy  it  has  been  called 
the  I'anliian  diamond." — Slariti. 

•«  "  There  is  a  part  of  Cand;ihar  ca'led  Peria,  or  I'airy-land."— Thevenot.  In 
some  of  those  countries  to  the  north  of  India,  vegetable  gold  is  supposed  to  be 
produced. 

•  "These  are  the  butterflies,  which  are  called  in  the  Chinese  lansuage  Fly- 
in"  Leaves.  Some  of  tliem  have  such  sliininz  colours,  and  are  so  variegated, 
that  they  may  be  called  Flying  Flowers ;  and  iiidecd  they  are  always  produced 
in  the  finest  flower-gardens." — Dunn. 
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And  veil'd  by  such  a  mask  as  shades 
The  featm-es  of  yoimg  Ai-ab  maids,' — 
A  mask  that  leaves  but  one  eye  free. 
To  do  its  best  in  ivitcheiy, — 
She  roved,  with  beating  heart,  around, 

And  waited,  tremblmg,  for  the  minuto, 
When  she  might  try  if  still  the  sound 

Of  her  loved  lute  had  magic  in  it. 

The  board  was  spread  with  fruits  and  mne, 
With  gi'apes  of  gold,  like  those  that  sliine 
On  Casbin's  lulls ;  * — pomegranates  full 

Of  melting  sweetness,  and  the  pears 
And  simniest  apples  *  that  Caubul 

In  aU  its  thousand  gardens  *  beai'^ 
Plantains,  the  golden  and  the  green, 
!Malaya's  nectar'd  mangusteen ;  • 
Primes  of  Bokara,  and  sweet  nuts 

From  the  far  groves  of  Samarcand, 
And  Basra  dates,  and  apricots, 

Seed  of  the  smi,^  from  Iran's  land  ;— 
With  rich  consei-ve  of  Visna  cherries,? 
Of  orange  flowers,  and  of  those  berries 
That,  wild  and  fi-esh,  the  young  gazelles 
Feed  on  in  Erac's  rocky  dells." 
All  these  in  richest  vases  smile, 

In  baskets  of  piu'e  santal-wood, 
And  m'ns  of  porceldn  from  that  isle  ® 

Sunk  underneath  the  Indian  flood, 
Whence  oft  the  lucky  diver  bruigs 
Vases  to  grace  the  halls  of  kings. 

•  "  The  Arabian  women  wear  hiack  masks  mtli  little  clasps,  prettily  ordered." 
— Ciiifcri.    Niebuhi  mentidns  their  showing  Imt  o;:e  eye  in  couveisation. 

I  ■■  The  ^jiilileii  firapes  of  Casbiri." — Description  of  Persia. 
'The  fruits  exported  from  Cauhul  arc  apples,  ptars,  pomegranates,"  &c.— 
Eliihuistone 

<  "  We  sat  down  under  a  tree,  listened  to  the  birds,  and  talked  witli  the  son 
of  our  Mehnumndar  al)out  our  country  and  Caubul.  of  which  he  gave  au  en- 
chanting accciunt:  itiat  ciry  and  its  10(J,UU0  gardens,"  &c. — Id. 

»  "  The  Manvjustcen,  the  most  delicate  fruit  in  tlie  world;  the  pride  of  the 
M:'.l;iy  Islands." — Marsden. 

«  '■  A  delicious  kind  cf  apricot,  called  by  the  Persians  tokm-ek-slieins,  signi- 
fying; sun's  seed." — Descriplion  of  Persia 

7  "  -wceimeats  in  a  cr.v5t;il  cup,  consisting  of  rrsc-leavcs  in  conserve,  with 
lemon  nr  Vi^na  cherry,  orange  tiowcrs,"  &,c. — Russel. 

8  "  Antelopes  cioppuig  the  fresh  berries  of  Erac." — The  Moallakat,  Poem  of 
Tarafa. 

9  Mauri-ga-Sinia,  au  island  near  Furinosa,  supposed  to  have  been  fuiik  in 
the  sea  for  the  crimes  of  its  inhabitants.  The  vessels  which  tlie  fishrrmen  and 
divers  bring  up  from  it  are  sold  at  au  iniiuense  price  in  China  and  Japan.— 
Kempfer. 
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Wines  too,  of  every  clime  and  hue, 

Around  their  liquid  lustre  threw  ; 

Amber  RosoUi,* — the  bright  dew 

From  \ineyai-ds  of  the  Green-Sea  gushing  ;* 

And  Sliiraz  wine,  tliat  ricldy  ran 

As  if  that  jewel,  large  and  rare, 
The  niby,  for  which  Kublai-Ivliaii 
Offer'd  a  city's  wealth,'  was  blushing 

Melted  wdtliin  tlie  goblets  tliere ! 

And  amply  Selim  quafl's  of  each, 

And  seems  resolved  the  floods  shall  reach 

His  inward  heart, — sheddmg  around 

A  genial  deluge,  as  they  run, 
Tliat  soon  shall  leave  no  spot  undi'owTi'd, 

For  Love  to  rest  his  wings  upon. 
He  little  knew  how  blest  the  boy 

Can  float  upon  a  goblet's  streams, 
Lighting  them  with  liis  smile  of  joy  ; — 

As  bai-ds  have  seen  lum,  in  their  dreams, 
Down  the  blue  Ganges  laugliing  glide 

Upon  a  rosy  lotus  ^\Teath,* 
Catcliing  new  lusti'e  fi'om  the  tide 

That  with  his  image  shone  beneath. 

But  what  are  cups,  without  the  aid 

Of  song  to  speed  them  as  they  flow  ? 
And  see — a  lovely  Georgian  maid, 

"With  all  the  bloom,  the  freshen'd  glow, 
Of  her  own  country  maidens'  looks, 
When  wann  they  rise  from  Tellis'  brooks ; ' 
.fLnd  ^\ilh  an  eye,  whose  restless  ray, 

Full,  floating,  dark, — oh,  he,  who  ioiows 
His  heart  is  weak,  of  heaven  should  pray 

To  guard  liim  from  such  eyes  as  thoae  ! — 
With  a  voluptuous  wildness  flings 
Her  snowy  hand  across  the  strings 
Of  a  sj-rinda,*  and  thus  sings  :— 

»  Persian  Tales. 

«  The  white  wine  of  Kishma. 

•  "The  King  of  Zeilan  is  said  to  have  the  very  finest  ruhy  Ihat  was  erei 
Been.  Kublai-Klian  sent  and  ofifered  the  value  of  a  ciiy  for  it;  but  the  King 
answered  he  would  not  give  it  for  the  treasure  of  the  world." — Marco  Polo. 

«  The  Indians  feign  that  Cup'.d  was  first  seen  floating  down  the  Ganges  oa 
the  JCympheea  Nelumbo. — Pennant. 

*  Teflis  is  celebrated  for  its  natural  warm  baths. — Ebn  HaukaL 
'  "The  Indian  Bjrinda  or  guitar."— Symes. 
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Come  hither,  come  liithcr — by  night  and  by  day, 
We  linger  in  pleasures  that  never  are  gone ; 

LUie  the  waves  of  the  smniner,  as  one  dies  away, 
Another  as  sweet  and  as  sliining  comes  on. 

And  the  love  that  is  o'er,  in  expu-mg,  gives  birtli 
To  a  new  one  as  warm,  as  imequall'd  in  bhss  ; 

And  oh  !  if  there  be  an  elysium  on  earth, 
It  is  this,  it  is  tliis. 

Here  maidens  are  sigliing,  and  fragrant  their  sigh 
As  the  flower  of  the  Amra  just  oped  by  a  bee ; ' 

And  precious  their  tears  as  tliat  rain  from  the  shy,' 
Wliich  tiu'ns  into  pearls  as  it  falls  in  the  sea. 

Oh !  think  what  the  Idss  and  the  smile  must  be  worth, 
"When  the  sigh  and  the  tear  are  so  perfect  in  blisa ; 

And  own  if  there  be  an  elysium  on  earth. 
It  is  this,  it  is  this  ! 

Here  sparkles  the  nectar  that,  hallow'd  by  love. 

Could  di-aw  dowai  those  angels  of  old  from  tlieu-  sphere. 

Who  for  wine  of  tliis  earth  *  left  the  foimtauas  above, 
And  forgot  heaven's  stai's  for  the  ej'es  we  have  here. 

And,  bless'd  with  the  odour  our  goblet  gives  forth. 
What  sphit  the  sweets  of  his  Eden  would  miss  ? 

For,  oh !  if  there  be  an  elysium  on  earth, 
It  is  this,  it  i3  tliisi. 


The  Georgian's  song  was  scarcely  mute, 

When  the  same  raeasiu-e,  soimd  for  sound, 
Was  caught  up  by  another  lute. 

And  so  divinely  breathed  around, 
That  all  stood  hush'd  and  wondering. 

And  turn'd  and  look'd  into  the  ah, 
As  if  they  thought  to  see  the  Mdng 

Of  Israfil,*  the  Angel,  there ; — 
So  powerfixlly  on  every  soul 
That  new,  enchanted  measiu'e  stole. 
Wliile  now  a  voice,  sweet  as  the  note 
Of  the  charm'd  lute,  was  heai'd  to  float 

I  "  Deliu;htful  are  the  flowers  of  tlie  Amm  trees  on  the  mouiilain-fors,  whila 
the  mnrmuring  bees  pursue  their  voluptuous  toil."— Son;,'  of  JayaJevn. 

«  "  The  Nisan  or  drops  of  spring  rain,  which  they  believe  to  produce  pearis 
if  they  fall  into  shells."— Richardson. 

»  For  an  account  of  the  share  ■nhich  wine  had  in  tlii  fall  of  the  angeU,  nit 
Marifi.  ^ 

*  The  Angel  of  Music,  vide  note,  p.  40^, 
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Along  its  chords,  and  so  entwine 

Its  sound  with  tlieu-s,  that  none  knew  whether 
The  voice  or  kite  was  most  divine, 

So  wondrously  they  went  together : — 

There  's  a  bliss  beyond  all  that  the  minstrel  has  told, 
When  two,  that  are  link'd  in  one  heavenly  tie, 

Witli  heart  never  changing  and  brow  never  cold, 
Love  on  through  all  ills,  and  love  on  till  they  die ! 

One  hour  of  a  passion  so  sacred  is  worth 
Whole  ages  of  heartless  and  wandering  bliss ; 

A-nd  oh !  if  there  he  an  elysium  on  eaith, 
It  is  tliis,  it  is  this. 


'Twas  not  the  air,  'twas  not  the  words, 
But  that  deep  magic  in  the  cliords 
And  in  the  lips,  tliat  gave  such  power 
As  music  luiew  not  till  that  hour. 
At  once  a  hundi-ed  voices  said, 
"  It  is  the  mask'd  Arabian  maid ! " 
While  Selim,  who  had  felt  tlie  strain 
Deepest  of  any,  and  had  lain 
Some  minutes  rapt,  as  in  a  trance, 

Mter  the  fairy  soimds  were  o'er, 
Too  inly  touch'il  for  utterance, 

Now  motion'd  with  his  hand  for  more  :— 

Fly  to  the  desert,  fly  with  me. 
Our  Ai-ab  tents  are  rude  for  tliee; 
But,  oh !  the  choice  what  heart  can  doubt 
Of  *ents  with  love,  or  tlu-ones  without  ? 

Our  rocks  are  rough,  but  smiling  there 
Th'  acacia  waves  her  yellow  hair, 
Lonely  and  sweet,  nor  loved  tlie  less 
For  flowering  in  a  wilderness. 

Our  sands  are  bai-e,  but  down  their  slope 
The  silvery -footed  antelope 
As  gi-acefiiUy  and  gaily  springs 
As  o'er  the  marble  courts  of  kings. 

Then,  come — thy  Arab  maid  \rXi  be 
The  loved  and  lone  acacia-tree. 
The  antelope,  whose  feet  shall  bless 
"With  their  light  sound  thy  loneliness. 
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Oh !  there  are  looks  and  tones  that  dart 
An  instant  sunshine  tlu-ough  the  heart,— 
As  if  the  soiil  that  minute  caught 
Some  ti'easure  it  tlu-ough  life  had  sought] 

As  if  the  very  lips  and  eyes 
Predestined  to  have  all  our  sighs, 
And  never  be  foi-got  agaia, 
Sparlded  and  spoke  before  us  then ! 

So  came  thy  every  glance  and  tone, 
\Vlien  first  on  me  they  breathed  and  shona : 
New,  as  if  brought  fi'om  other  spheres, 
Yet  welcome  as  if  loved  for  years  ! 

Then  fly  mth  me, — if  thou  hast  kno-\vn 
No  other  flame,  nor  falsely  thrown 
A  gem  away,  that  thou  hadst  sworn 
Should  ever  m  thy  heart  be  worn. 

Come,  if  the  love  tliou  hast  for  me 
Is  piu*e  and  fresh  as  mine  for  thee, — 
Fresh  as  the  foimtain  Tinder  gi-oimd, 
^^'l^en  first  'tis  by  the  lapwing  found.' 

But  if  for  me  thou  dost  forsake 
Some  other  maid,  and  rudely  break 
Her  worsliipp'd  image  from  its  lase, 
To  give  to  me  the  ruin'd  place ; — 

Then,  fare  thee  well — I'd  rather  make 
My  bower  upon  some  icy  lake 
WTien  tha^\ing  suns  begin  to  sliine, 
Than  trust  to  love  so  false  as  thine ! 


There  was  a  pathos  in  tlus  lay, 

That,  e'en  mthout  enchantment's  art» 
Would  instantly  have  found  its  way 

Deep  into  Seluu's  biu'ning  heart ; 
But  breatMng,  as  it  chd.  a  tone 
To  earthly  lutes  and  lips  tnikno'mi ; 
With  every  chord  fi'esh  ft-om  the  touch 
Of  Music's  spmt, — 'twas  too  much ! 
Stai'ting,  he  dash'd  away  the  cup, — 

Wliich,  all  the  time  of  this  sweet  air, 
His  hand  had  held,  untasted,  up. 

As  if  'twere  fix'd  by  magic  there, — 

'  Tlie  HucHiud,  or  Lapwing,  is  suDDOsed  to  have  ti.e  powei  or  liECo^erliiji 
water  under  gruuuU 
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And  naming  her,  so  long  unnamed, 
So  long  unseen,  wildly  exclaim'd, 
"  0  NoiuTiialial !  0  Nourmalial ! 

Hadst  tliou  but  sung  tliis  witching  strain, 
I  could  forget — forgive  thee  all, 

And  never  leave  those  eyes  again." 

The  mask  is  off-— the  charm  is  ^^T0Ught — 
And  Selim  to  his  heai-t  has  caught, 
In  blushes,  more  than  ever  bright, 
His  Nourmahal.  his  Haram's  Light ! 
And  well  do  vanish'd  fiowns  enliance 
The  chai-m  of  every  brighton'd  glance ; 
And  dearer  seems  each  clawniug  smile 
For  liaving  lost  its-  hght  awlule ; 
And,  happier  now  for  all  her  sighs, 

As  on  his  arm  her  head  reposes, 
She  Avliispers  liini,  witli  laughing  eyes, 

"  Remember,  love,  the  Feast  of  Roses  I " 


Fadladeen,  at  the  conclusion  of  tliis  Light  rhapsody,  took 
occasion  to  siun  up  his  opinion  of  tlie  yoimg  Cashmerian's 
poetry, — of  which,  he  trusted,  tliey  had  that  evening  heard 
the  last.  Having  recapitulated  the  epithets,  "fiivolous  " — 
"inharmonious" — "nonsensical,"  he  proceeded  to  say  that, 
viewing  it  in  tlie  most  favourable  light,  it  resembled  one  of 
those  Maldivian  boats,  to  v.hich  the  Princess  had  alluded 
in  the  relation  of  her  dream,' — a  shght,  gilded  thing,  sent 
adi'ift  ^\•iLhout  rudder  or  ballast,  and  witli  notliing  but 
vapid  sweets  and  faded  flowers  on  boai'd.  The  prufusion, 
indeed,  of  flowers  and  birds,  which  Oiis  Poet  had  ready  on 
all  occasions. — not  to  mention  de\\  s,  gems,  &c. — was  a  most 
oppressive  land  of  opulence  to  liis  hearers ;  and  had  the 
unlucl-y  effect  of  giving  to  his  style  all  the  glitter  of  tlie 
flower-gai'den  without  its  methcjd,  and  all  tlie  flutter  of  tlie 
a\'iaiy  wiUiout  its  song.  In  addition  to  tliis,  he  chose 
his  subjects  badly,  and  was  always  most  inspii'ed  by  tlia 
worst  pai-ts  of  tliem.  The  clianns  of  paganism,  the  merits 
of  rebellion, — these  were  the  tliemes  honoiu'ed  A^dth  liis  par- 
ticular endiusia.sm ;  and,  in  the  j)oem  just  recited,  one  of 
his  most  palatable  passages  was  in  praise  of  that  beverage 

'  Fiie  page  381. 
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of  tlie  Unfaithful,  mne ;  "  being,  perliai^s,"  said  lie,  relax- 
ing into  a  smile,  as  conscious  of  his  o^^'n  character  in  the 
haram  on  this  point,  "  one  of  those  bards,  whose  fancy 
owes  all  its  illumination  to  the  grape,  lilce  that  painted 
porcelain,  so  curious  and  so  rare,  whose  images  are  only 
visible  when  liquor  is  poui'ed  into  it."  Upon  the  whole  it 
was  his  opinion,  fi.-om  the  specimens  wliich  they  had  heard, 
and  wliich,  he  begged  to  say,  wei'e  the  most  tii'esome  part 
of  tlie  joiuTiej^  that — whatever  other  merits  tliis  well- 
dressed  young  gentleman  might  possess — poetiy  was  by  no 
means  his  proper  avocation :  "  and  indeed,"  concluded  the 
critic,  "  fi'om  liis  fondness  for  flowers  and  for  birds,  I 
would  ventnre  to  suggest  that  a  florist  or  a  bhd-catcher  ia 
a  much  more  suitable  calling  for  liim  than  a  poet." 

They  had  now  begun  to  ascend  those  barren  nioiuitaing, 
wliich  separate  Cashmere  from  the  rest  of  India ;  and,  aa 
the  heats  were  intolerable,  and  the  time  of  their  encamp- 
ments limited  to  the  few  hom's  necessary  for  refreshment 
and  repose,  there  was  an  end  to  all  their  deUghtful 
evenings,  and  Lalla  Rookli  saw  no  more  of  Feramorz. 
She  now  felt  that  lier  short  dream  of  happiness  was  over, 
and  that  she  had  notliing  but  the  recollection  of  its  few 
blissful  hours,  hke  the  one  draught  of  sweet  water  that 
serves  the  camel  across  the  wilderness,  to  be  her  heart's 
refreshment  diuing  the  di'eary  waste  of  life  that  was  before 
her.  The  blight  tliat  had  fallen  upon  her  spu'its  soon  found 
its  way  to  her  cheek,  and  her  ladies  saw  with  regret — though 
not  without  some  suspicion  of  the  cause — that  the  beauty 
of  their  mistress,  of  which  they  were  almost  as  proud  as 
of  their  own,  was  fast  vanishing  away  at  the  very  moment 
of  all  when  she  had  most  need  of  it.  "What  must  the  King 
of  Bucharia  feel,  when,  instead  of  the  lively  and  beautiful 
Lalla  Rookh,  whom  the  poets  of  Delhi  had  described  as 
more  perfect  than  the  divinest  images  in  the  House  of 
Azor,  he  should  receive  a  pale  and  inanimate  victtra,  upon 
whose  cheek  neither  health  nor  pleasui'e  bloomed,  and  from 
whose  eyes  Love  had  fled, — to  hide  himself  in  her  heart ! 

If  anytliing  could  have  charmed  away  the  melancholy  of 
her  sphits,  it  would  have  been  the  fresh  airs  and  enchant- 
ing scenery  of  that  Valley,  which  the  Persians  so  justly 
called  the  Unequalled.'  But  neither  the  coolness  of  its 
atmosphere,  so  luxmious  after  toUing  up  those  bare  and 
bui'ning  mountains — neither  the  splendour  of  the  minarets 
and  pagodas,  that  shone  out  from  the  depth  of  its  woods, 
nor  the  gi'ottos,   hermitages,   and  mh*acidous    foimtains, 
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which  make  eveiy  spot  of  that  region  holy  ground ; — neither 
the  countless  waterfalls,  tliat  rush  into  the  Valley  from 
all  those  high  and  romantic  mountains  tliat  enckcle  it,  nor 
the  fair  city  on  the  Lake,  whose  houses,  roofed  with  flowers, 
appeared  at  a  distance  like  one  vast  and  variegated  par- 
teiTe ; — not  all  these  wonders  and  glories  of  the  most 
lovely  comitry  under  the  sun  could  steal  her  heart  for  a 
minute  fi-om  tliose  sad  thoughts,  which  but  dai'kened  and 
gi-ew  bitterer  every  step  slie  advanced. 

The  gay  pomps  and  processions  tliat  met  her  upon 
her  entrance  into  the  Valley,  and  Uie  magnificence  with 
which  the  roads  all  along  were  decorated,  did  honour  to 
the  taste  and  gallantry  of  the  young  ICing.  It  was  night 
when  they  approached  the  city,  and,  for  the  last  two  miles, 
they  had  passed  under  arches,  thrown  from  hedge  to 
hedge,  festooned  with  only  tliose  rai-est  roses  from  which 
the  Altar  Gul,  more  precious  than  gold,  is  distilled,  and 
illmuuiated  in  ricli  and  fanciful  forms  with  lanterns  of  the 
triple-coloured  tortoise-she  loif  Pegu.  Sometimes,  from  a 
dai'k  wood  by  the  side  of  the  road,  a  display  of  fire\\orks 
would  break  out  so  sudden  and  so  brilhant,  that  a  Bramin 
might  tliink  he  saw  that  gi-ove,  in  whose  piu'plc  shade  the 
God  of  Battles  was  born,  bursting  into  a  flame  at  the 
moment  of  liis  birtli. — Wliile,  at  other  times,  a  quick  and 
pla\-ful  in-adiation  continued  to  biighten  all  tlie  fields  and 
gai'dens  by  wliich  they  passed,  fonning  a  line  of  dancing 
lights  along  the  horizon ;  like  tlie  meteors  of  the  north 
as  they  are  seen  by  tiiose  hmiters  who  pm-sue  the  -wliite  and 
blue  foxes  on  the  confines  of  tlie  Icy  Sea. 

These  ai-ches  and  fireworks  dehghted  the  ladies  of  the 
Princess  exceedingly;  and,  with  tlieir  usual  good  logic, 
they  deduced  from  his  taste  for  illmiunations  that  the  I^ig 
of  Bucharia  would  make  the  most  exemplary  husband 
imaginable.  Nor,  indeed,  could  LaEa  Rookh  herself  help 
feeling  the  kindness  and  splendom-  with  wliich  the  young 
bridegi'oom  welcomed  her ; — but  she  also  felt  how  painful 
is  the  gratitude  which  kindness  fr"om  those  we  cannot  love 
excites  :  and  that  theii-  best  blandishments  come  over  the 
heart  mth  all  tliat  chilling  and  deadly  sweetness  which 
we  can  fancy  in  the  cold,  odoriferous  wind  that  is  to  blow 
over  this  earth  in  the  last  days. 

The  marriage  was  fixed  for  the  moniing  after  her  arrival, 
when  she  was,  for  tiie  first  time,  to  be  presented  to  tlie 
monarch  in  that  imperial  palace  beyond  the  Lake,  called 
tiic  Shaliniai".  Though  a  night  of  more  wakeful  and 
anxious  thought  had  never  been  passed  in  the  Happy  Val- 
ley before,  yet,  when  she  rose  in  the  morning  and  her 
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ladies  came  round  her,  to  assist  in  the  adjustment  of  tlie 
bridal  ornaments,  they  thought  they  had  never  seen  her 
look  half  so  beautiful.  "What  she  had  lost  of  tlie  bloom 
and  radiancy  of  her  charms  was  more  than  made  up  by 
that  intellectual  expression,  that  soul  in  tlie  eyes,  which  is 
worth  all  the  rest  of  loveliness.  AVlien  they  had  tinged 
her  fingers  with  the  henna  leaf,  and  placed  upon  her  brow 
a  small  coronet  of  jewels,  of  the  shape  worn  by  the  ancient 
Queens  of  Bucharia,  they  flimg  over  her  head  the  rose- 
colom-ed  bridal  veil,  and  she  proceeded  to  the  barge  that 
was  to  convey  her  across  the  lake ; — fu'st  lussing,  witli  a 
moiu-nful  look,  the  little  amulet  of  corneHan  wliich  her 
fjather  liad  hung  about  her  neck  at  parting. 

The  morning  was  as  fan-  as  the  maid  upon \Aliose  nuptials 
it  rose,  and  the  sliining  Lake,  all  covered  with  boats,  the 
minstrels  plajdng  upon  tlie  shores  of  the  islands,  and  tlis 
crowded  siunmer-houses  on  the  gi'een  hills  around,  with 
shawls  and  banners  waving  from  tlieu*  roofs,  presented 
such  a  pictm-e  of  anhnated  rejoicing,  as  onl^-  she,  who  was 
tlie  object  of  it  all,  did  not  feel  with  transport.  To  Lalla 
Rookli  alone  it  was  a  melancholy  pageant ;  nor  could  she 
have  even  home  to  look  upon  the  scene,  were  it  not  for  a 
hope  that,  among  the  crowds  aroimd,  she  might  once  more 
perhaps  catch  a  glimpse  of  Feraiiiorz.  So  much  was  her 
imagination  haunted  by  this  thought,  that  there  was  scai-cely 
an  islet  or  boat  she  passed,  at  wliich  her  heart  did  not 
flutter  Avith  a  momentary  fancy  that  he  was  there.  Happy, 
in  her  eyes,  the  hmnblest  slave  upon  whom  the  light  of 
his  dear  looks  fell ! — In  the  barge  immediately  after  the 
Pi'incess  was  Fadladeen,  ^^ith  his  sillien  curtains  thrown 
widely  apart,  that  all  might  have  the  benefit  of  Ids  august 
presence,  and  ^^ith  his  head  full  of  the  speech  he  was  to 
dehver  to  the  ICing,  "  concerning  Feramorz,  and  Literature, 
and  the  chabidv,  as  connected  therewith." 

They  had  now  entered  the  canal  wliich  leads  from  the 
Lake  to  the  splendid  domes  and  saloons  of  the  Shalimar, 
and  ghded  on  thi'ough  gai-deus  ascendhig  from  each  bank, 
full  of  flowering  sluTibs  that  made  the  air  ail  perfume; 
wliile  from  the  middle  of  the  canal  rose  jets  of  water, 
smooth  and  mibroLien.  to  such  a  dazzhng  height,  tliat  they 
Btood  hke  pillars  of  diamond  in  the  sunshine.  After  sail- 
ing imder  the  arches  of  various  saloons,  they  at  length 
ai-rived  at  the  last  and  most  magnificent,  where  the  mon- 
arch awaited  the  coming  of  liis  bride ;  and  such  was  the 
agitation  of  her  heart  and  frame,  that  it  was  v.ith  difficulty 
she  walked  up  the  marble  steps,  v,iiicli  Avere  covered  -nith 
cloth  of  gold  for  her  ascent  from  the  barge.     At  thn  ecd  of 
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the  hall  stood  two  tlirones,  as  precious  as  the  Cerulean 
Tlu-one  of  Koolburga,  on  one  of  wliich  sat  Aliiis,  tlie 
youthful  I^ig  of  Bucluiria,  and  on  the  other  was,  in  a  few 
mhiutes,  to  be  placed  the  most  bcautil'ul  Princess  in  the 
world.^ — Immediately  upon  the  entrance  of  Lalla  Rookh 
into  the  saloon,  the  monarch  descended  from  his  tlirono  to 
meet  her;  but,  scarcely  had  he  time  to  lake  her  hand  in 
liis,  when  she  screamed  with  siu-prise  and  fainted  at  his 
feet.  It  was  Feramorz  himself  that  stood  before  her ! — 
Feraniorz  was,  himself,  the  Sovereign  of  Bucharia,  who  in 
this  disguise  had  accompanied  liis  young  bride  from  Dellii, 
and,  having  woii  her  love  as  an  humble  minsti'el,  now 
amply  deserved  to  enjoy  it  as  a  king. 

The  consternation  of  Fadladeen  at  tliis  discovery  was, 
for  tlie  moment,  almost  pitiable,  liut  change  of  opinion  is 
a  resom'ce  too  convenient  in  coiuls  for  tliis  experienced 
courtier  not  to  have  learned  to  avail  himself  of  it.  His 
criticisms  were  all,  of  course,  recanted  instantly ;  lie  was 
seized  witli  an  admiration  of  the  Iving's  verses,  as  un- 
bounded as,  he  begged  liim  to  beheve,  it  was  disinterested  , 
and  the  following  week  saw  liitn  in  possession  of  an  addi- 
tional place,  swearing  by  all  the  saints  of  Islam  tliat  never 
liad  tliere  existed  so  gieat  a  poet  as  tlie  monarch,  Aliris, 
find  ready  to  prescribe  his  favourite  regimen  of  tlie  chabuk 
for  every  man,  woman,  and  cliild  that  dared  to  thiiili  other- 
wise. 

Of  the  happiness  of  the  King  and  Queen  of  Bucliaria, 
after  such  a  beginning,  there  can  be  but  little  doubt ;  and, 
among  the  lesser  s-snnptoras,  it  is  recorded  of  Loila  Rookh, 
that,  to  tlie  day  of  her  death,  in  memory  of  their  dehglit- 
ful  journey,  she  never  called  tlie  liing  by  any  other  name 
than  Feramorz. 
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I  OH, 

I  INTEBCEPTED  LETTERS. 


PREFzVCE  TO  THE  ORIGINAL  EDITION. 

The  Bag,  from  which  the  foUowing  Letters  are  selected, 
was  dropped  by  a  Twopenny  Postman  about  two  months 
since,  and  picked  np  by  an  emissary  of  the  Society  for  the 
S — pp — ss — n  of  V — e,  who,  supposing  it  might  materially 
assist  the  private  researches  of  that  institution,  imme- 
diately took  it  to  his  employers  and  was  rewarded  hand- 
somely for  his  trouble.  Such  a  treasury  of  secrets  was 
worth  a  whole  host  of  informers ;  and,  accordingly,  Like 
the  Cupids  of  the  poet  (if  I  may  use  so  profane  a  simile), 
who  "  feU  at  odds  aliout  the  sweet-bag  of  a  bee,"'  those 
venerable  Suppressors  ahnost  fought  -nith  each  other  for 
the  honour  and  delight  of  first  ransacking  tlie  Post-Bag. 
Unluckily,  however,  it  turned  out,  upon  examination,  that 
the  discoveries  of  profligacy  which  it  enabled  them  to 
malte,  lay  chiefly  in  those  upper  regions  of  society  which 
their  well-bred  regulations  forbid  them  to  molest  or  meddle 
with.  In  consequence,  they  gained  but  very  few  victims 
by  tlieir  prize,  and,  after  lying  for  a  week  or  two  under 
Mr.  H — tch — d's  counter,  the  Bag,  -with  its  violated  con- 
tents, vv'as  sold  for  a  tiifle  to  a  friend  of  mine. 

It  happened  that  I  had  been  just  tlien  seized  with  an 
ambition  (having  never  tided  the  strength  of  my  wing  but 
in  a  newspaper)  to  pubHsli  sometliing  or  other  in  the 
shape  of  a  book ;  and  it  occm-red  to  me  tliat,  tlie  present 
being  such  a  letter- writing  era,  a  few  of  these  Twopenny 
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Ptist  Epistles,  tiu-ned  into  easy  verse,  would  be  as  light 
and  popiilai*  a  task  as  I  coiild  possibly  select  for  a  com- 
mencement. I  did  not  tliink  it  pmdent,  however,  to  give 
too  many  Letters  at  first,  and,  accordingly,  have  been 
obhged  (in  order  to  eke  out  a  sufficient  number  of  pages) 
to  reprint  some  of  those  ti'illes  Avhich  had  ali'eady  appeai-ed 
in  the  public  jovmials.  As  in  the  battles  of  ancient  times, 
the  shades  of  the  depaiied  were  sometimes  seen  among  the 
combatants,  so  I  thought  I  miglit  remedy  tlie  thinness  of 
my  ranks,  by  conjuiing  up  a  few  dead  and  forgotten 
ephemerons  to  fiU  them. 

Such  are  the  motives  and  accidents  that  led  to  the  pre- 
sent pubUcation  ;  and  as  tliis  is  tlie  first  time  my  ]^.luse  has 
ever  ventured  out  of  the  go-cai't  of  a  newspaper,  though  I 
feel  all  a  parent's  dcHght  at  seemg  little  ]\Iiss  go  alone,  I 
am  also  not  witliout  a  parent's  anxiety,  lest  an  unlucky  fall 
should  be  the  consequence  of  tlie  experiment ;  and  I  need 
not  poiut  out  the  many  livmg  instances  there  ai'e,  of  ^Musea 
that  have  suffered  severely  ia  tlicu-  heads  from  taldng  too 
early  and  rashl}'  to  their  feet.  Besides,  a  book  is  so  very 
diflerent  a  tiling  fi.-om  a  newspaper ! — ^in  tlie  fonner,  your 
doggerel,  witliout  either  company  or  shelter,  must  stand 
shivering  in  tlie  middle  of  a  bleak  white  page  by  itself; 
whereas,  in  the  latter,  it  is  comfortably  backed  by  ad- 
vei-tisements,  and  has  sometimes  even  a  speech  of  Mr. 
St — ph — n's,  or  sometliing  equally  wai-m,  for  a  chauf^'e-jiiS 
— so  tlKit,  in  general,  the  very  reverse  of  "  laudaiur  et 
alget "  is  its  destiny. 

Ambition,  however,  must  run  some  risks,  and  I  shall  be 
veiy  well  satisfied  if  tlie  reception  of  tliese  few  Letters 
should  have  tlie  effect  of  sending  me  to  tlie  Post- Bag 
for  more. 

Mwcfc  4, 1>IS. 
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LETTER  I. 

EHOM    THE   PR — NC SS   CH E   OF  W S   TO    THE 

LADY   B — RB A   A SHL Y.* 

My  dear  Lady  Bab,  you'll  be  sbock'd,  I'm  afraid, 
V\1ien  3'ou  hear  the  sad  nimpus  j-our  Ponies  have  made 
Since  the  time  of  horse-consixls  (now  long  out  of  date), 
No  nags  ever  made  such  a  stu-  in  the  State  ! 

Lord  Eld — n  first  heard — and  as  histautly  pray'd  he 

To  God  and  liis  Iviag — that  a  Popish  young  lady 

(For  though  you've  bright  eyes  and  twelve  thousand  a  year, 

It  is  still  but  too  true  you're  a  Papist,  my  dear-) 

Had  iusidiously  sent,  by  a  tall  Irish  gi-oom, 

Tavo  priest-ridden  Ponies,  just  landed  fi-om  Rome, 

And  so  full,  little  rogues,  of  pontLficfJ  tricks, 

That  the  dome  of  St.  Paul's  was  scarce  safe  fi."om  their  kicks ! 

Oif  at  once  to  Papa,  in  a  fliu-ry,  he  flies — 

For  Papa  alvrays  does  what  these  statesmen  advise, 

On  condition  that  they'll  be,  in  tiu-n,  so  polite 

As,  in  no  case  whate'er,  to  ad\'ise  Mm  too  right — 

"  Pretty  dohigs  are  here,  sir,"  he  angiily  cries, 

"Wiiile  by  dint  of  dark  eyebrows  he  strives  to  look  wise , 

"  'Tis  a  scheme  of  the  Romanists,  so  help  me  God  ! 

To  ride  over  your  most  Royal  Highness  rough-shod — 

Excuse,  sir,  my  tears — they're  fr-om  loyalt}''s  soui'ce — 

Bad  enough  'twas  for  Troy  to  be  sack'd  by  a  Horse, 

But  for  us  to  be  ruia'd  by  Ponies  still  worse ! " 

Quick  a  Coimcil  is  caU'd — the  whole  Cabinet  sits — 
The  Archbishops  declare,  fiighten'd  out  of  their  wits, 
That  if  vile  Popish  Ponies  should  eat  at  my  manger, 
From  that  awful  moment  tlie  Church  is  in  danger ! 
As,  give  them  but  stabhng,  and  shortl}^  no  stalls 
V/ill  suit  their  proud  stomachs  but  those  at  St.  Paul's. 

The  Doctor  and  he,  the  devout  Man  of  Leather, 
V — ns — tt — t,  now  lajdng  their  Saint-heads  together, 
Declare  that  these  sldttish  young  a-bominations 
Are  clearly  foretold  in  Chap.  vi.  Revelations — 
Nay,  they  verily  think  they  could  point  out  tlie  one 
Vtliich  tlie  Doctor's  fiiend  Death  was  to  canter  upon  ! 

t  Q'his  young  lady,  who  is  a  r.onian  Catholic,  haa  lately  made  a  present  0/ 
«qme  beautiful  Ponies  tc  the  Pr— 11c— ss. 
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Lord  H — rx — by,  hoping  that  no  one  imputes 
To  Uie  Coiu't  any  fancy  t9  persecute  brutes, 
Protests,  on  tlie  uord  of  himself  and  his  cronies. 
That  had  these  fnid  creatui-es  been  Asses,  not  Ponies, 
Tlie  Court  would  have  started  no  sort  of  objection. 
As  Asses  were,  tliere,  always  sure  of  protection. 

"  If  tlie  Pr — nc — ss  xdU  keep  fliem."  says  Lord  G — stl— 

"  To  make  them  quite  harmless  the  only  true  way 

Is  (as  certain  Cliief-Justices  do  witli  their  wives) 

To  flog  them  wiOiin  lialf  an  inch  of  tlieir  lives — 

If  they've  any  bad  Irish  blood  lurking  about, 

This  (he  knew  bj'  experience)  would  soon  di-aw  it  out." 

Or — if  tliis  be  tliought  cruel — liis  Lovdsliip  proposes 

"  The  new  Velo  snaffle  to  bind  down  tlieir  noses — 

A  pi-etty  contiivance,  made  out  of  old  cliains, 

Wliich  appears  to  indulge,  while  it  doubly  restrains ; 

Which,  however  high-mettled,  then-  gamesorncness  checkis," 

Adds  his  Lordsliip,  Imraanely,  '•  or  else  break  tlicir  necks  ! " 

This  proposal  received  pretty  general  applause 

From  tlie  Statesmen  around — and  the  neck-brcaldng  clause 

Had  a  vigoiu-  about  it,  which  soon  reconciled 

Even  Eld — n  himself  to  a  measiu-e  so  mild. 

So  the  snaffles,  my  dear,  were  agi'ced  to,  nern.  con. 

And  my  Lord  C — stl — r — gh,  having  so  often  shone 

In  HiQ  fettering  line,  is  to  buclde  them  on. 

I  shall  drive  to  your  door  in  these  Vetos  some  day. 
But,  at  present,  adieu  ! — I  must  huiTy  away 
To  go  see  my  Mamma,  as  I'm  sulfer'd  to  meet  her 
For  just  half  an  hour  by  the  Qu — n's  best  repeater. 

C E. 


I 


LETTER  II. 

IBOM  COLONEL  M'M — H N  TO  0 LD  TR — NO — 8 

L — OKIE,  ESQ. 

Dear  sir,  I've  just  had  time  to  look 
Into  your  very  learned  book,' 
Wherein — as  pLiiu  as  man  can  speak, 
Whose  Enghsh  is  half  modern  Greek — 
You  prove  tliat  we  can  ne'er  intrench 
Oui-  happy  isles  against  the  French, 

'  See  the  last  number  of  the  B'.dinbargh  Revie'S'. 


^ 
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Till  Roj'alty  in  England  's  made 
A  miicli  more  independent  trade — 
In  short,  until  the  House  of  Guelph 
Lays  Lords  and  Conuuons  on  the  shelf, 
And  boldly  sets  iip  for  itself ! 

All  that  can  well  be  understood 
In  tliis  said  book  is  vastly  good ; 
And,  as  to  n^hat  's  iii  comprehensible, 
I  dare  be  sworn  'tis  full  as  sensible. 

But — to  your  work's  immortal  credit — 

The  P e,  good  su*,  the  P e  has  read  it; 

(The  only  book,  himself  remarks, 
Which  he  has  read  since  Mrs.  Clarke's.) 
Lnst  Levee-morn  he  look'd  it  through, 
During  that  awfiil  hour  or  t^'o 
Of  gi-ave  tonsorial  preparation, 
V/liich,  to  a  fond,  admiring  nation. 
Sends  forth,  announced  by  trump  and  drum, 
The  best-mgg'd  P e  in  Cliristendom  ! 
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He  thinks  mth  you,  th'  imagination 
Of  partncrsldjy  in  legislation 
Could  only  enter  in  the  noddles 
Of  dull  and  ledger-keepmg  twaddles, 
Whose  heads  om  firms  are  running  so, 
They  e'en  must  have  a  King  and  Co. ; 
And  hence,  too,  eloquently  show  forth 
On  checks  and  balances,  and  so  forth. 

But  now,  he  trusts,  we're  coming  near  a 

Better  and  more  royal  era; 

When  England's  monarch  need  but  say, 

"  "Wliip  me  those  scoundrels,  C — stl — r — gh  !' 

Or — "  Hang  me  up  those  Papists.  Eld — n!" 

And  'twill  be  done — aye,  faitli,  and  well  done. 

With  view  to  wHch,  I've  his  command 

To  beg,  SU-,  from  yoiu-  tiavell'd  hand 

(Round  wliich  the  foreign  gi-aces  swarm) 

A  plan  of  radical  Ptefonn  ; 

Compiled  and  chosen,  as  best  you  can, 

In  Tui-key  or  at  Ispahan, 

And  quite  upturning,  branch  and  root, 

Lords,  Commons,  and  Burdett  to  boot ! 

But,  pray,  whate'er  you  may  impart,  widte 
Somewhat  more  brief  than  Major  C — rtAvr — ght 
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Else,  though  the  P e  be  long  in  rigging, 

'Twould  take,  at  least,  a  fortnight's  wigging,— 
Two  "udgs  to  every  paragraph — 
Before  he  well  could  get  tlurough  half. 

You'U  send  it  also  speedily — 
As,  trutli  to  say,  'twixt  j'ou  and  me. 
His  Highness,  heated  by  your  work, 
Already  thinks  Idiuself  Grand  Tui'k  ! 
And  you'd  have  laugh'd,  liad  you  seen  how 
He  scared  tlie  Cli — nc — 11 — r  just  now, 
"When  (on  Ids  Lordsliip's  entering  puff'd)  he 
Slapp'd  liis  back  and  caU'd  liim  "  Mufli  !" 

The  tailors,  too,  have  got  commands, 
To  put  (hrectly  into  hands 
AU  sorts  of  duhmans  and  pouches, 
"With  sashes,  turbans,  and  paboutches 
(While  Y — rm — th  's  sketching  out  a  plan 
Of  new  Moustaches  d>  VOttomaue), 
And  all  tilings  littmg  and  expedient 
To  turl;ifij  our  gracious  R — g — nt ! 

You,  therefore,  have  no  time  to  waste — 
So,  send  your  System. — 

Youi-s,  in  haste. 

Postscript. 

Before  I  send  this  scrawl  away, 

I  seize  a  moment,  just  to  saj^, 

Tliere  's  some  parts  of  the  Turlush  system 

So  vulgar,  'twere  as  well  you  niiss'd  'em. 

For  instance — in  Seraf/lio  matters — 

Your  Turk,  whom  gu'lish  fondness  liatters, 

Would  fill  his  haram  (tasteless  fool !) 

W^ith  tittering,  red-cheek'd  tilings  from  school ; 

But  here  (as  in  that  faiiy  laud. 

Where  Love  and  Age  Avent  hand  in  hand ;  ^ 

Wliere  lips,  tUl  sixty,  shed  no  honey. 

And  gi-andams  were  worth  any  money) 

Our  Sultan  has  much  riper  notions ; 

So,  let  your  list  of  s7«(?-promotions 

The  Jearaed  Colonel  must  allude  here  to  &  description  of  the  Mysterioni 
Isle,  in  the  History  of  Abdalla,  snn  of  Hanif,  where  such  iiiversioMs  of  tha 
order  of  nature  are  said  to  have  taken  place: — ''A  score  of  old  women  and  the 
same  number  of  old  men  played  liere  Htid  there  in  the  court,  some  nt  cliuck- 
fartliins,  others  at  tip-cat,  or  at  cockles."  And  atraui; — "There  is  nothing,  be- 
lieve me,  more  eu'-'aiitii  than  those  lovely  wrinkles,"  &c.,  fee— See  Tales  of  tUe 
East,  vol.  iii.  pp.  607,  608. 
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Include  those  only,  plmiip  and  sage, 
Wlio've  reacli'd  the  regulation-age  ; 
That  is — as  Jiear  as  one  can  fix 
From  Peerage  dates — full  fifty-six. 

This  rule  's  iox  fav  rites — nothing  more — 
For,  as  to  wives,  a  Grand  Signor, 
Though  not  decidedly  without  them, 
Need  never  cai-e  one  cui-se  ahout  them ! 
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LETTER  III. 


FPvOJI   G.   B.    TO   THE   E- 


01-    V- 


We  miss'd  you  last  night  at  the  "hoary  old  sinner's,' 
Who  gave  us,  as  usual,  tlie  cream  of  good  dinners — 
His  soups  scientific — liis  fishes  qmte  prime — 
His  pates  superb — and  liis  cutlets  sublime ! 
In  short,  'twas  the  snug  sort  of  dinner  to  stir  a 

Stoniacliic  orgasm  m  my  Lord  E gli, 

Who  set  to,  to  be  sure,  witli  miraculous  force, 

And  exclaira'd,  between  moutlifuls,  "aZ/c'-Cook,  of  coiu'se! — 

"While  you  live — (What's  there  under  that  cover,  pray, 

look)— 
While  you  Uve — (I'll  just  taste  it) — ne'er  keep  a  She-Cook, 
'Tis  a  sound  Salic  Law — (a  small  bit  of  tliat  toast) — 
Wliich  ordains  that  a  female  shall  ne'er  rule  the  roast; 
For  Cookery  's  a  secret — (this  tm'lle  s  uncormuon) — 
Like  jMasomy,  never  found  out  by  a  woman  !" 
The  dinner,  you  know,  was  in  gay  celebration 
Of  my  brilhant  trimnph  and  H — nt's  condemnation  ; 

A  compUment,  too,  to  liis  Lordship  the  J e 

For  his  speech   to  the   J — y — and   zounds!    who  would 

gi-udge 
Turtle-soup,  though  it  came  to  five  guineas  a  bowl, 
To  reward  such  a  loyal  and  complaisant  soul  ? 
We  were  all  in  high  gig — Roman  pimch  and  Tokay 
TraveU'd  roimd,  tiU  our  heads  traveU'd  just  the  same  way; 
And  we  cared  not  for  jmies  or  hbels — no — damme  !  nor 
E'en  for  the  tlu-eats  of  last  Simday's  Examiner  ! 
More  good  things  were  eaten  than  said — but  TomT — ^itIi— t 
In  quoting  Joe  MiUer,  you  loiow,  has  some  merit. 
And,  hearing  the  stm-dy  Justiciary  Chief 
Say — sated  with  turtle — "I'U  now  try  the  beef" — 
Tomony  whisper'd  liim  (giving  his  Lordship  a  sly  liit) 
"  I  fear  'twill  be  hung-heef,  my  Lord,  if  you  try  it ! 

1  This  letter,  as  the  reader  will  perceive,  was  written  the  dav  after  a  dinnei 
given  by  the  M of  H— d — t. 
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And  C — md — 11  was  there,  who,  tliat  morning,  had  gone 
To  fit  liis  new^  Marquis's  coronet  on ; 
And  the  dish  set  before  Imn — oh,  disli  well-devised ! — 
Was,  what  old  Mother  Glasse  calls,  "  a  calf 's-head  sur- 
prised ! " 

The  brains  weue  near ;  and  once  they'd  been  fin 

But,  of  late,  they  had  lain  so  long  soaldng  in  wine. 
That,  however  we  still  might,  in  courtesy,  call 
Thorn  a  fine  dish  of  brauis,  tliej^  were  no  brains  at  all 

When  the  dinner  was  over,  we  drank,  eveiy  one 
In  a  bumper,  "  the  venial  delights  of  Crhn.  Con." 
At  w  hich  H — d — t  ^^'ith  warm  reminiscences  gloated. 
And  E — b'l* — li  chuckled  to  hear  liimself  quoted. 

Our  next  round  of  toasts  was  a  fancy  quite  new. 
For  we  dranli — and  you'll  own  'twas  benevolent  too — 
To  those  well-meaning  husbands,  cits,  parsons,  or  peers, 
Wliom  we've,  any  time,  honour'd  by  kissing  their  dears  : 
Tliis  museum  of  wittols  was  comical  rather; 
Old  H — d— t  gave  M y,  and  /  gave . 

In  short,  not  a  soul  tUl  this  morning  would  budge — 

We  were  all  fun  and  frolic! — and  even  the  J e 

Laid  aside,  for  the  time,  liis  juiudicial  fashion, 

And  thi'ough  the  whole  night  was  not  once  in  a  passion ! 

I  ■\\Tife  this  in  bed,  wliile  my  whiskers  are  aii'ing, 

And  M — c  has  a  sly  dose  of  jalap  preparing 

For  poor  T — mrny  T — rr — t  at  ))reakfast  to  quaflf — 

As  I  feel  I  want  something  to  give  me  a  laugli.  . 

And  there  's  notliing  so  good  as  old  T — mmy,  kept  close  f. 

To  liis  Cornwall  accoimts,  sifter  taldng  a  dose  !  ? 


LETTER  IV. 

FROM    THE   RIGHT    HON.    P — TR CK   D G N — N,   TO   THB 

KIGHX    HON.    SIR   J HN    N CH L. 

Dnbliu.  I 
Last  week,  dear  N — ch — 1,  making  merry 
At  diuner  witli  our  Secretaiy, 
When  all  were  cbunk,  or  pretty  near 

(The  time  for  doing  business  here),  % 

Says  he  to  me,  "  Sweet  Bully  Bottom! 
These  Papist  dogs — hiccup — od  rot  'em ! 

•  This  letter,  which  coutaiiied  some  very  heavy  inclosures,  oeemB  to  hara 
beeu  sent  to  London  by  a  private  hand,  and  theu  put  into  the  Twopenny  PosW 
Office,  to  save  trouble. — See  the  A.pi)enUix, 
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Deserve  to  be  bespatter'cl — liiccup — 
With  all  the  dirt  e'en  you,  can  picls;  up — 
But,  as  the  P e — (here  's  to  liiia — fill- 
Hip,  hip,  luu-ra!) — is  trying  still 
To  humbug  them  Avith  Idncl  professions, 
And,  as  you  deal  m  strong  expressions — 
'  Rogue '     '  traitor' — liiccup — and  all  that — 
You  must  be  muzzled,  Doctor  Pat ! — 
You  must  indeed — hiccup  —that 's  flat." — 

Yes — "  muzzled"  \vas  the  word,  Su'  John — 

These  fools  have  clapp'd  a  muzzle  on 

The  boldest  mouth  that  e'er  ran  o'er 

With  slaver  of  the  times  of  yore ! ' — 

Was  it  for  tliis  that  back  I  went 

As  far  as  Laterau  and  Trent, 

To  prove  that  they,  who  damn'd  us  then, 

Ought  now.  in  turn,  be  damn'd  again  ? — • 

The  silent  victun  stni  to  sit 

Of  Gr — ^tt — ^n's  fire  and  C — nn — g's  wit, 

To  hear  e'en  noisy  M — th — w  gabble  on. 

Nor  mention  once  the  W — e  of  Babylon  ? 

Oil !  'tis  too  much — who  now  will  ba 

The  Nightman  of  No -Popery  ? 

What  courtier,  saint,  or  even  bishop. 

Such  learned  filtli  will  ever  fish  up  ? 

If  there  among  our  ranks  be  one 

To  take  my  place,  'tis  tliov,  Sir  John — 

Thou — who,  \\k&  me,  art  dubb'd  Right  Hon. 

Like  me,  too,  art  a  La^vj'er  Civil 

That  -wishes  Papists  at  the  devil ! 

To  whom  then  but  to  thee,  my  friend, 

Should  Patrick '  liis  portfoho  send  ? 

Take  it — 'tis  thine — his  leai'n'd  portfolio. 

With  all  its  theologic  olio 

Of  Bulls,  half  Irisli  and  half  Pioman, — 

Of  Doctrines,  now  believed  by  no  man — 

Of  Coimcils,  held  for  men's  salvation, 

Yet  alvv'ays  ending  in  damnation — 

(Which  shows  tliat,  since  the  world's  creation, 

Yoiu'  priests,  whate'er  theii'  gentle  shamming. 

Have  always  had  a  taste  for  damning) 

I  la  sending  this  sliect  to  tlie  press,  liowever,  I  learn  that  the  "muzzle"  Ima 
been  tukcii  oil',  and  llio  Ri^'lit  Hon.  Doctor  let  loose  again. 

a  Tliis  is  a  bud  uame  fur  poetry ;  but  U — geu — n  is  worse.    As  Prudentiut 
easy  upon  a  very  different  suliject — 

"  torquetur  Apollo 
Nomine  percussus." 
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And  many  more  such  pious  scraps, 

To  prove  (what  ■^^■e've  long  proved  perhaps) 

That,  mad  as  Christians  used  to  be 

About  the  Thirteenth  Centuiy, 

There's  lots  of  Christians  to  be  had 

In  tliis,  tlie  Nineteenth,  just  as  mad  ! 

FiU'ewell — I  send  ^^dth  this,  dear-  N — ch — 1 ! 
A  rod  or  two  I've  had  in  pickle 
AVhereA\-ith  to  trim  old  Gr — tt — n's  jacket. — 
The  rest  shall  go  by  ^londays  packet. 

P.P. 


t; 


Among  the  inclnsures  in  thfi  foregnhig  Letter  was  the  follow^ 
ing  "  Unanswerable  Argument  against  the  Pajnsts." 

*  *  * 
We're  told  the  ancient  Roman  nation 
Made  use  of  spittle  in  lustration.' — 
(A'^ide  Lactantiiuu  ap.  GalliBVun — * 

i.  e.  j'ou  need  not  rend  but  see  'em) 
Now,  Irish  Papists  (fact  surpiising !) 
Make  use  of  spittle  in  baptizing, 
"\^niich  proves  them  all,  O'Finns,  O'Fagana, 
Connors,  and  Toolcs,  aU  downright  Psgans ! 
Tliis  fact 's  enough — let  no  one  tell  us 
To  fi'ee  such  sad,  salivnus  fellows — 
No — no — the  man,  baptized  with  spittle, 
Hath  no  trutli  in  liim — not  a  tittle ! 

*  *  ♦ 


LETTER  V. 


FROM    THE   COUNTESS   DOWAGER   OF   C- 
LADY   . 


TO 


My  dear  Lady 


I've  been  just  sending  out 


About  five  hundred  cards  for  a  snug  little  rout- 

(By  the  bye.  you've  seen  Rokebj'? — this  moment  got  min€ 

The  Mail- Coach  edition^ — prodigiously  fine !) 


■  lustralibus  aiitfe  salivis 


Expiat. — Pers.  Sat.  2. 

2  1  nave  taken  the  trouble  of  examiniiii  the  Doctor's  referenoe  here,  and  find 
him,  for  once,  correct.  The  folldwing  are  the  woids  of  his  indignant  n-feree 
Gallrens; — "Assererc  non  vereniiir  sacrum  l)Hii*i?nium  a  Papistis  profanari,  et 
gputi  iisum  in  pec-catunnn  expiatione  a  Paganis  non  a  Christianis  mannsse." 

3  See  Mr.  Murray's  adrertisement  about  the  Alail-Coach  copies  of  Rokeby. 


#■ 


^ 


j^'.'^iigp        II  '  .wi  J      III      1.1    ri       I  I.J  1      MMll         I  ^  OJ'' 

\  THE    TWOPENNY  POST-BAG.  449 


But  I  can't  conceive  how,  in  tliis  very  cold  weatlier, 
I'm  ever  to  bilng  my  five  liundred  together  ; 
As,  unless  the  thermometer  's  near  boiling  heat, 
One  can  never  get  hah'  of  one's  hundreds  to  meet — 
(Apropos — you'd  have  laugh'd  to  see  Townsend,  last  night, 
Escort  to  their  chau's,  with  his  staff  so  pohte. 
The  "  three  maiden  Miseries,"  aU  in  a  fright ! 
Poor  Townsend,  hlje  Mercury,  filling  two  posts, 
Supeiwisor  of  thieves,  and  cliief  usher  of  ghosts !) 

But,  my  dear  Lady !  can't  you  hit  on  some  notion, 

At  least  for  one  night  to  set  London  in  motion  ? — 
As  to  having  the  R, — g — nt,  that  show  is  gone  by — 
Besides,  I've  remark'd  that  (between  you  and  I) 
The  Marchesa  and  he,  inconvenient  in  more  ways, 
Have  taken  much  lately  to  whispering  in  doorways  ; 
"Which — considering,  you  know,  dear,  the  size  of  the  two- 
Makes  a  block  that  one's  company  cannot  get  through, 
And  a  house  such  as  mine  is,  with  doorways  so  small, 
Has  no  room  for  such  cumbersome  love-work  at  aU ! — 
I  (Apropos,  though,  of  love-work — you've  heard  it,  I  hope, 

'f.  That  Napoleon's  old  Mother  's  to  marry  the  Pope, — 

,'  What  a  comical  paii' !) — but,  to  stick  to  my  rout, 

f  'Twill  be  hai-d  if  some  novelty  cant  be  struck  out. 

I  Is  tliere  no  Algertne,  no  Kamchatkan,  arrived  ? 

\  No  Plenipo  Pacha,  tlu-ee-taU'd  and  ten-wived? 

No  Russian,  whose  dissonant  consonant  name 
Almost  rattles  to  fragments  the  trumpet  of  Fame  ? 

I  remember  the  tiuie,  tlu'ee  or  four  mnters  back, 
"When — provided  thefr  \vigs  were  but  decently  black — 
A  few  patriot  monsters,  from  Spaui,  were  a  sight 
That  would  people  one's  house  for  one,  night  after  night. 
But — whetlier  the  Ministers  pdiv'd  them  too  much  — 
(And  you  know  how  tliey  spoil  whatsoever  they  touch) 
Or  whether  Lord  G — rge  (the  young  man  about  townj 
Has,  by  dint  of  bad  poetry,  written  them  down — 
One  has  certainly  lost  one's  peiiinsular  rage, 
And  the  only  sfray  patriot  seen  for  an  age 
Has  been  at  such  places  (tliink,  how  the  fit  cools) 
As  old  Mrs.  V n's  or  Lord  L — v — rp — I's  ! 

But,  in  slioii;,  my  dear,  names  like  "Wintztschitstopsehin- 

zoudlioff 
Ai'e  the  only  thmgs  now  malve  an  evening  go  smooth  off— 
So,  get  me  a  Russian — till  death  I'm  your  debtor — 
If  he  brings  tlie  whole  alphabet,  so  much  the  better. 
And — Lord  !  if  he  would  but,  in  character,  sup 
Off  his  fish-oil  and  candles,  he'd  quite  set  me  up ! 
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Au  revoir,  my  sweet  girl — I  must  leave  you  in  haste— 
Little  Gunter  has  brought  me  the  Uqueurs  to  taste. 

Postscript. 

By  tlie  bye,  have  you  found  any  fiiencl  that  can  conetrus 
Tliat  Latm  account,  t'other  clay,  of  a  Monster  ? ' 
If  we  can't  get  a  Russian,  and  that  thiiKj  in  Latin 
Be  not  too  improper,  I  tliink  I'll  bring  that  iu. 


LETTER  VI. 

FROM    ABDALI.AH,'   IN   LONDON,   TO   JIOHASSAN,   IN    I9^AHAI». 

Whilst  tliou,  Mohassan,  (happy  thou !) 
Dost  daily  bend  thy  loyal  brow 
Before  our  I^ig — oiu*  Asia's  ti-easiu'c ! 
Nutmeg  of  Comfort !  Rose  of  Pleasiu'e  I — 
And  bear'st  as  many  kicks  and  bruises 
As  the  said  Rose  and  Nutmeg  chooses  ; — • 
Thy  head  still  near  the  bowstring's  borders, 
And  but  loft  on  till  further  orders ! — 
Tlirough  London  sfa'cets,  wth  tiuban  fair. 
And  caftan,  floating  to  the  air, 
I  saunter  on — the  admiration 
Of  tliis  short-coated  population — 
This  sew'd-up  race — tliis  button'd  nation-— 
Who,  wliile  tlicy  boast  tlieir  laws  so  iree, 
Leave  not  one  limb  at  liberty, 
But  Live,  with  all  tlieu-  lordly  speeches, 
The  slaves  of  buttons  and  tight  breeches  ! 

Yet,  though  they  thus  theu*  knee-pans  fetter 
(They're  Cliristians,  and  they  know  no  better*), 
In  wine  things  tliey're  a  tb inking  nation — 
And,  on  Religious  Toleration, 
I  own  I  like  theh  notions  quite, 
They  ai-e  so  Persian  and  so  right ! 

1  Alluding,  1  si'ppoa?,  to  the  Latin  advertiBement  of  a  Lnsns  Natnrse  fn  the 
newspapers  lately. 

*  1  have  made  irany  inquiries  ahout  this  Persian  gentleman,  but  cannot 
satisfactorily  ascertain  who  he  is.  From  his  notions  of  religious  liberty,  how- 
ever, I  conclude  that  he  is  an  importation  of  Ministers;    and  he  is  arrived 

just  in  time  to  assist  the  P e  and  Mr.  L — ck— e  in  their  new  Oiicntal  plan 

of  reform.— See  the  second  of  these  Letters.  IIow  Abdallah's  epiitle  to  Ispa- 
han found  its  way  into  the  Twopenny  Post-Bag  is  more  than  1  can  pretend  to 
acconntf  or. 

"C'est  un  honnfite  homme,"  said  a  Turkish  governor  of  De  Kuyter,  "c'Mt 
g:rand  dommage  qu'il  soit  Chretieu  " 
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You  know  oiu'  Siumites,'  liateM  dogs  ! 

Whom  every  pious  Sliiite  Hogs 

Or  longs  to  flog' — 'tis  true,  they  pray 

To  God,  but  in  an  ill-bred  way  , 

"With  neither  arms,  nor  legs,  nor  faces 

Stuck  in  their  right,  canonic  places !  '^ 

'Tis  tnie  they  worsJiip  Ali's  name — * 

Tlieir  heaven  and  ours  ai'e  just  tlie  same — 

(A  Persian's  heaven  is  easily  made, 

'Tis  but — black  eyes  and  lemonade). 

Yet — though  we've  tried  for  centuiies  back- — 

We  can't  persuade  the  stubborn  pack, 

By  bastinadoes,  screws,  or  nippers,     ' 

To  weax  th'  establish'd  pea-green  slippers  !• 

Then — only  thuili — the  Ubertines  ! 

They  wash  their  toes — they  comb  theii*  cliins* — 

With  many  more  sucli  deadlj'  sins  ! 

And  (what 's  the  worst,  though  last  I  rank  it) 

Beheve  the  Chapter  of  the  Blanket ! 

Yet,  spite  of  tenets  so  flagitious, 

(Which  must,  at  bottom,  be  seditious  , 

As  no  man  living  would  refuse 

Green  shppers,  but  from  treasonous  views. 

Nor  wash  liis  toes,  but  mth  intent 

To  overtiu'n  the  Government !) 

Such  is  our  mild  and  tolerant  way, 

We  only  curse  them  t\vice  a  day 

(According  to  a  form  that  's  set), 

And,  fai*  fi-om  tortiuing,  only  let 

All  orthodox  believers  beat  'em, 

And  twitch  their  beai-ds,  where'er  they  meet  'em. 

'  Sunnitcs  and  Shiites  are  the  two  leading  sects  into  wliich  the  Mahometi>n 
world  is  divided;  and  they  liave  gone  on  cursing  and  perseculing  each  other, 
witliout  any  intermission,  for  about  eleven  liundred  jears.  Tlie  Sunni  is  tlie 
established  sect  in  Turkey,  and  the  Shia  in  Persia;  and  the  differeurcs  between 
them  turn  chiefly  upon  those  important  points  which  our  pious  fiiend  Abdallah 
in  the  true  spirit  of  Shiite  ascendancy,  reprobates  in  this  letler. 

*  "  Les  Sunnites,  qui  fitoient  coninie  les  Catliolirjues  de  Musulraanisme."  — 
D'Herbelot. 

■  "  In  contradistinction  to  the  Souuis,  who  in  their  prayers  cross  their  hands 
on  tlie  lower  part  of  the  breast,  the  Schiahs  drop  their  arms  in  straight  lines, 
and  as  the  Souiiis,  at  certain  periods  of  tlie  prayer,  press  their  foreheads  ou  the 
groucd  or  car|)et,  the  Schiahs,"  &c.,  &c. — Forster's  Voyage. 

♦"  Les  Tnrcs  ne  dfitestent  pas  Ali  rficiproquement ;  an  coutraire,  ils  le  recou- 
Boissent,"  &c.,  &c. — Chardin. 

6  "The  Shiites  wear  green  slippers,  which  the  Sunnites  consider  as  a  great 
abomination." — Mariti. 

•  For  these  points  of  difference,  as  well  as  for  the  Cliapter  of  the  Blanket,  I 
must  lelei-  the  reader  (not  having  the  book  by  me)  to  Picart's  Account  of  the 
Mahometan  Sects. 
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As  to  the  rest,  they're  free  to  do 
^Vllate'er  their  faucy  prompts  them  to, 
Pi-ovicled  they  make  nothiug  of  it 
Towards  raiik  or  honour,  jiower  or  profit ; 
Wliich  tilings,  we  uaturally  expect, 
Belong  to  us,  the  EstabUsh'd  sect, 
^\^lo  clisbelieve  (the  Lord  be  thanked  !) 
Th'  aforesaid  Chapter  of  tlic  Blanket. 

The  same  mild  views  of  Toleration 
Inspire,  I  find,  this  button'd  nation, 
"Whose  Papists  i  lull  as  given  to  rogue, 
And  only  Sunnites  with  a  brogue) 
Fare  just  as  well,  witli  all  thcii'  fuss, 
As  rascal  Sunnites  do  witli  us. 

The  tender  Gazel  I  enclose 
Is  for  my  love,  my  SjTian  Rose — 
Take  it  when  night  begins  to  fall, 
And  throw  it  o'er  her  mother's  wall. 

Gazel. 

Eememberest  thou  the  horn*  we  jiass'd, 
That  hoiu',  the  happiest  and  the  last ! — ■ 
Oh  !  not  so  sweet  tlie  Siha  tliorn 
To  summer  bees,  at  break  of  mom, 
Not  half  so  sweet,  through  dale  and  deU, 
To  camels'  eai-s  tlie  tinkling  bell. 
As  is  the  soothing  memor}- 
Of  that  one  precious  hour  to  me  ! 

How  can  we  Live,  so  far  apaii  ? 
Oh  !  why  not  ratlier,  heart  to  heait, 

United  live  and  die — 
Like  those  sweet  bkds,  that  fly  together, 
With  featlier  alwaj-s  toucliiiig  feather, 

Link'd  by  a  hook  and  eye  I ' 

'  This  will  appear  strange  to  au  English  reader,  but  it  is  literally  translated 
from  Abdallali's  Persian,  and  the  carious  bird  liiwliicli  he  alludes  is  the  Jnftak, 
of  which  I  find  the  following  account  in  lUcluirdson  : — "  A  sort  of  bird,  that  ii 
eaid  to  have  but  one  wing;  on  the  opposite  side  to  wliich  the  male  has  a  hook 
•ad  the  female  a  rin;^,  bo  that,  when  they  fly,  they  are  fastened  together." 


•  Tji^  I  I  iM^i  ""v.  7^ 
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LETTER  VII. 

FROM   MESSRS.   L — CE — GT — N    AND   CO.    10 


ESQ 


1 


Peb  post,  sir,  vre  send  yom*  MS. — look'd  it  tlu'ough— 
Very  soiTy — but  can't  undertake — 'twouldn't  do. 
Clever  work,  sir  ! — would  fjet  up  prodigiously  well — 
Its  only  defect  i.s — it  never  would  sell ! 
And  though  Statesmen  may  glory  in  being  nnbought, 
In  an  Author,  we  tliink,  sir,  tliat's  rather  a  fault. 

Hard  times,  sir, — most  books  are  too  dear  to  be  read — 
Tliough  the  gold  of  Good  Sense  and  Wit's  small  changt 

ai-e  fled, 
Yet  the  paper  we  publishers  pass,  in  theii-  stead. 
Rises  liigher  each  day,  and  ('tis  frightiiil  to  think  it) 
Not  even  such  names  as  F — ^tzg — r — d's  can  sink  it ! 

However,  sir — if  you're  for  tiying  again. 

And  at  somewhat  that 's  vendible — we  are  your  men. 

Since  tlie  Chevalier  C — rr  took  to  marrj'ing  latelj', 
The  trade  is  in  want  of  a  Traveller  greatly — 
No  job,  sir,  more  easy — yoiu'  Country  once  plann'd, 
A  montli  aboard  sliip  and  a  fortnight  on  land 
Puts  3'oiu-  quai'to  of  Travels,  sir,  clean  out  of  hand. 

An  East-India  pamphlet 's  a  thing  tliat  would  tell — 
And  a  Hck  at  tlie  Papists  is  sure  to  sell  weU. 
Or — supposing  you've  nothing  original  in  you — 
Write  Parodies,  sir,  and  such  fame  it  'n'ill  \viii  you. 
You'll  get  to  the  Blue-stocking  Routs  of  Alb — n — a ! ' 
(Mind — not  to  her  dinners — a  second-hand  iNIuse 
Mustn't  think  of  aspu-ing  to  mess  with  the  Blues.) 
Or — in  case  notliing  else  in  this  world  j'ou  can  do — 
The  deuce  is  in  't,  sir,  if  you  cannoi  review ! 

Should  you  feel  any  touch  of  poetical  glow, 

We've  a  scheme  to  suggest — Mr.  Sc — ^t,  you  must  know. 

(\Vho,  we're  sony  to  say  it,  now  works  for  the  Row'), 

Having  quitted  the  borders,  to  seek  nevv*  renown, 

Is  coming,  by  long  qiiai-to  stages,  to  town ; 


I  From  motives  of  delicacy,  and  indeed,  of  fellow -feeltnif,  I  snppreBa  the 
name  of  the  author,  whose  rejected  manuscript  was  inclosed  in  this  letttr.— 
See  the  Appendix. 

9  This  alludes,  I  helieve,  to  a  curious  correspondence,  which  is  said  to  have 
pas?eJ  lately  between  Alb — n — a,  Cotmtess  of  B — rk — gh— ms — e,  and  a  certain 
ingenious  parodist. 

'  i'ateraoster  Rov? 


t 
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And  beginninfT  \a'(S\  Pi«lceby  (the  job 's  siirc  to  pay) 

I\rcans  to  (/()  all  the  gentlemen's  seats  on  the  way. 

Now,  the  scheme  is   (tliough  none  of  our  hackneys  can 

beat  liim) 
To  stai't  a  fresh  poet  tlirongh  High  gate  to  meet  liim  ; 
"Wlio,  by  means  of  quick  proofs — no  re^^ses — long  coaches- 
May  do  a  few  villas,  before  Sc — tt  approaches — 
Indeed,  if  our  Pegasus  be  not  cursed  shabby, 
He'n  reach,  without  foundering,  at  least  Wobum  Abbey. 

Such,  sir,  is  our  plan — if  you're  up  to  the  fi-eak, 

'Tis  a  match  !  and  we'll  put  you  in  t mining  next  week — 

At  present,  no  more — in  reply  to  tliis  letter,  a 

Line  ■will  oblige  very  much 

Yours,  et  cetera. 
Temple  of  tbe  Muses. 


LETTER  VIII. 

FROM    COLONEL   TH M — S    TO ,    ESQ. 

Come  to  oiir  fete,'  and  bring  witli  tliee 
Thy  newest,  best  embroideiy  ! 
Come  to  our  fete,  and  show  again 
Tliat  pea-gi-een  coat,  tliou  pink  of  men  ! 
Wliicli  chann'd  all  C}cs,  tliat  last  survey'd  it ; 

"Wlien  B I's  self  inquired  "who  made  it?"~- 

When  cits  came  wondering,  from  tlie  East, 
And  thought  thee  Poet  Pj^e  at  least ! 

Oh  !  come — (if  haply  'tis  thy  week 
For  looldug  pale) — vnth  paly  cheek  ; 
Though  more  we  love  thy  roseate  days, 
"NVlien  tlie  ricli  rouge-pot  pours  its  blaze 
Full  o'er  thy  face,  and,  amplj'  spread, 
Tips  e'en  thy  wliisker-tops  with  red — 
Lilie  tlie  last  tints  of  dying  day 
That  o'er  some  darkling  grove  delay ! 

Biing  thy  best  lace,  thou  gay  Philander ! 
(That  lace,  like  H — ny  ^\1 — x — nd — r, 
Too  precious  to  be  wash'd  !) — thy  rings, 
Th}^  seals — in  shoi-t,  thy  prettiest  things ! 
Put  all  tliy  wardi'obe's  glories  on, 
And  jdeld,  in  frogs  and  fringe,  to  none 
But  the  great  R — g — t's  sell'  alone ! 

»  Tlii*  letter  inclosed  a  card  for  the  grand  f^te  on  the  5th  of  ftbriary. 

^%i H0+ 
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Who — by  particular  desire— 
For  that  niijlit  only,  means  to  hire 
1  dress  from  Romeo  C — tes,  Esquire — 
Something  between  ('twere  sin  to  hack  it) 
The  Romeo  robe  and  Hobby  jacket ! 
Hail,  first  of  actors  ! '  best  of  R — g — ts ! 
Bom  for  each  other's  fond  allegiance ! 
Botli  gay  Lotliarios — hotli  good  di-essers — 
Of  Serious  Fai-ce  Imtli  learn'd  Professors— 
Botli  cii'cled  roimd,  for  use  or  show, 
Witli  cock's-combs,  wheresoe'er  tliey  go ! 

Thou  know'st  the  time,  thou  man  of  lore  ! 
It  takes  to  chalk  a  ball-room  floor — 
Thou  Imow'st  the  time  too,  wcll-a-day! 
It  takes  to  dance  that  chalk  away.* 
The  ball-room  opens — far  and  nigh 
Comets  and  suns  beneath  us  lie  ; 
O'er  snowy  moons  and  stars  we  wallc, 
And  the  floor  seems  a  sky  of  chalk  ! 
"But  soon  shall  fade  the  bright  deceit, 
i\1ien  many  a  maid,  with  busy  feet 
That  sparkle  in  the  lustre's  ray. 
O'er  tlie  white  path  sliall  bound  and  play 
Like  njaiiphs  along  the  INIOJvy  Way ! — 
At  every  step  a  star  is  fled. 
And  suns  gi-ow  dim  ben(?ath  then-  tread  ! 
So  passeth  life — (tluis  Sc — tt  would  WTite, 
And  spinsters  read  him  with  dehght) — 
Plours  are  not  feet,  yet  hom-s  trip  on, 
Time  is  not  chalk,  yet  time 's  soon  gone  !' 

But,  hang  this  long  digi-essive  flight ! 
I  meant  to  say,  thou'lt  see,  that  night, 
What  falsehood  ranldes  in  tlieir  hearts, 
Who  say  the  P- 
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-e  neglects  the  arts — 

"Quern  tu,  Melpomene,  seniL-l 
Nasceiitem  ji'.acith  lumine,  viJcris,"  &c. — Horace. 
Tlie  Man  upon  whom  tlinu  liast  deijjn'il  to  look  funny, 
Thou  grt-ai  Ti-:\'j;ic  Muse !  at  the  lionr  of  his  birth- 
Let  tliem  say  wiiat  they  will,  tliat's  the  Mm  for  my  money. 
Give  otheis  thy  tears,  Imt  h.'t  me  have  tliy  mirth ! 
The  assertion  that  fuih).\s,  however,  is  not  verified  in  the  instance  before  us- 
"  Illura 


4 


non  equus  irapiger 

Cumt  ducet  Achaico." 
'  To  those  wlio  ndthcr  go  to  bulls  nor  read  the  Morning  Post,  it  may  fee 
necessary  to  mention  that  the  floors  of  ball-rooms,  in  general,  are  chalked,  foj 
safety  and  for  ornament,  with  various  fanciiul  devices. 

3  Hearts  are  not  flint,  yet  flints  are  rent. 
Hearts  are  not  sU'l'1,  yet  steel  is  bent. 
After  all,  however,  Mr.  Sc— tt  may  well  say  to  the  Colonel  (and,  indeed,  tff 
much  bettei  wags  than  tlie  Golonel).-  ^aoy  uuneiu^tn  13  niixuaOai. 


1 
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Neglects  the  ai-ts  !— no  St g  !  no  ; 

Thij  Cupids  answer  "  'tis  not  so  :" 
And  every  floor,  that  night,  shall  tell 
How  quick  thou  daubest.  and  how  well ! 
Shine  as  tliou  may's  t  in  French  vermillioa, 
Thou'rt  hest — beneatli  a  French  cotilhoa  ; 
And  still  com'st  oft",  whate'er  thy  faults. 
With  Jhjing  colours  in  a  wal-tz  ! 
Nor  need'st  thou  mourn  the  ti-ansient  dat« 
To  tliy  best  works  assign'd  by  fate — 
^Vllile  some  chef-d'ceu^Tes  live  to  wear}-  ona, 
Thi7ie  boast  a  short  life  and  a  merry  one  ; 
Their  hour  of  glory  past  and  gone 
With  "  Molly,  put  the  kettle  on  !" 

But,  bless  my  soul !  I've  scarce  a  leaf 
Of  paper  left — so,  must  be  brief. 

This  festive  fete,  in  fact,  will  be 

The  foi-mer  iete'afac-similt!;^ 

The  same  long  masquerade  of  rooms, 

Trick'd  in  such  dift'erent,  quaint  costimies, 

(These,  P — rt — r,  are  thy  glorious  works !) 

You'd  SAvear  Eg^-plians,  Moors,  and  Tm-liS, 

Bearing  good  taste  some  deadly  malice 

Had  clubb'd  to  raise  a  pic-nic  palace  ; 

And  each,  to  make  the  ogho  pleasant, 

Had  sent  a  state-room  as  a  present ! — 

The  same  fautmils  and  gii-andoles— 

The  same  gold  asses,*  pretty  souls ! 

That,  in  tliis  rich  and  classic  dome, 

Appear  so  perfectly  at  home  ! 

The  same  bright  liver  'mongst  the  dishes, 

But  7iot — all !  not  the  same  dear  fishes — 

Late  hours  and  claret  kiU'd  tlie  old  ones  !— 

So,  'stead  of  silver  and  of  gold  ones 

(It  being  rather  hard  to  raise 

Fish  of  tliat  specie  now-a-days), 

Some  Sprats  have  been,  by  Y— rm— th's  v.idh, 

Promoted  into  SUcer  Fish, 

And  Gudgeons  (so  V— ns— tt— t  told 

The  R — g — ^t)  are  as  good  as  Gold ! 

So,  prythee,  come — our  fete  -will  be 
But  half  a  fete,  if  wanting  thee  ! 


i 


J.  T. 


H^ 


1  <■  c ri t— n  H c  will  exhibit  a  complete  fuc-slmile,  in  respect  to  into. 

rlor  ornament,  to  what  it  did  at  tlie  last  f6;e.  T!iC  same  splendid  diapt  ries," 
&c.,  &c. — Morning  Post. 

»  The  salt-ccllsi-s  on  tli?  P e's  ovti  table  were  in  the  form  of  au  ass  fntb 

jianniers. 
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THE  INSURRECTION  OF  THE  PAPERS. 

A    DREAM. 

"  It  would  be  impossible  for  his  Royal  Highness  to  disengage  liis  person  fron 
the  accuniulatiiij  pile  of  papers  that  encompassed  it."— Lord  Castlereagh'* 
Speech  upon  Colonel  M'Mahou's  Appointment. 

Last  niglit  I  toss'd  and  turn'd  in  bed, 
But  could  not  sleep — at  length  I  said, 
"  I'll  think  of  Viscount  C— stl— r— gh, 
And  of  liis  speeches — that 's  the  way." 
And  so  it  was,  for  instantly 
I  slept  as  sound  as  sound  could  be. 
And  then  I  di-eam'd — 0  friglitful  dream ! 
Fuseh  has  no  such  theme  ; 

never  wTote  or  borrow'd 

Any  horror,  half  so  horrid ! 

Methought  the  P e,  ia  wliislcer'd  state, 

Before  ine  at  his  breakfast  sate ; 

On  one  side  lay  luu'ead  Petitions, 

On  t'other.  Hints  from  five  Physicians — 
Here  tradesmen's  bills,  official  papers, 
N^otes  from  my  Lady,  drams  for  vapoTU'G— 
There  plans  of  saddles,  tea  and  toast, 

Deatli-warrants  and  the  Morning  Post 

When  lo  !  the  papers,  one  and  all, 

As  if  at  some  magician's  call. 

Began  to  flutter  of  themselves 

From  desk  and  table,  floor  and  shelves, 

And,  cutting  each  some  different  capei-s, 

Advanced,  O  Jacobinic  papers! 

As  tliough  they  said,  "  Our  sole  design  le 

To  suffocate  his  Royal  Higlmesg ! " 
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The  leader  of  this  vile  sedition 

Was  a  Imge  Catholic  Petition, 

Witli  giicvances  so  full  and  heavy, 

It  threaten'd  worst  of  all  the  bevy. 

Then  Common-Hall  Addresses  came 

In  swaggering  sheets,  and  took  their  aim 

Eight  at  the  K — g — t's  well-dress'd  head, 

As  if  determined  to  ho  read  ! 

Next  Tradesmen's  Bills  began  to  fly, 

And  Tradesmen's  Eills,  we  know,  moimt  lu'ghj 

Nay,  e'en  Death-Warrants  thought  tliey'd  best 

Be  lively  too,  and  join  tlie  rest. 

But,  oil,  the  basest  of  defections ! 
His  Letter  about  "  predilections  " — 
His  o-wn  dear  Letter,  void  of  grace. 
Now  Hew  nj)  in  its  parent's  face  ! 
Shoclv'd  with  tliis  breach  of  liUal  dut}', 
He  just  could  mm-miu-  "el  tu  Brute?" 
Then  sunk,  subdued  upon  the  floor 
At  Fox's  bust,  to  rise  no  more  ! 

I  waked — and  pray'd  with  lifted  hand, 
"  Oil !  never  may  this  di'eam  prove  true ; 

Though  Paper  overwhelms  tlie  land. 
Let  it  not  crush  the  Sovei-eign  too  !  " 


^ 


PARODY  OF  A  CELEBRATED  LETTER. 

A.T  length,  dearest  Freddy,  the  moment  is  nigh, 

When,  A\'ith  P — re — v — Is  leave,  I  may  throw  my  chains 

by; 
And,  as  tune  now  is  precious,  the  first  thing  I  do, 
Is  to  sit  down  and  write  a  mse  letter  to  you. 
*  *  +  * 

I  meant  before  now  to  have  sent  you  tliis  Letter. 

But  Y — rm— th  and  I  thought  perhaps  'twould  be  better 

To  wait  till  the  Irish  affairs  were  decided — 

Tliiit  is,  till  both  Houses  had  prosed  and  divided, 

"With  all  due  appearjince  of  thought  and  digestion — 

I'or,  thougli  H — rtf — rd  House  had  long  settled  the  fjues* 

tion, 
I  thought  it  but  decent,  between  ]ne  and  you, 
That  the  two  other  Houses  should  settle  it  too. 

I  need  not  remind  you  how  cursedly  bad 
Our  affairs  were  all  looking  when  Father  went  mad ; 
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A  strait  waistcoat  on  hun  and  restrictions  on  me, 
A  more  limited  Monarchy  could  not  well  be. 
I  was  call'd  upon  then,  in  that  moment  of  puzzle, 
To  clioose  my  own.  Minister — just  as  they  muzzle 
A  playful  young  bear,  and  then  mock  liis  disaster, 
By  bidding  him  choose  out  his  own  dancing-master. 

I  thought  the  best  way,  as  a  dutiful  son. 
Was  to  do  as  Old  Royalty's  self  would  have  done. 
So  I  sent  word  to  say,  I  would  keep  the  ■n'hole  batch  in, 
The  same  chest  of  tools,  witliout  cleansing  or  patcliing ; 
For  tools  of  this  kind,  lili;e  Martinus's  sconce,* 
Would  lose  all  their  beauty  if  purified  once ; 
And  think — only  tliiiik — if  our  Father  should  find. 
Upon  graciously  coming  again  to  liis  inind, 
That  improvement  had  spoU'd  any  favoiuite  ad\'iser— 
That  R — se  was  gl•o^\Tl  honest,  or  W — stm — rel — nd  wiser — 
That  R — d — r  M-as,  e'en  by  one  twinlde,  the  brighter — 
Or  L — V — rp — I's  speeches  hut  half  a  poimd  Hghter — 
What  a  shock  to  his  old  royal  heart  it  would  be  ! 
No  ! — far  were  such  dreams  of  improvement  from  me  : 
And  it  pleased  me  to  find,  at  the  house,  where,  you  know, 
There  's  such  good  mutton  cutlets  and  sb-ong  cura9oa,' 
That  the  Marchioness  call'd  me  a  duteous  old  boy, 
And  my  Y — ^rm — th's  red  whiskers  grew  redder  for  joy ! 

You  know,  my  dear  Freddy,  how  oft,  if  I  would, 
By  the  law  of  last  Sessions  I  might  have  done  good. 
I  might  have  witldield  these  political  noodles 
From  knocking  then-  heads  against  hot  Yankee  Doodles , 
I  might  have  told  Ireland  I  pitied  her  lot, 
IMigiit  have  sootli'd  her  AAith  hope — but  you  know  I  did  not. 
And  my  wish  is,  in  truth,  that  tlie  best  of  old  fello^vs 
Should  not,  on  recovering,  have  cause  to  be  jealous. 
But  find  that,  wliile  he  has  been  laid  on  the  shelf, 
We've  been  all  of  us  nearly  as  mad  as  liimself. 
You  smile  at  my  hopes — but  the  Doctors  and  I, 
Are  the  last  that  can  tliink  the  K- 


-ng  ever  vv^ill  die  ! 


A  new  era 's  arrived — tliough  you'd  hardly  believe  it— 
And  all  things,  of  coiu'se,  must  be  new  to  receive  it. 
New  villas,  new  fetes  (wliich  e'en  Waitlmian  attends) — 
New  saddles,  new  helmets,  and — ^why  not  new  friends? 
*  *  *  * 


'  Tlie  antique  sliield  of  Maitinus  Scriblerus,  wliicli,  upon  scouiiug,  turu6«l 
«ut  to  be  ouly  an  old  sconce. 
•  The  letter-writer's  favourite  luncheon. 
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I  repeat  it,  "  New  Friends  " — for  I  cannot  describe 

Tlie  delight  I  am  in  with  this  P — re — v — 1  ti'ibe. 

Such  capering ! — Such  vapoiu-ing ! — Such  rigour ! — Such 

vigour ! 
North,  South,  East,  and  AVest,  they  have  cut  such  a  figui'e. 
That  soon  they  moU  bring  the  whole  world  roimd  our  ears 
And  leave  us  no  friends — but  Old  Nick  and  Algiers, 
When  I  tlrink  of  tlie  glory  they've  beam'd  on  my  chains, 
'Tis  enough  quite  to  turn  my  iUustiious  brains ! 
It  is  true  we  arc  banlcnipts  in  commerce  and  riches, 
But  tliinlc  how  we  furnish  our  Allies  Aritli  breeches! 
We've  lost  the  wai-m  hearts  of  the  Iiish,  'tis  gi-anted, 
But  then  we've  got  Java,  an  island  much  wanted. 
To  put  the  last  lingering  few  who  remain, 
Of  the  AValclieren  wai'riors,  out  of  their  pain. 
Then  how  Wellington  fights  !    and  how  squabbles  liia 

brotlier ! 
For  Papist  the  one,  and  idth  Papists  tlie  other ; 
One  crushing  Napoleon  by  taking  a  city, 
"Wliile  t'otlier  lays  waste  a  whole  Cath'lic  committee  ! 
Oh,  deeds  of  rcno^-n  ! — shaU  I  boggle  or  flinch, 
Witli  such  prospects  before  me  ?  by  Jove,  not  an  inch. 
No — let  England's  afl"aii-s  go  to  rack,  if  they  "ndll, 
We'll  look  after  th'  affairs  of  the  Continent  stiLl, 
And,  with  nothing  at  home  but  staiwation  and  riot. 
Find  Lisbon  in  bread,  and  keep  Sicily  quiet. 
I  am  proud  to  declare  I  have  no  predilections. 
My  heart  is  a  sieve,  where  some  scatter'd  aifectiona 
Are  just  danced  about  for  a  moment  or  two. 
And  i\\e  finer  they  ai-e,  the  more  sure  to  rim  through  : 
Neitlier  have  I  resentments,  nor  wish  tliere  shoiUd  como  ill 
To  mortal — except  (now  I  think  on't)  Beau  Br — mm — 1, 
A\Tio  threaten'd,  last  year,  in  a  superfine  passion, 
To  cut  me.,  and  bring  the  old  K — ng  into  fashion. 
This  is  all  I  can  lay  to  my  conscience  at  present, 
TATien  such  is  my  temper,  so  neutral,  so  pleasant, 
So  royally  free  fi'om  all  troublesome  feeliiigs, 
So  little  encumber'd  by  faith  in  my  dealings 
(And  that  I'm  consistent  tlie  world  viiE  fiUow, 
A\liat  I  was  at  Newmarket,  tlie  same  I  am  now). 
When  such  are  my  merits  (you  know  I  hate  cracking), 
I  hope,  like  the  vender  of  Best  Patent  Blacking, 
"  To  meet  with  the  generous  and  land  approbation 
Of  a  candid,  enlighten'd,  and  Uberal  nation." 

By  the  bye,  ere  I  close  tliis  magnificent  letter 
(No  man,  except  Pole,  could  have  ^vrit  you  a  better), 
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Twould  please  me  if  those,  v.'hom  I've  hiunbugg'd  so  long 
With  the  notion  (good  men !  j  tliat  I  knew  right  from  wi'ong, 
Would  a  few  of  them  join  me — muid,  only  a  few — 
To  let  too  much  hght  in  on  me  never  woiild  do  ; 
But  even  Grey's  brightness  sha'n't  make  me  afraid, 
"While  I've  C— md — n  and  Eld — n  to  fly  to  for  shade  ; 
Nor  will  Holland's  clear  intellect  do  us  much  hann, 
"Wliile  tliere's  W — stm — rel — nd  near  him  to  weaken  the 

charm. 
k  s  f 01  Moira's  liigh  spirit,  if  aught  can  subdue  it, 
Sm-e  joining  with  H — rtt^ — rd  and  Y — nn — th  will  do  it ! 
Between  R — d — r  and  "\Vli — rt — n  let  Sheridan  sit, 
And  tlie  fogs  will  soon  quench  even  Sheridan's  ^^it ; 
And  against  all  the  pm'e  pubHc  feeling  that  glows 
E'en  in  Whitbread  liimself  we've  a  host  in  G — rge  R — se  I 
So,  in  short,  if  tliey  wish  to  have  places,  they  may. 
And  I'll  thank  you  to  tell  all  these  matters  to  Grey, 
Who,  I  doubt  not,  will  write  (as  there's  no  time  to  lose). 
By  tlie  twopenny  post  to  tell  Grenville  the  news ; 
AJad  now,  dearest  Fred  (though  I've  no  predilection). 
Believe  me  yom-s  always  mth  truest  affection. 

P.S.  A  copy  of  tliis  is  to  P — re — v — 1  going — 
Good  Lord  '  how  St.  Stephens  Mill  ring  -with  his  crowing  1 


ANACREONTIC 

TO    A    PLUJIASSIEB. 

Fine  and  feathery  artisan ! 
Best  of  Plmnists,  if  you  can 
With  youi'  art  so  far*  presume. 

Make  for  me  a  P e's  Plimie— 

Feathers  soft  and  feathers  rare, 
Such  as  suits  a  P e  to  wear ! 

Fii-st,  thou  downiest  of  men ! 
Seek  me  out  a  fine  Pea-hen ; 
Such  a  Hen,  so  tall  and  gi-and, 
As  by  Jimo's  side  might  stand, 
If  tliere  were  no  Cocks  at  hand ! 
Seek  her  feathers,  soft  as  down, 

Fit  to  shine  on  P e's  cro^\'n ; 

If  thou  canst  not  find  them,  stupid  J 
Ask  the  way  of  Prior's  Cupid. 

Ranging  these  in  order  due, 
?luck  me  next  an  old  Cuckoo 
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Emblem  of  the  happy  fates 
Of  easy,  kind,  cornutecl  mates  1 
Phick  him  well — be  sure  you  do— 
Who  wouldn't  be  an  old  Cuckoo, 
Thus  to  have  his  plmnage  blest. 
Beaming  on  a  R — y — 1  crest  ? 

Bravo,  Plumist ! — now  what  bird 
Shall  we  lind  for  Plume  the  tliird  ? 
You  must  got  a  learned  Owl, 
Bleakest  of  black-letter  fowl — 
Bigot  bird,  that  hates  the  light. 
Foe  to  all  that 's  fair  and  bright ! 
Seize  his  quills  (so  form'd  to  pen 
Books,  tliat  shun  the  search  of  men; 
Books,  that,  far  from  every  eye, 
In  "  su  elter'd  venom  sleeping  "  lie !) 
Stick  them  in  between  the  two. 
Proud  Pea-hen  and  old  Cuckoo. 

Now  you  have  the  triple  feather, 
Bind  the  kindred  stems  together 
With  a  sUlcen  tie,  whose  hue 
Once  was  brilliant  Buff  and  Blue ; 
Sullied  now — alas,  hoAV  much ! 
Only  fit  for  Y — rm — th's  touch. 

There — enough — thy  task  is  done , 

Present  worthy  G ge's  Son ! 

Kow,  beneath,  in  letters  neat. 
Write  "  I  serve  "  and  all 's  complete. 


EXTRACTS 

FROM    IHE    DIABY    OF   A    POI.lllCIAN. 

WednSBday. 

Through  ]\I — nch— st — r  Square  took  a  canter  just  now- 
Met  the  old  yellow  clmriut,  and  made  a  low  bow. 
Tliis  1  did,  of  course,  thiriking  'twas  loyal  and  civil, 
But  got  such  a  look,  oh,  'twas  black  as  tlie  devil ! 
How  unlucky  ! — mco<j.\\Q  was  travelling  about. 
And  I,  like  a  noodle,  must  go  find  him  out ! 

Mem. — When  next  by  the  old  yellow  chariot  I  ride, 
To  remember  there  is  notlmig  princely  inside. 

ThttTidaj. 
At  levee  to-day  made  another  sad  blunder — 
What  can  be  come  over  me  lately,  I  wonder  ? 
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The  P — — e  was  as  cheeiful,  as  if  all  liis  life, 
He  had  never  been  troubled  with  fiiends  or  a  wife — 
"  Fine  weather,"  sa,ys  he — to  which  I,  who  must  prate, 
Answer'd,  "  Yes,  Sk,  but  chaiKjeahle  rather,  of  late." 
He  took  it,  I  fear,  for  he  look'd  somewhat  gruff, 
And  handled  his  new  pair  of  wliiskers  so  rough, 
That  before  all  the  corn-tiers  I  fear'd  they'd  come  off, 
And  then.  Lord  !  how  Geramb  would  triumphantly  scoiT ! 

Mem. — To  buy  for  son  Dicky  some  unguent  or  lotion 
To  noui'ish  his  wliiskers — siu'e  road  to  promotion ! ' 

Saturday. 

Last  night  a  Concert — vastly  gay — 
Given  by  Lady  C — stl — r — gh. 
My  Lord  loves  music,  and  we  Icnow, 
Has  two  sti-ings  alwaj^s  to  liis  bow. 
In  choosing  songs,  the  R — g — t  named 
"  Had  la  heart  for  falsehood  framed." 
Wliile  gentle  H — rtf — d  begg'd  and  pray'd 
For  "  Young  I  am  and  sore  afraid." 


EPIGRAM.^ 

What  news  to-day  ? — "  Oh  !  worse  and  worse— 

M — c  is  the  Pr e's  Pri\y  Purse  ! " — 

The  Pr ce's  Purse!  no,  no,  you  fool, 

You  mean  the  Pr ce's  Ridicule. 
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laNG  CRACK'  AND  HIS  IDOLS. 

WRITTEN    AFTER  THE   LATE   NEGOCIATION   FOR   A    NEW 
M N— STRY. 

King  Crack  was  the  best  of  all  possible  Kings 

(At  least,  so  liis  courtiers  would  swear  to  you  gladly), 

But  Crack  now  and  then  would  do  het'rodox  things. 
And,  at  last,  took  to  worsliipping  Images  sadlj'. 

'  England  is  not  the  oulv  country  wliere  merit  of  this  kind  is  noticed  and 
rewarded.  "I  remember,'' says  Tnvertiier,  "  to  have  seen  one  of  the  Kinj;  cf 
Persia's  porters,  whose  mustaches  were  so  long  that  he  could  tie  them  bekiiid 
nis  neck,  for  which  reason  lie  h;id  a  double  ijeiisioii." 

■  This  is  a  bou-mot,  attributed,  I  know  not  how  truly,  to  the  Pr — c — ss  of 
W — es.     1  have  merely  versified  it. 

•  One  of  those  antediluvian  prrnces  with  whom  Manetho  and  Whiston  seem 
so  intimately  acquainted.  If  we  had  the  Memoirs  of  Thoth,  from  which  Ma- 
netlio  complied  his  History,  we  should  find,  I  dare  say,  that  Crack  was  only  a 
Regent,  and  that  he,  perhaps,  succeeded  Typhon,  whe  (as  Whiston  says)  wag 
the  last  King  of  the  Antedil  iviau  Dynasty.  ' 
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Some  broken-down  Idols,  tliat  long  had  been  placed 
In  his  Father's  old  Cabinet,  pleased  Iiim  so  much, 

That  he  knelt  down  and  worshipp'd,  though — such  was  liia 
taste ! — 
They  were  monsti'ous  to  look  at,  and  rotten  to  touch  I 

And  these  were  tlie  beautiful  Gods  of  King  Crack  ! — 
Till  his  people,  disdaining  to  worship  such  things. 

Cried   aloud,  one  and  all,  "  Come,  your   Godships  musl 
pack — 
You  will  not  do  for  us,  tliough  you  7nay  do  for  Kings." 

Then,  trampling  the  gi*oss  Idols  under  then-  feet, 

They  sent  Crack  a  petition,  beginning  "  Great  Caisar  ! 

We  are  \VTlling  to  worsliip,  but  only  entreat 
That  vou'U  find  us  some  decenter  Godlieado  than  these 
ai-e." 

"  I'll    try,"  says    Iving    Crack — then  tliey  fuvnish'd  hira 
models 
Of  better-shaped  Gods,  but  he  sent  them  all  back  ; 
Some  were  chisell'd  too  fine,  some  had  heads  'stead  of  nod- 
dles, 
In  short,  they  were  aU  much  too  godlike  for  Crack ! 

So  he  took  to  his  darUng  old  Idols  again. 

And,  just  mending  then-  legs  and  now  bronzing  tlieir 
faces. 
In  open  defiance  of  Gods  and  of  men, 

Set  the  monsters  up  gi-inning  once  more  in  tlieir  places  ! 


WHAT  'S  MY  THOUGHT  LUCE  ? 

Quest.  Why  is  a  Pump  hke  V — sc — nt  C — sf  1 — r — gh  ? 

Answ.  Because  it  is  a  slender  tiling  of  wood. 
That  up  and  down  its  awkward  arm  doth  sway, 
And  cooUy  spout  and  spout  and  spout  away, 

In  one  weak,  washy,  everlasting  flood ! 


EPIGRiVM. 

DIAIOOCE  BETWEEN  A  CATHOLIC   DELEGATE  AKD   HIS  R — \ — h 
H — GHN — SS    THE    D E    OF   C — ^B — L — D. 

Said  liis  Highness  to  Ned,  ■with  that  giim  face  of  his, 
"  Why  reftise  us  the  Veto,  dear  CathoUc  Neddy?" — 

"  Because,  Sir,"  said  Ned,  looking  full  in  liis  phiz, 

"  You're  forbidding  enough,  in  aU  conscience,  already ! " 
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WREATHS  FOR  THE  MINISTERa 

AN   ANACREONTIC. 

Hither,  Flora,  Queen  of  Flowers ! 
Haste  tliee  from  Old  Brompton's  bowers-^ 
Or  (if  sweeter  that  abode) 
From  tlie  ICing's  well-odoiir'd  Road, 
Wliere  each  little  nui-sery  bud 
Breathes  the  dust  and  quaffs  the  mud ! 
Hitlier  come,  and  gaOy  t\vine 
Brightest  herbs  and  flowers  of  thine 
Into  ■n^-eaths  for  those  who  rule  us. 
Those  who  rule  and  (some  say)  fool  u&— 
Flora,  sure,  will  love  to  please 
England's  Household  Deities !  * 

Fu-st  you  must  then,  wUly-nilly, 
Fetch  me  many  an  Orange  lily — 
Orange  of  the  darkest  dye 
Irish  G — ff — rd  can  supply  ! 
Choose  me  out  the  longest  sprig. 
And  stick  it  in  old  Eld — n's  wig ! 

Find  me  next  a  Poppy  posy, 
Type  of  his  harangues  so  dozy, 
Garland  gaudy,  dull  and  cool 
For  tlie  head  of  L — v — rp — 1 ! 
'Twill  console  liis  brilHant  brows 
For  tliat  loss  of  laurel  boughs, 
Which  tliey  suffer' d  (what  a  pity) 
On  the  road  to  Paris  city. 

Next,  our  C — stl — r — gh  to  crown, 

Bring  me,  from  the  county  Do^\'n, 

Wither'd  Shamrocks,  wliich  have  been 

Glided  o'er,  to  liide  the  green 

(Such  as  H — df— t  brought  away  ■ 

From  Pall-Mall  last  Pati-ick's  Day  ')— 

Stitch  tlie  garland  tlu-ough  and  tlu'ough 

With  shabby  tlnreads  of  every  hue — 

And  as,  Goddess ! — enti'e  nous — 

His  Lordship  loves  (though  best  of  men) 

A  little  torture,  now  and  then, 

i  The  ancients,  in  like  manner,  crowned  tlieir  Lares,  or  Household  Gods. 
See  Juvenal,  Sat.  ix.  v.  \i%.  Plutarch,  too,  tells  us  th-.it  household  gods  were 
then,  as  they  are  now,  "  much  given  to  war  and  penal  statutes."  Pivn;(«>8eis 
xai  Trotufiovs  Saijitocas. 

2  Certain  tinsel  imitations  of  the  Shamrock  which  are  distributed  by  the  ser- 
vants of  C— — n  House  every  St,  Patrick's  Day. 
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Crimp  the  leaves,  tliou  lii'st  of  Syrens! 
Crimp  them  \\dth  thy  cm-ling-irons. 

That 's  enough — away,  away — 
Had  I  leisure,  I  could  say 
How  the  ohlest  rose  that  gi-ows 
Must  be  phick'd  to  deck  Old  R — e — 
How  the  Doctor's  brow  should  smile 
Cro^\Ti'd  with  wreaths  of  Camomile ; 
But  time  presses — to  thy  taste 
I  leave  the  rest,  so,  prithee,  haste ! 


EPIGRAM. 

DIAXOGUE   BPrWEEN   A   DOWAGER  AND   HLB    MAID   ON   TH3 
NIGHT   OF  LORD   Y RM — TH's    lETE. 

**  I  WANT  the  Court-Guide,"  said  my  Lady,  "  to  look 
If  the  House,  Seymour  Place,  be  at  30  or  20  "— 

"  We've  lost  the  Court-Quide,  Ma'am,  but  here's  the  Red 
Boole, 
Where  you'll  find,  I  dare  say,  Seymour  Places  in  plenty ! " 


HORACE,  Ode  xi.  Lib.  n. 

FREELY   TRANSLATED   BY   G.    R.' 

*  Come,  Y — rm — th,  my  boy,  nev^r  ti-ouble  your  brains, 

About  what  yoiu'  old  Ci'oney, 

Tlie  Emperor  Bt)uey, 
Is  doing  or  brewing  on  Muscovy's  plains  ; 

"  Nor  ti-emble,  my  lad,  at  tlae  state  of  our  granaries ; 

Sliuuld  tliere  come  famine, 

Still  plenty  to  cram  in 
You  always  shdll  have,  my  dear  Lord  of  the  Stannaries ! 

'  Tliis  and  the  following  are  extracted  from  a  work  which  may,  wme  time  OT 
ether,  meet  the  eye  of  the  public,  entitled  "  Odes  of  Horace,  done  luto  £n;rluh 
by  several  Peraons  of  Fashion." 

*  Quid  bellicosus  Cautahcr  et  Scythe* 
Ulrpine  Quincti,  cogitet,  Uadria 
Divisus  objecto,  remittas 
Qusererc. 

* nee  trepides  in  U8ii« 

FoscenUg  eevi  jiauca. 

^ °~-^i 
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Brisk  let  ua  revel,  while  revel  we  may ; 

'  For  tlie  gay  bloom  of  fifty  soon  passes  away. 

And  then  people  get  fat, 

And  infirm,  and — all  that, 
"And  a  wig  (I  confess  it)  so  clumsily  sits, 
That  it  frightens  the  little  Loves  out  of  their  wits ; 

•  Thy  whiskers,  too,  Y — rm — th  ! — alas,  even  they, 

Though  so  rosy  they  biUTi, 
Too  quickly  must  tiun 
(What  a  heart-breaking  change  for  thy  whiskers !)  to  Grey. 

•  Then  why,  my  Lord  Warden  !  oh  !  why  should  you  fidget 

Your  mind  about  matters  you  don't  imderstand  ? 
Or  why  should  you  ^vl■ite  j^ourself  domi  for  an  idiot. 
Because  ''you,"  forsooth,  "  have  the  pen  in  your  hand!" 

Tliinlv,  think  how  much  better 
Than  scribbling  a  letter 
(Wliich  both  you  and  I 
Should  avoid,  by  the  bye), 

•  How  much  pleasanter  'tis  to  sit  under  the  bust 

Of  old  Charley,  my  fiiend  here,  and  druilc  hke  a  new 
one; 
While  Charley  looks  sulky,  and  fi-owns  at  me,  just 
As  the  Ghost  in  tJie  Pantomime  frowns  at  Don  Juan  I 

•To  cro^\Ti  us,  Lord  Warden ! 

In  C — mb — rl — nd's  garden 
Grows  plenty  of  monk's  hood  in  venomous  sprigs; 

Wliile  Otto  of  Rosea 

Refi'eshiiig  all  noses 
Shall  sweetly  exhale  from  our  whiskers  and  wiga. 


•  Tiisrit  retro 


Levis  Juventas  et  Decor. 
•  Pellente  lascivos  Amores 

Cauitie. 
9  neque  imo  Luna  ruhens  nilet 

Vultu. 
'  quid  seternis  minorem 

CoDsiliis  animnni  fatigas? 
'  Cur  lion  sub  alta  vel  plataiio,  vcl  Lis 

Pinu  jacentcs  sic  temere 
; ros;\ 

Canus  odorati  capillos, 

Diim  licet,  Assynaque  nardo 

Potamus  uncti. 


^ 
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'  "\Miat  youth  of  the  household  will  cool  our  noyan 

In  that  streamlet  dehcious. 

That  do-\vn  midst  the  dishes, 

All  fidl  of  good  fishes 
Romantic  doth  flow  ? — 

'Or  who  Avill  repair 

Unto  ]\r Sq e, 

And  see  if  tJie  gentle  lilarchesa  he  there  ? 

Go — bid  her  haste  liither, 

•'And  let  her  biing  ^ntli  her 
The  ne^yest  No-Poijciy  Sennon  that 's  going — 
'  Oh  !  let  her  come,  witli  her  dark  tresses  ilowing, 
A.11  gentle  and  juvenile,  oiu'ly  and  gay, 
En  the  manner  of — Ackermann's  Dresses  for  May  I 


HORACE,  Ode  xxn.  Lib.  i. 

FREELY  TRANSLATED  BY  LORD  ELD — N. 

•  TiiK  man  who  keeps  a  conscience  pure 
(If  not  his  own,  at  least  liis  Prince's), 

Tlu-ough  toil  and  danger  waUcs  secure. 
Looks  big  and  black,  and  never  winces ! 

•No  want  has  he  of  sword  or  dagger, 
Cock'd  hat  or  linglcts  of  Gerauib ; 

Though  Peers  may  laugh,  and  Papists  swagger, 
He  does  not  care  one  single  d-mu  ! 

'  Whether  'midst  Irish  chau-meu  going. 
Or  through  St.  Giles's  alleys  dim, 

'Mid  drunken  Sheelahs,  blasting,  blowing, 
No  matter,  'tis  all  one  to  him. 


> 


■  Quis  puer  ociu8 


JR.esUn"UCt  ardentis  Falerni 
Pocma  pmlereunle  lympha  ? 

•  Quis  — ^ eliciet  domo 

Lydcn  ? 

Maturet. 


Eburna  die  age  cum  lyra  (qii.  l\ar-n^. 
Incomtam  Laceeiise 


More  comam  reliiata  nodo. 
>  Ii.te^er  v.tae  scelerisque  purtia. 
•  Noil  cget  Mauri  jacuhs  iieque  area, 
,  Ncc  venenatis  gravida  aagittis 

Fusee,  phavctra. 
f  Sive  per  Syrtcs  iter  aestuosas, 
Sive  facturus  per  inhospitalcra 
Caucasum,  vel  quse  loca  fabulosug 
Lambit  Hjdaspes. 
The  noljfe  translator  had,  at  first,  laid  the  scene  of  tlissc  fmagiiieJ  dangcrn  of 
his  Man  of  Conscience  among  the  i'apists  of  Spain,  and  had  translated  th« 
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'  For  instance,  I,  one  evening  late, 

Upon  a  gay  vacation  sally, 
Singing  the  praise  of  Chui'cli  and  Stat^, 

Got  (God  Itnovvs  how)  to  Cranbom'ne  Alley. 

When  lo  !  an  Irish  Papist  darted 

Across  my  path,  gannt,  grim,  and  big — 
I  did  but  frown,  and  off  he  started, 

Scared  at  me  e'en  without  my  wig  1 

•  Yet  a  more  fierce  and  raw-boned  dog 

Goes  not  to  mass  ia  Dublin  city. 
Nor  shakes  his  brogue  o'er  Allen's  Bog, 
Nor  spouts  in  Catholic  Committee ! 

'  Oh  !  place  me  'midst  O'Rom-kes,  O'Tooles, 

The  ragged  royal-blood  of  Tara ; 
Or  place  me  where  Dick  M — rt — n  rules 

The  houseless  wilds  of  Connemara ; 

<0f  Clim-ch  and  State  I'll  warble  stiU, 

Though  e'en  Dick  M — rt — n's  self  should  grumble , 
Sweet  Church  and  State,  like  Jack  and  Jill, 

*  So  lovingly  upon  a  liiU — 

Ah !  ne'er  Like  Jack  and  JUl  to  tmnble  ! 


^^•ord3  "quae  \<ii-A.  falulosus  lamhit  Hyclaspes"  thus — "The  fabUn//  Spniiiard 
licks  ihe  trench;"  l)ut,  recollectiiis:  that  it  's  oiir  interest  just  now  to  1)6  re- 
spectful to  Spanish  Catholics  (though  there  is  certainly  no  e^irtlily  reason  fo: 
our  being  even  commonly  civil  to  Irish  ones),  he  altered  the  passage  as  it 
stands  at  present. 

'  Namque  me  silv4  lupus  in  Sabin& 

Dum  nieam  canto  Lalagen,  et  ultra 

Termiiuim  curis  vagor  expeditis 
Fugit  inermera. 
I  cannot  help  calling  the  reader's  attention  to  the  peculiar  ingenuity  with 
which  tliese  Unes  are  paraphrased.  Not  to- mention  the  happy  conversion  of 
the  Wolf  into  a  Papist  (seeing  that  Romulus  was  suckled  by  a  wolf,  that  Rome 
was  founded  by  Romulus,  and  that  the  Pope  has  always  reigned  at  Rome), 
there  is  something  particularly  neat  in  supposing  "!<Wra  termimim."  to  mean 
vacation-time;  and  then  the  modest  consciousness  with  wliich  the  noble  and 
learned  translator  lias  avoided  touching  upon  the  words  "  curis  expeditis" 
(or,  as  it  has  beon  otlicrwisc  read,  "  causis  expeditis"),  and  the  fehcitous  idea  of 
his  being  "iuermis"  when  "  without  his  wig,"  are  altogether  the  most  dclec- 
Ubie  S]>ecimeu3  of  paraplirase  in  our  language. 

*  Quale  portentum  neque  militaris 
Daimias  in  latis  alit  aescuietis, 
Nee  JubfE  tellus  geuerat  leonum 

Arida  nutnx. 
'  Pone  me  pitjris  ubi  nulla  campis 
Arbor  Ee=tiva  recreatur  aura ; 
Quod  ialus  mundi,  nebu'oe,  malusque 
Jupiter  urget. 
I  must  here  remark,  that  the  said  Dick  M  -rt— n  being  a  very  good  Rjflow,  it 
was  not  at  all  fair  to  make  a  "malus  Jupiter"  of  him. 

*  Dulce  ridetitem  Lalagen  araabo, 

Dulce  loquentera.  . 
There  cannot  bs  imagined  a  more  happy  illustration  of  the  inseparability 
of  Church  and  State,  and  their  (what  is  called)  "  standing  and  falling  together," 


^ . ^ 

470  TRIFLES.  I 

EPIGRAM. 

FROM   THE   FRENCH. 

'*  I  NEVER  give  a  kiss,"  says  Prue, 

"  To  naughty  man,  for  I  abhor  it." — 
She  will  not  give  a  kiss,  'tis  true ; 

She'll  take  one  though,  and  thank  you  for  it ! 


ON  A  SQUINTING  POETESS. 

To  no  one  Muse  does  she  her  glance  confine, 
But  has  an  ej'e,  at  once,  to  all  the  Nine ! 


TO 


Mon'a  pur  quando  vuol,  non  &  bisogna  mutar  ni  faccia  ni  voce  per  ciser  ui 
angelo.i 

Die  when  you  -will,  you  need  not  wear 
At  Heaven's  Court  a  fonn  more  fair 

Than  Beauty  here  on  earth  has  given ; 
Keep  but  tlie  lovely  looks  we  see — 
The  voice  we  hear- — and  you  ^^ill  be 

An  angel  ready-made  for  heaven ! 


THE  NEW  COSTmiE  OF  THE  MINISTERS. 

nova  nionstra  creavit.— OmV.  Mctamorph.  lib.  i.  v.  437. 

Having  sent  oflf  the  troops  of  brave  Major  Camac, 
With  a  swinging  horse-tail  at  each  valorous  back, 
And  such  hehnets,  God  bless  us !  as  never  deck'd  any 
Male  creature  before,  except  Signer  Giovanni — 
"  Let's  see,"  says  the  R — g — t  (lilie  Titus,  pei-plex'd 
With  tlie  duties  of  empire),  "  whom  shall  I  dress  next?" 

He  looks  in  the  glass — but  perfection  is  tliere, 
Wig,  whiskers,  and  chin-tufts  all  right  to  a  hair ;  • 

than  tVls  ancient  apologne  of  Jack  and  Jill.    Jack,  of  course,  represents  th» 
State  ik  tbis  ingenious  little  allegory. 

Jack  fell  down 

And  broke  his  Crown, 

And  Jill  came  tumbling  after. 
1  The  words  addressed  by  Lord  Herbert  of  Cherbury  to  the  beautiful  ^^un  at 
Mu"ano  —See  his  Life. 

»  That  model  of  princes,  the  Emperor  Commodus,  was  particularly  luxunous 
in  the  dressing  and  ornamenting  of  his  hair.  His  conscience,  however,  would 
not  suffer  him  to  trnst  himself  with  a  barber,  and  he  n.sed,  accordiiiv:ly,  to  burn 
off  his  beard— "  liniore  tonsoris,"  says  Lampridius  (Hist.  August.  Scriptor.). 
The  dissolute  filius  Verus,  too,  waa  equally  attentive  to  the  decoration  of  kit 
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Not  a  single  dr-cnrl  on  his  forehead  he  traces — 
For  ciu'ls  are  like  Ministers,  sti-ange  as  the  case  is, 
Theya/ser  tliey  are,  the  more  firm  in  then-  places. 

His  coat  he  next  views — but  the  coat  who  coiild  doiiht? 
For  his  Y — rm — th's  own  Frenchified  hand  cut  it  out ; 
Every  pucker  and  seam  were  made  matters  of  State, 
And  a  grand  Household  Council  was  held  on  each  plait ! 

Then  whom  shall  he  di-ess  ?  shall  he  new-rig  Ids  brother 
Great  C — mb — rl — d's  Dulie,  witli  some  Idckshaw  or  other? 
And  kindly  invent  him  more  Clu'istian-lilie  shapes 
For  bis  feather-bed  neckcloths  and  pillory  capes  ? 

Ah !  no — liere  Ms  ardouj"  would  meet  with  delays, 
For  tlie  Duke  liad  been  lately  pack'd  up  in  new  stays, 
So  complete  for  the  ■winter,  he  saw  very  plain 
'Twould  be  de\'ihsh  hard  work  to  Mnpaclc  liim  again ! 

So,  what's  to  be  done ? — there 's  tlie  IMinisters,  bless  'em  !— 
As  he  made  the  puppets,  why  shouldn't  he  dress  'em  ? 
"  An  excellent  tliought ! — call  the  tailors — be  nhiible — 
Let  Cmn  bring  liis  spy-glass,  and  H — ^i-tf — d  her  thimble ; 
^Vllile  Y — rm — th  shall  give  us,  in  spite  of  all  quizzers, 
The  last  Paiis  cut  ^^•ith  liis  trae  GaUic  scissars." 

So  saying,  he  calls  C — stl — r — gh,  and  the  rest 
Of  his  Heaven-bom  statesmen,  to  come  and  be  dress'd. 
\Vliile  Y — rm — tli,  -with  suip-hke  and  brisk  expedition, 
Cuts  up,  aU  at  once,  a  lai-ge  Cath'hc  petition 

In  long  tailors'  measm-es,  (the  P e  crying  "  Well  done ! ") 

And  first  j;m^s  in  liand  my  Lord  Chancellor  Eld — u. 
***** 


CORRESPONDENCE 

BSTWEEN    A    LADY    AND    GENTLEJIAN,    UrON    THE    ADVANTAG3 
OF    (what   is   called)    "  HAVING   LAW   ON   ONE's    SIDE." 

THE   gentleman's   PROPOSAL. 

"Legge  AUUEA, 
S'ei  piace,  ei  Uce." 

Come,  fly  to  these  arms,  nor  let  beauties  so  bloomy 

To  one  frigid  o-ivner  be  tied ; 
Your  prudes  may  revile,  and  yom*  old  ones  look  gloomy, 

But,  dearest !  we've  Law  on  our  side. 

wi?.  (See  Jul.  Capitolin.)  Indeed,  tliis  was  not  the  only  princely  trait  in  ths 
cliRrncter  of  Varus,  as  he  had  likewise  a  most  liearty  and  dignified  contempt 
for  his  wife. — See  his  insultins  ausvver  to  her  in  Spartianus. 
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Oh  !  think  the  delight  of  two  lovers  congenial, 

Whom  no  duU  decorums  di\'ide  ; 
Their  eiTor  how  sweet,  and  their  raptures  how  venial, 

"When  once  they've  got  Law  on  their  side ! 

'Tis  a  tiling  tliat  in  eveiy  king's  reign  has  heen  done,  too ; 

Then  why  should  it  now  be  decried  ? 
If  tlie  father  has  done  it,  why  shouldn't  the  son,  too  ? 

For  so  argues  Law  on  om*  side  ! 

And,  e'en  should  om-  sweet  violation  of  duty 

By  cold-blooded  jiu'ors  be  tried, 
Thej'  can  hut  bi-ing  it  in  "  a  mislbrtune,"  my  beauty, 

As  long  as  we've  Law  on  our  side. 

THE   lady's   answer. 

Hold,  hold,  my  good  sir  !  go  a  Httle  more  slowly, 

For,  gi-ant  me  so  faitldess  a  bride. 
Such  siuners  as  we  are  a  Uttle  too  lowly. 

To  hope  to  have  Law  on  our  side. 

Had  you  been  a  great  piince,  to  whose  star  shining  o'er  'em 

The  people  should  look  for  tlieh  giiide, 
Then  yoiu-  Higlmess  (and  welcome  !)  might  kick  down  de 
coram — 

You'd  always  have  Law  on  your  side. 

Were  you  e'en  an  old  Marquis,  in  miscliief  grown  hoary, 

"Whose  heai-t,  tliough  it  long  ago  died 
To  the  ple/isures  of  vice,  is  ahve  to  its  glory — 

You  stiU  would  have  Law  on  your  side  ! 

But  for  you,  sir,  crim.  con.  is  a  path  full  of  troubles , 

By  my  advice  tlierefore  abide. 
And  leave  tlie  pm-suit  to  tliose  piinces  and  nobles 

"NMio  have  such  a  Law  on  their  side  ! 


OCCASION.VL  ADDRESS. 

FOR   THE   OPENING    OF   THE   NEW  THEATRE   OF  ST.  ST PH — N, 

INTENDED   TO   HAVE   BEEN    SPOKEN    BY   THE   PBOPRIETOR   IN 
FULL   COSTUME,   ON   THE    24tH    OF   NO^'EMBER. 

This  day  a  New  House,  for  yom*  edification, 
We  open,  most  tliinking  and  right-headed  nation ! 
Excuse  the  materials — tliough  rotten  and  bad. 
They're  the  best  that  for  money  just  now  could  be  had  ; 
And,  if  echo  the  charm  of  such  houses  should  be, 
You  will  find  it  shall  echo  my  speech  to  a  T. 
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As  for  actors,  we've  got  the  old  Company  yet, 
The  same  motlej^  odd,  tragi-comical  set : 
And  considering  they  all  were  but  clerks  t'other  day, 
It  is  tiiily  surprising  how  well  they  can  play. 
Our  manager  (he,  who  in  Ulster  was  nurst, 
And  sung  Erin  go  Brali  for  the  galleries  fii-st, 
But,  on  finding  Pi^i-interest  a  much  better  tiling, 
Changed  liis  note  of  a  sudden,  to  Ood  save  the  King ;) 
StiU  wise  as  he 's  blooming,  and  fat  as  he 's  clever, 
Himself  and  his  speeches  as  lengthy  as  ever, 
Here  o£fers  you  still  the  full  use  of  his  breath, 
Your  devoted  and  long-winded  proser  till  death  ! 

You  remember  last  season,  when  tilings  went  perverse  on, 

We  had  to  engage  (as  a  block  to  rehearse  on,) 

One  Mr.  V — ns — tt — t,  a  good  sort  of  person, 

AMio  's  also  employ'd  for  this  season  to  play, 

In  "  Raismg  the  Wind,"  and  "  the  DevU  to  Pay." 

We  expect  too — at  least  we've  been  plotting  and  planning— 

To  get  that  great  actor  from  Livei-pool,  C — nn — ng ; 

And,  as  at  the  Circus  tiiere  's  notliing  attracts, 

Lilve  a  good  single  combat  brought  in  'twixt  the  acts, 

If  tiie  manager  should,  with  the  help  of  Sir  P — ph — m, 

Get  up  new  diversions,  and  C — nn — ng  should  stop  'em, 

Who  knows  but  we'll  have  to  annoiuice  in  the  papers, 

"  Grand  fight — second  time — -^vith  additional  capers." 

Be  your  taste  for  tiie  ludicrous,  hmndnun,  or  sad, 

There  is  plenty  of  each  in  tliis  house  to  be  had ; 

Where  our  manager  ruleth,  there  weeping  ^vill  be. 

For  a  dead  hand  at  tragedy  always  was  he ; 

And  tiiere  nevqr  was  dealer  in  dagger  and  cup. 

Who  so  smilingly  got  all  liis  tragedies  up. 

His  powers  poor  Ireland  will  never  forget. 

And  the  widows  of  Walcheren  weep  o'er  tliem  yet. 

So  much  for  the  actors — for  secret  macliinery, 
Traps,  and  deceptions,  and  sliifting  of  scenery. 
Y — rm — th  and  Cum  are  the  best  we  can  find, 
To  ti'ansact  all  that  txickery  business  behmd. 
The  former 's  employ'd  too  to  teach  us  French  jigs. 
Keep  the  whiskers  in  curl,  and  look  after  the  wigs. 

In  taking  my  leave  now,  I've  only  to  say 

A  few  Seats  in  the  House  not  as  yet  sold  away, 

May  be  had  of  the  manager,  Pat  C — sti — r — gk 
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THE  SALE  OF  THE  TOOLS. 

Instnunenta  regni. — Tacitus. 

Here  's  a  choice  set  of  Tools  for  you,  g'emraen  and  ladies, 

Thej''ll  fit  you  quite  handy,  whatever  yom-  ti-ade  is; 

(Except  it  be  Cuhinet-makivg — I  doubt 

In  tliat  delicate  service  tliey're  ratlier  worn  out ; 

Thougli  their  owner,  bright  youth !  if  he'd  had  his  own 

will. 
Would  have  bungled  away  witli  them  joyously  still.) 
You  can  see  they've  been  pretty  well  hnclc'd — and  alack ! 
^Vllat  tool  is  there  job  after  job  \Aall  not  hack? 
Then-  edge  is  but  dullish,  it  must  be  confess'd, 

And  their  temper,  like  E nb'r h's  none  of  the  best. 

But  you'll  find  them  good  hard-worldng  Tools,  upon  tiying, 
Were  't  but  for  tlieir  brass  tliey  are  well  worth  the  buying; 
They're  famous  for  making  hlim/x,  sliders,  and  screens, 
And  tliey're,  some  of  them,  excellent  turning  machines  1 

The  first  Tool  I'll  put  up  (they  caU  it  a  Chancellor) 

Hea\7^  concern  to  both  purchaser  and  seller — 

Though  made  of  pig  iron,  yet  worth}'  of  note  'tis, 

'Tis  ready  to  melt  at  a  half  minute's  notice. 

Who  bids  ?  Gentle  buyer !  'twill  tm-n  as  thou  shapest — 

'TwiU  make  a  good  thumbscrew  to  tortiu-c  a  Papist ; 

Or  else  a  cramp-iron,  to  stick  in  the  wall 

Of  some  churcli  that  old  women  are  fearful  will  fall ; 

Or  better,  perhaps  (for  I'm  guessing  at  random  I, 

A  heavy  drag-chain  for  some  la^^•3'cr's  old  Tandem 

Wni  nobody  bid  ?  It  is  cheap,  I  am  sure,  sir — 

Once,  twice,  going,  going,  tlirice,  gone ! — it  is  yours,  sir. 

To  pay  ready  money  you  sha'n't  be  distress'd, 

As  a  bill  at  long  date  suits  the  Chancellor  best 

Come,  where 's  the  next  Tool  ? — Oh !  'tis  here  in  a  faice— 
This  implement,  gemmen,  at  first  was  a  Vice 
(A  tenacious  and  close  sort  of  Tool,  that  will  let 
Notliinr;  out  of  its  grasp  it  once  happens  to  got), 
But  it  since  has  received  a  new  coating  of  Tin, 
Bright  enough  for  a  piince  to  beliold  liimself  in ! 
Come,  what  shall  we  say  for  it?  briskly  !  bid  on, 
We'U  the  sooner  get  rid  of  it — going — quite  gone ! 
God  be  with  it,  such  tools,  if  not  quickly  knockd  down, 
Might  at  last  cost  their  owner — how  much  ?  why  a  Crown  I 

The  next  Tool  I'll  set  up  has  hardly  had  handsel  oi 
Trial  as  yet,  and  is  algo  a  Cbancellor — 
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Such  dull  things  as  these  should  be  sold  by  the  gross ; 
Yet,  dull  as  it  is,  'twill  be  found  to  shave  close, 
And  like  other  close  shavers,  some  courage  to  gather, 
This  blade  first  began  by  a  flourish  on  leather ! 
You  shall  have  it  for  nothing — then  marvel  witli  me 
At  the  ten-ible  tinkering  work  there  must  be, 
Where  a  tool  such  as  this  is  (I'll  leave  you  to  judge  it) 
Is  placed  by  ill  luck  at  the  top  of  the  Budget ! 
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LITTLE  MAN  AND  LITTLE  SOUL. 

A  BALLAD  TO  THE  TUNE  OF  "  THERE  WAS  A  LITTLE  MAN, 
AND  HE  WOOED  A  LITTLE  MAID,"  DEDICATED  TO  TUB 
EIGHT   HON.    OH — BL — S   ABB — T. 


"  Arcades  ambo 
Et  fan^are  pares." 


1813. 


Thebe  was  a  little  Man,  and  he  had  a  little  Soul, 
And  he  said,  "  Little  Soul,  let  us  try,  tiy,  try, 
Whether  it 's  withui  oui*  reach 
To  make  up  a  httle  Speech, 
Just  between  httle  you  and  httle  I,  I,  I, 
Just  between  httle  you  and  httle  I !" 

Then  said  liis  httle  Soul, 

Peeping  from  her  httle  hole, 
"  I  protest,  little  Man,  you  are  stout,  stout,  stout, 

But,  if  it  's  not  uncivil, 

Pray  tell  me  what  the  de^dl 
Must  om-  little,  httle  speech  be  about,  bout,  bout, 
Must  our  httle,  little  speech  be  about?" 

The  httle  Man  look'd  big, 
With  th'  assistance  of  his  mg, 
And  he  call'd  his  httle  Soul  to  order,  order,  order, 
Till  she  fear'd  he'd  make  her  jog  in 
To  jail  lUie  Thomas  Croggan 
(As  she  wasn't  Duke  or  Earlj,  to  reward  her,  ward  her, 
ward  her. 
As  she  wasn't  Duke  or  Earl,  to  reward  her. 

The  little  Man  then  spoke, 

"  Little  Soul,  it  is  no  joke. 
For  as  sure  as  J — cky  F — 11 — r  loves  a  sup,  sup,  sup, 

I  will  tell  the  Piince  and  People 

What  I  tliink  of  Chiu'ch  and  Steeple, 
And  my  httle  patent  plan  to  prop  them  up,  up,  up. 
And  my  httle  patent  plan  to  prop  them  up." 
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Away  then,  cheek  by  jowl, 

Little  Mcon  and  little  Soiil 
Wont  and  spoke  their  little  speech  to  a  tittle,  tittle,  tittle, 

And  tlie  world  all  declare 

That  this  ping^sh  little  pair 
Never  yet  in  all  their  lives  look'd  so  little,  little,  little, 
Never  yet  in  all  their  lives  look'd  so  little ! 


REINFORCEMENTS  FOR  LORD  WELLINGTON. 


snosqne  tibi  coramendat  Troja  Penatei 


Hos  cape  fatorum  comitcs. — Tirgil 


1813. 


As  recniits  in  these  times  are  not  easily  got, 

And  tlie  Mai'shal  must  have  them — pray,  why  should  we 

not, 
As  the  last  and,  I  gi-aut  it,  tlie  worst  of  our  loans  to  him, 
Sliip  off  the  ]\Iinisti7,  body  and  bones  to  liim  ? 
There  's  not  in  all  England,  I'd  ventui-c  to  swear, 
Any  men  we  could  half  so  conveniently  spare. 
And,  though  tliey've  been  helping  the  French  for  years 

past, 
We  may  tlius  make  tliem  useful  to  England  at  last. 

C — stl — r — gh  in  our  sieges  might  save  some  disgraces, 
Being  used  to  the  Uihing  and  keeping  of  places; 
And  Volunteer  C— nn— g,  still  ready  for  joining, 
Might  show  off  his  talent  for  sly  undermining. 
Co\M  the  Household  but  spare  us  its  glory  and  pride, 
Old  H — df— t  at  harn-uorks  again  might  be  tried. 
And  the  Ch— f  J — st — e  make  a  hold  charge  at  his  side  ! 
Wliile  V — ns — tt — t  could  victual  the  ti'oops  upon  tick, 
And  the  Doctor  look  after  tlie  baggage  and  sick. 

Nav,  I  do  not  see  why  tlie  great  R— g— t  himseK 

Should,  in  tunes  such  as  these,  stay  at  home  on  tlie  sheK;— 

Though  tlirough  naiTOW  defiles  he  's  not  fitted  to  pass. 

Yet  ^vilo  could  resist,  if  he  bore  dovm  en  masse  ? 

And  though  oft,  of  an  evening,  perhaps,  he  might  prove. 

Like  our  brave  Spanish  aUies,  "  unable  to  move,"  • 

Yet  there  's  one  thing,  in  war  of  advantage  unbounded. 

Which  is  tliat  he  could  not  with  ease  be  surrounded  ! 

In  my  next  I  shall  sing  of  then*  arms  and  equipment! 

At  present  no  more  but — good  luck  to  tlie  shipment! 

>  The  character  given  to  the  Spanish  soldier,  in  Sir  John  Murray'i  memo- 
Itble  despatch. 
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HORACE,  Ode  i.  Lib.  a. 

A   FHAGMENT. 

Odi  profanum  vulgus  et  arceo. 
Favete  Unguis :  cartnina  non  prius 
Audita,  Musarum  sacerdos, 
Virginibus  puerisque  caiUo. 
Regnm  tremendoium  in  proprios  greges, 
Reges  in  ipsos  imperium  est  Jovis. 

1818. 

I  HATE  thee,  O  Mob  !  as  my  lady  hates  delf 

To  Sir  Francis  I'll  give  up  tliy  claps  and  thy  hisses, 
Leave  old  Magna  Charta  to  si  lift  for  itself, 

And,  like  G — dw — n,  wiite  books  for  yoimg  masters  and 
misses. 
Oh  !  it  is  not  high  rank  tliat  can  make  the  heart  men-y, 

Even  monarchs  themselves  are  not  free  from  mishap, 
Though  the  Lords  of  WestphaUa  must  quake  before  Jerry, 

Poor  Jerry  himself  has  to  quake  before  Nap. 

******  5f5 


HORAT.  Lib.  i.  Ode  xxxviu. 

A   FRAGMENT. 

Persieos  odi,  puer,  apparatus : 
Displieent  iiexa  pliilyra  coronae. 
Mille  seciari  Rosa  quo  locontm 
Sera  moreiur. 

TRANSL.VTED   BY  A   TREASURY   CLERK,  WHILE   WAITING   DINNER 
FOB   THE   RIGHT   HON.    G ROE   R — SE. 

Boy,  tell  the  Cook  that  I  hate  aU  nick-nackeries, 
Fricassees,  vol-au-vents,  puffs  and  gim-crackeries — 
Six  by  the  Horse-Guards  ! — old  Georgy  is  late — 
But  come — lay  tlie  table-cloth — zounds  !  do  not  wait, 
Nor  stop  to  inquire,  wliile  the  dinner  is  staying, 
At  which  of  his  places  old  E/ — e  is  delaying  ! ' 
*  *  *  * 

'  The  literal  closeness  of  the  version  here  cannot  but  be  admired.  The 
translator  has  added  a  long,  erudite,  and  flowery  note  upon  Roses,  of  wliich  I 
can  merely  give  a  specimen  at  present.  In  the  first  place,  he  ransacks  the 
Rosarium  Politirum  of  the  Persian  poet  Sadi,  with  the  hope  of  finding  some  Poli- 
tical Roses,  to  match  the  gentleman  in  the  text— but  in  vain  :  he  tlien  tells  us 
that  Cicero  accused  Verres  of  reposing  upon  a  cushion  "Mclitensirosdfartum," 
which,  from  the  odd  mixture  of  words,  he  supposes  to  he  a  kind  of  Irish  Bed 
of  Roses,  like  Lord  Castlereagh's.  The  learned  Clerk  next  favours  us  witn 
some  remarks  upon  a  well-known  punning  epitaph  on  fair  Rosamond,  and  ex- 
presses a  most  loyal  hope,  that,  if  "Rosa  munda"  mean  "a  Rose  with  clean 
Lands,"  it  may  be  found  applicable  to  the  Riglit  Hononrable  Rose  in  question. 
He  then  dwells  at  some  length  upon  the  "Rosa  aurta,"  which,  though  descrio- 
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IMPROMPTU. 

DPON  BEING  OBLIGED  TO  LEAVE  A  PLEASANT  PARTY,  FROM 
THE  WANT  OF  A  PAIR  OF  BREECHES  TO  DRESS  FOB  DIN- 
NER  IN. 

1810. 

Between  Adam  and  me  the  great  difference  is, 
Though  a  Pai'adise  each  has  Ijeen  forced  to  resign, 

That  he  never  wore  hreeches  tUl  tiu-n'd  out  of  his, 
"Wliile,  for  want  of  my  breeches,  I'm  bauish'd  from  mine. 


LORD  WELLINGTON  AND  THE  MINISTERS. 

1813. 

So  gently  in  peace  Alcibiades  smiled, 

While  in  battle  he  shone  foilli  so  tenibly  grand, 

That  tlie  emblem  they  gi'aved  on  his  seal  was  a  chUd, 
With  a  thunderbolt  placed  in  its  innocent  hand. 

0  Wellington  !  long  as  such  Ministers  meld 

Your  magnificent  arm,  the  same  emblem  will  do ; 

For  wliile  they're  in  the  Council  and  you  in  the  Field, 
We've  the  hahies  in  them,  and  the  thunder  in  you  ! 


APPENDIX. 


LETTER  IV.     Page  446 

Amono  tlie  papers,  enclosed  in  Dr.  D — g — n — n's  Letter, 
tliere  is  an  Heroic  Epistle  in  Latin  verse,  from  Pope  Joan 
to  her  Lover,  of  wh^^;h.  as  it  is  rather  a  curious  document, 
I  sliaU  venture  to  give  s  jme  accomit.  Tliis  female  PontifT 
was  a  native  of  England  (or,  according  to  others,  of  Ger- 
many), wlio,  at  an  early  age,  disguised  herself  in  mala 
attire,  and  followed  her  lover,  a  yoimg  ecclesiastic,  tfl 
Athens,  where  she  studied  with  such  effect  that,  upon  hel 
ai-rival  at  Rome,  she  was  thought  worthy  of  being  raised  to 
the  Pontificate.     This  Ei)istle  is  addressed  to  her  Lover 

live,  in  one  sense,  of  tlie  old  Treasury  statesman,  yet,  as  being  consecrated  and 
worn  by  the  Pope,  must,  of  course,  not  be  brouglit  into  the  Fame  atincsphers 
witli  him.  Lastly,  iu  reference  to  the  words  "old  Hose,"  he  winds  up  with  tha 
palheiic  lamentaiion  of  the  poet,  "conseiiuisse  Rosas."  The  whole  not^ 
indeed,  shows  a  knowledge  of  iloges  that  is  quite  edifying. 
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(whom  she  had  elevated  to  the  dignity  of  Cardinal)  soon 
after  the  fatal  accouchement,  hy  which  her  fallibihty  was  be- 
ti'ayed. 

She  begins  by  reminding  him  very  tenderly  of  the  time, 
when  they  were  in  Athens — when 

"  by  Ihssus'  stream 
We  whispering  walk'd  along,  and  learn'd  to  speak 
The  tenderest  feelings  in  the  purest  Greek  ; — 
Ah !  then  how  little  did  we  think  or  hope, 
Dearest  of  men  !  that  I  should  e'er  be  Pope  !  • 
That  I — the  hmnble  Joan — whose  housewife  art 
Seem'd  just  enough  to  keep  thy  house  and  heart     ' 
(And  those,  alas  !  at  sixes  and  at  sevens), 
Should  soon  keep  aU  the  keys  of  all  tlie  heavens  ! " 

Still  less  (she  continues  to  say)  could  they  have  foreseen, 
that  such  a  catastrophe  as  had  happened  in  Council  would 
befaU  them — that  she 

"  Should  thus  sm-prise  the  Conclave's  gi-ave  deconun, 

And  let  a  little  Pope  pop  out  before  'em — 

Pope  Innocent!  alas,  the  only  one 

That  name  should  ever  have  been  fix'd  upon  !" 

She  then  very  pathetically  laments  the  downfall  of  her 
greatness,  and  enumerates  the  vai'ious  treasures  to  wliich 
she  is  doomed  to  bid  farewell  for  ever. 

"  But  oh  !  more  dear,  more  precious  ten  times  over — 
Farewell,  my  Lord,  my  Cardinal,  my  Lover ! 
I  made  thee  Caixlinal — thou  mad'st  nie — ah  ! 
Thou  mad'st  the  Papa  *  of  the  world  Mamma  ! " 

I  have  not  tune  now  to  translate  any  more  of  Uiis  epistle; 
but  I  presume  the  argument  which  tlie  Right  Hon.  Doctor 
and  liis  friends  mean  to  deduce  fr-om  it,  is  (in  their  usual 
convincing  sti'ain)  tliat  Romanists  must  be  unwortliy  of 
emancipation  noiv,  because  Uiey  had  a  Petticoat  Pope  in 
the  ninth  century.  Notliing  can  be  more  logically  clear, 
and  I  find  tliat  Horace  had  exactly  the  same  views  upon 
the  subject. 

Romanus  (eheu  posteri  negabitis  !) 

EiiKindpatus  Fcemin.^ 
Fert  vallum !- — 

•  Spanheim  attributes  the  vinaniniity  with  which  Joan  was  elected,  to  that 
innate  and  irresistiljle  charm  by  which  her  sex,  tliough  Uiteiit,  operated  upon 
the  instinct  of  the  Cardinals : — "  Non  vi  aliquA,  sed  eoncorditer,  omnium  in  se 
converso  deaiderio,  qiise  sunt  blandientis  sexus  ai'tes,  latentes  in  hSc  quan- 
quam ! " 

fl  T.jisis  an  anachronism,  for  it  was  not  till  the  eleventh  century  that  th« 
BiahoD  of  Rome  took  the  title  of  Papa,  or  Universal  Father. 
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LETTER  VII.  Page  453. 

The  Manuscript,  wliich  I  found  in  tlie  bookseller's  letter, 
is  a  melo-drama,  in  two  acts,  entitled  "The  Book,"^ol 
which  tlie  theati*es,  of  course,  had  had  the  refusal,  before 
it  was  presented  to  Messrs.  L — ck — ngt — n  and  Co.  This 
rejected  di'ania,  however,  possesses  considerable  merit,  and 
I  shall  take  tlie  hberty  of  lajdng  a  sketch  of  it  before  my 
readers. 

Tlie  first  act  opens  in  a  very  awful  maimer — Time,  three 
o'clock  in  the  morning — Scene,  the  Boiu'bon  Chamber*  in 

C — r — 1 — t — n  House — Enter  tlie  P e  R — g — t  solus — 

After  a  few  broken  sentences,  he  thus  exclaims 

Away — Away— 
Thou  haunt'st  my  fancy  so,  thou  devihsh  Book ! 
I  meet  tliee — trace  thee,  wheresoc'er  I  look. 
I  see  thy  damned  ink  ia.  Eld — n's  brows — 
I  see  ihy  foolscap  on  my  H — rtf — d's  spouse— 
V — ns — tt — t's  head  recalls  thy  leathern  case. 
And  all  tli}"^  Jilank -leaves  stare  from  B — d — rs  face ! 
"While,  turning  here  {Utying  his  hand  on  his  heart)  I  find, 

ah,  ^\Tetched  eK! 
Thy  List  of  dire  Errata  in  myself. 

(Walks  the  stage  in  cnnsiderahU  agitation) 
0  Roman  punch  !  0  potent  Cm'a9oa  ! 
O  Mareschino  !  Marescliino  O  ! 
Delicious  drams  !  why  have  you  not  the  art 
To  kill  this  gnawing  JBook-tvorm  in  my  heart? 

He  is  here  interrupted  in  liis  soliloquy  by  perceiving  some 
scribbled  fragments  of  paper  on  the  gi-omid,  which  he  col- 
lects, and  "  by  the  hght  of  two  magnificent  candelabras  " 
discovers  the  following  unconnected  words  "  Wife  neg- 
lected "— "  the  Book  "— "  Wrong  Measures  "— "  the  Queen  " 
— "  Mr.  Lambert"—"  the  R— g— T." 


'  Tl'.ere  was  a  mysterious  book  in  the  sixteenth  century,  which  eniployed  rill 
the  anxious  curiosity  of  the  learned  of  that  day.  Every  one  spoke  of  it ;  many 
wrote  against  it ;  though  it  does  not  appear  that  anybody  h;id  ever  seen  it ; 
and  indeed  Grotius  is  of  opinion  that  no  such  book  ever  existed.  It  was  en- 
titled,  "  Liber  de  Tribus  Impostoribns."  ('See  Morliof.  Cap.  de  Libris  I'ara- 
natis.)  Our  more  modem  mystery  of  "The  Book"  resembles  this  in  many 
particulars;  and  if  the  number  of  lawyers  employed  in  drawing  it  up  be  stated 
correctly,  a  slight  alteration  of  the  title  into  "a  tribus  impostoribus "  would 
produce  a  coincidence  altogether  very  remarkable. 

2  The  chamber,  I  suppose,  which  was  prepared  for  the  reception  of  the  Bcnr- 
bons  at  the  firsf,  grand  tete,  and  which  was  ornamented  (all  "for  the  deliver- 
Wice  of  Europe  ")  with  ficurs-d<-lys. 
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Ha !  treason  in  my  house  !— Cm*sed  words,  that  wither 
My  piincely  soul  {shaJcing  the  papers  violenthj),  wliat  demon 

brought  you  liither  ? 
"  My  Wife  ! "— "  the  Book  "  too !— stay— a  neai-er  look— 

{holding  the  fragments  closer  to  the  Candelahras) 
Alas  !  too  plain,  B,  double  0,  K,  Book- 
Death  and  destruction ! 


He  here  rings  all  the  bells,  and  a  whole  legion  of  valets 
enter.  A  scene  of  cm-sing  and  swearing  (very  miich  ui  the 
German  style)  ensues,  in  the  course  of  which  messengers 
are  dispatched,  in  different  directions,  for  tlie  L — rd  Ch — n- 
c — 11 — ^r,  the  D — e  of  C — b — 1 — d,  &c.  The  intennediate 
time  is  fiUed  up  by  anotlier  soliloquy,  at  the  conclusion  of 
which  the  aforesaid  personages  rush  on  alai-med — the  D — e 
with  his  stays  only  hah-laced,  and  the  Ch — nc — U — r  ^\ith 
his  wig  thrown  hastily  over  an  old  red  night-cap,  "  to 
maintain  the  becoming  splendour  of  his  office."'  The 
R — g — t  produces  the  appalhng  fragments,  upon  which 
the  Ch — nc — 11 — r  breaks  out  into  exclamations  of  loyalty 
and  tenderness,  and  relates  the  foUowdng  portentous  di'eara. 

'Tis  scarcely  two  hom-s  since 

I  had  a  fearful  dream  of  thee,  my  P e  ! — 

Methought  I  heard  tliee,  'midst  a  com'tl^'  crowd, 
Say  fi'om  tliy  tlu'one  of  gold,  in  mandate  loud, 
"  Worsliip  my  wliiskers  !" — {weeps) — not  a  knee  was  there 
But  bent  and  worsliipp'd  tlie  Illustrious  Pair, 
That  curl'd  in  conscious  majesty!  {pulls  out  his  handker- 
chief)— wliile  cries 
Of  "\Vluskers,  wliiskers."  shook  the  echoing  skies  ! — 
Just  in  that  glorious  hoiu%  metliought,  there  came, 
With  looks  of  injm-ed  pride,  a  Princely  Dame, 
And  a  young  maiden,  clinging  to  her  side. 
As  if  she  fear'd  some  tjTant  would  divide 
The  hearts  that  uatui'e  and  allection  tied  ! 
The  Matron  came — witliin  her  right  hand  glow'd 
A  radiant  torch ;  while  fi'om  her  left  a  load 
Of  Papers  hung — {wipes  his  eijes) — collected  in  her  veil — 
The  venal  evidence,  the  slanderous  tale. 
The  wouuding  liint,  the  ciuTeut  lies  that  pass 
From  Post  to  Courier,  form'd  the  motley  mass; 


ff> 


•  "To  enable  tlie  iadividual  wlio  loMs  the  office  of  Chancellor  to  mamtain  it 
to  becoming  i/.sndour."  {A  hud  laugh.)— Lord  Castlereagh's  Speech  upon  the 
Vice-Chancellor's  BiU, 
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Which,  with  disdain,  before  the  Tlirone  she  tlirows, 
And  lights  tlie  Pile  beneatli  thy  princely  nose. — {xcee]pi) 
Heavens,  how  it  blazed — I'd  ask  no  livelier  fire 
{With  aniinalinn)  To  roast  a  Papist  by,  my  gi'acious  Su'c! 
But  all!  tiie  Evidence — (weeps  aijain)  I  mouined  to  see- 
Cast,  as  it  bmn'd,  a  deadly  hp;ht  on  tliee ! 
And  Talcs  and  Hints  then-  random  sparkles  flung. 
And  liiss'd  and  cracldcd,  like  an  old  maid's  tongue; 
Wliile  Pout  and  Cnuiicr,  faitld'id  to  theu*  lame, 
Made  up  in  stink  for  what  tliey  lack'd  in  flame  ! 
When,  lo,  ye  Gods  ! — the  firo,  ascending  brisker, 
Now  singes  one,  now  hglits  tlie  oilier  wliisker — 
All!  where  was  then  tlie  Sylphid,  that  unfurls 
Her  fauT  standard  in  defence  of  curls  ? — 
Throne,  Whiskers,  Wig,  soon  vanish'd  mto  smoke, 
The  watchman  cried  "  past  one,"  and — I  awoke. 

Here  Ids  Lordsliip  weeps  more  profusely  than  ever,  and 
the  R — ^g — t  (who  has  been  very  mucli  agitated  dming  the 
recital  of  tlie  dream),  by  a  movement  as  characteristic  as 
that  of  Chai'les  XII.  when  he  was  shot,  claps  his  hands  to 
liis  wliiskers  to  feel  if  aU  be  really  safe.  A  Privy  Council 
is  held — all  the  servants,  &c.,  are  examined,  and  it  appears 
that  a  tailor,  who  liad  come  to  measure  the  11 — g — t  for  a 
dress  (wliich  takes  tliree  whole  pages  of  the  best  superline 
clinquant  in  describing),  was  tlie  only  person  who  had  been 
in  the  Bourbon  Chamber  during  tlie  day.  It  is,  accordingly, 
determined  to  seize  the  tailor,  and  tlie  Council  breaks  up 
with  a  unanimous  resolution  to  be  vigorous. 

The  commencement  of  tlie  Second  Act  tui'ns  chiefl}'  upon 
the  trial  and  imprisonment  of  two  brothers — but  as  this 
fonns  tlie  under  plot  of  tlie  drama,  I  shall  content  myself 
with  extracting  fi'om  it  tlie  following  speech,  which  is  ad- 
dressed to  the  two  brothers,  as  they  '•  exeiuit  severally"  to 
prison : — 

Go  to  your  prisons — though  the  air  of  spring 
Xo  moimtain  coolness  to  your  cheeks  shall  bi-ing; 
Though  summer  flowers  shall  pass  unseen  away, 
And  aU  your  portion  of  the  glorious  day 
May  be  some  sohtary  beam  tliat  falls. 
At  morn  or  eve,  upon  your  di-eary  walls — 
Some  beam  tliat  enters,  trembhng  as  if  awed. 
To  tell  how  gay  tlie  young  \vorld  laughs  abroad  I 
Yet  go — for  tlioughts,  as  blessed  as  the  air 
Of  Siuiug  or  summer  flowers,  await  youthew; 
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Thoughts  such  as  he,  who  feasts  his  courtly  crew 

In  rich  consei-vatories,  never  knew  ! 

Pui-e  self-esteem — the  smiles  that  light  witliin— 

The  zeal,  whose  ch'cling  charities  begin 

With  the  few  loved-ones  Heaven  has  placed  it  near, 

Nor  cease,  till  all  nianldnd  ai'e  in  its  sphere  !— 

The  pride  that  suffers  mthout  vaunt  or  plea, 

And  tlie  fi'esh  spirit,  that  can  warble  fi'ee, 

Through  prison-bars,  its  hymn  to  Liberty ! 

The  scene  nest  changes  to  a  tailor's  workshop,  and  a 
/ancifully-arrranged  gi'oup  of  these  artists  is  discovered 
upon  tlie  shop-boai'd — Their  task  evidently  of  a  royal 
nature,  fi'om  the  profusion  of  gold-lace,  fi'ogs,  &c.,  that  lie 
about — They  all  rise  and  come  forward,  while  one  of  them 
sings  the  follo'n'ing  stanzas  to  the  tune  of  "  Derry  Do\ni." 

My  brave  brother  tailors,  come,  straiten  your  knees, 
For  a  moment,  hke  gentlemen,  stand  up  at  ease, 

Wliile  I  sing  of  oiu*  P e  (and  a  fig  for  his  railers) 

Tlie  shop-board's  dehght !  tlie  Mecsenas  of  tailors  ! 

Derry  do^uTi,  doTvn,  down  derry  down. 

Some  monarchs  take  roimdabout  ways  into  note, 
But  liis  short  cut  to  fame  is — the  cut  of  liis  coat; 
PliQip's  son  thought  tlie  world  was  too  small  for  his  soul, 
WMle  our  K,— g — t's  finds  room  in  a  laced  button-hole! 

Deny  down,  &c. 

Look  through  all  Eui'ope's  Kings — at  least,   those  who 

go  loose — 
Not  a  King  of  them  all 's  such  a  fi-iend  to  tlie  Goose. 
So  God  keep  liim  increasing  in  size  and  renown, 

Still  the  fattest  and  best-fitted  P e  about  town ! 

Derry  do\vn,  &c. 

During  the  "Derry  down"  of  this  last  verse,  a  messenger 

from  the  S — c — t — y  of  S e's  Office  rushes  on,  and  the 

singer  (who,  luckily  for  tlie  effect  of  the  scene,  is  the  very 
tailor  suspected  of  the  mysterious  fragments)  is  interrupted 
in  the  midst  of  his  laudatory  exertions,  and  hiu'ried  away, 
to  the  no  small  surprise  and  consternation  of  liis  comrades. 
The  plot  now  hastens  rapidly  in  its  development — the 
management  of  the  tailor's  examination  is  higlily  skilful, 
and  the  alarm  wliich  he  is  made  to  betray  is  natiu'ai  with- 
out being  ludicrous.  The  explanation,  too,  which  he  finally 
gives  is  not  more  simple  than  satisfactory.    It  appeaxs  that 
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thossld  frp,f:^ent3  foniicd  jiart  of  a  sclf-excidpatoiy  note, 

Ti'hich  lie  had  intended  to  send  to  Colonel  M'M n  upon 

subjects  piu'ely  professional,  and  tlie  corresponding  l)it3 
(which  still  lie  luckily  iu  his  pocket)  being  produced,  and 
skill'ully  laid  beside  the  others,  the  following  bUlet-doux  ia 
tiie  satisfactory  result  of  tlieii"  juxta-position. 

riouour'd  Colonel — my  wife,  who  's  the  queen  of  eU  slat- 
terns, 
Neglected  to  put  up  tlie  Book  of  New  Patterns. 
Slie  sent  the  wrong  measm-es  too — shamefully  wrong — 
They're  tlie  same  used  for  poor  Mr.  Lambert,  when  young; 
But,  bless  you  !  tliey  woiddn't  go  half  round  the  It — g — t 
So,  Lope  you'll  excuse  yours,  till  death,  most  obedient. 

This  fully  explains  the  whole  mj^steiy — ^the  R — g — t  r 
r  limes  liis  wonted  smiles,  and  the  Drama   terminates, 
u-ual  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  parties. 
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COERUPTION,  AND  INTOLERAJSTCE. 

TWO  POEMS: 

ADDBESSKD   TO  AN    ENGLISHMAN    BY  AN    IRISHMAN. 


PREFACE. 

The  practice  which  lias  been  lately  introduced  into  lite- 
ratui-e,  of  writuig  very  long  notes  upon  very  indifferent 
verses,  appears  to  me  rather  a  happy  invention ;  as  it  sup- 
phes  us  with  a  mode  of  tmiiing  dull  poetiy  to  account . 
and  as  horses  too  heavy  for  the  saddle  may  yet  serve  well 
enough  to  di-aw  liunber,  so  poems  of  tlois  kind  make  ex- 
cellent beasts  of  burden,  and  -ivill  bear  notes,  though  they 
mt»y  not  bear  reading.  Besides,  the  comments  in  such  cases 
are  so  httle  under  the  necessity  of  paying  any  servile  defe- 
rence to  the  text,  that  they  may  even  adopt  that  Socratic 
dogma,  "  Quod  supra  nos  nilul  ad  nos." 

In  the  first  of  the  two  follo\\dng  Poems,  I  have  ventured 
to  speak  of  the  Revolution  of  1688  in  language  wliich 
has  sometimes  been  employed  by  Tory  writers,  and  which 
is  therefore  neither  very  navf  nor  popular.  But  however 
an  Englishman  might  be  reproached  mth  ingratitude,  for 
depreciating  the  merits  and  resists  of  a  measure,  which  he 
is  taught  to  regard  as  the  soui'ce  of  his  hberties — however 
ungrateful  it  might  appear  in  Alderman  B — rch  to  ques- 
tion for  a  moment  the  piu-ity  of  that  glorious  era,  to  which 
he  is  indebted  for  the  seasoning  of  so  many  ovations — yet 
an  Irishman,  who  has  none  of  tliese  obligations  to  acknow- 
ledge; to  whose  country  the  Revolution  brought  notliing 
but  injmy  and  insult,  and  who  recollects  that  the  book  of 
Molyneux  was  bimied,  by  order  of  WOIiam's  Whig  Parlia- 
ment, for  daring  to  extend  to  unfortimate  Ireland  those 
principles  on  which  the  Revolution  was  professedly  founded 
— an  Irishman  may  be  allowed  to  ciiticise  freely  the  loea- 
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sures  of  tliot  peiiorl,  without  exposing  himself  either  to  the 
iinputatiou  of  iiifrratitude,  or  to  the  suspicion  of  being  in- 
fluenced by  any  Popish  remains  of  Jacobitism.  No  nation, 
it  is  tnte,  was  ever  blessed  with  a  more  golden  opportiuiity 
of  establisliiiig  and  securing  its  hberties  for  ever  than  tlio 
conjunctiu'C  of  Eightj'-eight  presented  to  the  people  of 
Great  Brit.oin.  But  the  disgi'aceful  reigns  of  Cluu'les  and 
James  had  weakened  and  degi-aded  the  national  character 
The  bold  notions  of  popular  right,  wliich  had  arisen  out  of 
tlie  struggles  between  Charles  the  Tii'st  and  liis  Pai-Uanient, 
were  gi-adually  supplanted  by  those  slavish  doctrines  for 
which  Lord  H — kcsb — 17  eulogizes  the  churchmen  of  that 
period  ;  and  as  the  Reformation  had  happened  too  soon  for 
tlie  purity  of  religion,  so  tlie  Revolution  came  too  late  for 
the  spii'it  of  hbcrty.  Its  advantages  accordingly  were  for 
the  most  part  specious  and  transitory,  while  the  evils  which 
it  entailed  ai"e  still  felt  and  still  increasing.  By  rendering 
unnecessary  tlie  frequent  exercise  of  Prerogative, — tliat 
unweldy  power  which  cannot  move  a  step  witbout  alarm, 
— it  diminislied  the  only  interference  of  tlie  Crown  which 
is  singly  and  independently  exjjosed  before  tlie  jieople,  and 
whose  abuses  tlierefore  ai"e  obvious  to  tlieir  senses  and 
capacities ;  like  the  mjTtle  over  a  celebrated  statue  in 
Minerva's  temple  at  Athens,  it  skili"ully  veiled  fi-om  tlie 
public  eye  the  only  obti-usive  featiu-e  of  royalt)^  At  tlie 
same  time,  however,  that  the  Revolution  abridged  this  un- 
popular attribute,  it  amply  compensated  by  tlie  substitution 
of  a  new  power,  as  much  more  potent  in  its  effect  as  it  is 
more  secret  in  its  operations.  In  the  disposal  of  an  im- 
mense revenue  and  the  extensive  patronage  annexed  to  it, 
the  first  foundations  of  this  power  of  the  Cro^\^^  were  laid ; 
the  innovation  of  a  standing  ainny  at  once  increased  and 
strengthened  it,  and  the  few  slight  bai-riers  which  the  Act 
of  Settlement  opposed  to  its  progi-ess  liave  all  been  gra- 
dually removed  during  the  Whiggish  reigns  that  succeeded ; 
till  at  length  tliis  sphit  of  inlluence  has  become  the  vital 
principle  of  the  State, — an  agency,  subtle  and  unseen, 
which  pciwadcs  eveiy  part  of  the  Constitution,  lui-ks  under 
all  its  lOJTOS,  and  regulates  all  its  movements,  and,  like  the 
invisible  sylph  or  gi-ace  which  presides  over  the  motions  of 
beauty, 

"Illam,  qnicqaid  agit,  quoquo  vestigia  flectit, 
Componit  furtim  subsequiturque.*' 

The  cause  of  Liberty  and  the  Revolution  are  so  habitually 
associated  in  the  minds  of  Enghshinen,  that  probably  in 
objecting  to  the  latter,  I  may  be  tliought  hostile  or  indif- 
ferent to  the  former ;  but  assuredly  nothing  could  be  more 
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unjust  than  siich  a  suspicion.  The  very  object,  indeed, 
which  my  humble  animadversions  would  attain  is,  that  in 
the  crisis  to  wliich  I  tliink  England  is  now  hastening,  and 
between  which  and  foreign  subjugation  she  may  soon  be 
compelled  to  choose,  the  errors  and  omissions  of  1088 
may  be  remedied  ;  and,  as  it  was  then  her  fate  to  experi- 
ence a  Revolution  -ndthout  Reform,  she  may  now  seek  a  Re- 
fonn  without  Revolution. 

In  speaking  of  the  pai-ties  which  have  so  long  agitated 
England,  it  will  be  observed  that  I  lean  as  little  to  the 
Wlxigs  as  to  their  adversaries.  Both  factions  have  been 
equally  cruel  to  Ii-eland,  and  perhaps  equal!}'  insincere  in 
their  efforts  for  the  Hberties  of  England.  There  is  one 
name,  mdeed,  connected  with  "NVliiggism,  of  which  I  cau 
never  tliink  but  with  veneration  and  tenderness.  As  justly, 
however,  might  the  light  of  the  sun  be  claimed  by  any  par- 
ticular nation,  as  the  sanction  of  that  name  be  monopohzed 
by  any  party  whatever.  ]\Ir.  Fox  belonged  to  manliind, 
and  they  have  lost  in  hun  their  ablest  friend. 

With  respect  to  the  few  lines  upon  Intolerance,  which  I 
have  subjoined,  they  are  but  the  imperfect  beginning  of  a 
long  series  of  Essays,  with  which  I  here  menace  my  readers, 
upon  the  same  important  subject.  I  shall  look  to  no  higher 
merit  in  tlie  task,  than  that  of  givmg  a  new  form  to  claims 
and  remonstrances,  wliich  have  often  been  much  more  elo- 
quently lu'ged,  and  which  would  long  ere  now  have  produced 
their  effect,  but  that  the  minds  of  some  of  our  statesmen, 
like  the  pupil  of  the  human  eye,  contract  themselves  the 
more  the  stronger  light  there  is  shed  upon  tJiera. 
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AN   EPISTLE, 

NiT  8'  Kirai'fl'  ojanep  «!  ayopaj  iKTreirparai  ravra'  aj/rfiOTjxTai  Se  aiT'-  tow 
Twv,  !)<()'  iiv  an-oAwAe  Kai  vtvoarjKei'  i)  'EAAas.  Tavra  &'  e<TTt  Ti ;  ^l-Vo;,  Jt  T'S 
eiAiji^e  Ti'  ■yeAu?  av  o/ioAoyr)'  <jvyyvo>ixr\  toi!  e\e'/xoii^voi%'  (xitro;,  av  TouJOt! 
T»s  nriTtfia'  ToAAa  navra,  b<Ta  cic  Tou  SuipoSoKeiv  ripnjTai.. — BcniostUl'ues, 
Philipp.  iii. 

Boast  on,  my  friend — though  stripp'd  of  aU  beside, 
Thy  struggling  nation  still  retains  her  pride  :  • 
That  pride,  which  once  in  genuine  glory  woke 
When  Marlborough  fought,  and  brilliant  St.  John  spoke ; 
That  pride  wluch  stiU,  by  time  and  shame  unstung, 
OutHves  e'en  Wh — tel — cke's  sword  and  H — wk — sb'ry'a 
tongue ! 

•"Aagli  suos  ac  sua  omnia  impense  mirantur;  ciBtcrna  nationes  desoectui 
Uabent."— Barclay  (as  quoted  in  one  of  Dryden's  prefacts). 
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Boast  on,  my  fnend,  while  in  this  humbled  isle ' 

Where  Honour  mom'ns  wid  Freedom  fears  to  smile,' 

Where  tlie  bright  light  of  England's  fame  is  known 

But  by  tlie  baleful  shadow  she  has  tlirown 

On  all  our  fate  ^ — where,  doom'd  to  ^\Tongs  and  slights, 

We  hear  you  talk  of  Britain's  glorious  rights, 

As  AVTetched  slaves,  that  under  hatches  lie, 

Hear  those  on  deck  extol  tlie  sun  and  sky ! 

Boast  on,  whUe  wandering  through  my  native  haunts, 

I  colcUy  Usten  to  tliy  patriot  vaunts  ; 

And  feel,  though  close  our  wedded  countries  twine. 

More  sorrow  for  my  o"mi  tliau  pride  fi'om  tliine. 

Yet  pause  a  moment — and  if  truths  severe 
Can  find  an  inlet  to  that  courtly  ear. 
Which  loves  no  politics  in  rhyme  but  Pye's, 
And  hears  no  news  but  W — rd's  gazetted  Ues, — 
If  aught  can  please  thee  but  the  good  old  saws 
Of  "  Chiu'ch  and  State,"  and  "  William's  matcliless  Jaws," 
And  "  Acts  and  Bights  of  glorious  Eighty-eight," — 
Things,  which  though  now  a  centiuy  out  of  date, 
Still  serv'e  to  ballast,  with  convenient  words, 
A  few  crank  arguments  for  speecliing  lords,' — 
Turn,  wliile  I  teU  how  England's  fi'eedom  found, 
Where  most  she  look'd  for  life,  her  deadliest  wound ; 
How  brave  she  struggled,  while  her  foe  was  seen. 
How  faint  since  Influence  lent  that  foe  a  screen ; 
How  strong  o'er  James  and  Popery  she  prevail'd. 
How  wealdy  fell,  when  Whigs  and  gold  assail'd* 

'  England  began  very  early  to  ferl  the  tffects  of  crnelty  towards  her  depen- 
dencies. "  The  Beverity  of  her  government  (says  Macpherson)  contril)utcd 
more  to  deprive  her  of  the  coiitinent^il  dominions  of  the  family  of  Plantagenet 
than  the  arms  of  France." — See  his  History,  vol.  i. 

*  By  the  total  reduction  of  the  kingdom  of  Ireland  in  1G91  (says  Burke),  the 
ruin  of  the  native  Irish,  and  iu  a  great  measure,  too,  of  the  first  races  of  the 
English,  was  completely  acconi|)lislicd.  The  ntw  English  interest  was  settled 
with  as  solid  a  stability  as  anything  in  human  affairs  can  look  for.  All  the 
penal  laws  of  that  unparalleled  code  of  oppression,  which  were  made  after 
the  last  event,  were  manifestly  the  effects  of  national  liat/ed  and  scorn  toward* 
s  conquered  people,  whom  the  victors  delighted  to  trample  upon,  and  were 
not  at  all  afraid  to  provoke." 

•  It  never  seems  to  occur  to  those  orators  and  addressers  who  round  off  so 
many  sentences  and  paragraphs  with  the  Bill  of  Rights,  the  Act  of  .Settle- 
ment, &c.,  that  most  of  the  provisions  which  these  Acts  contained  for  tiie  pre- 
servation of  parliamentiiry  independence  have  been  long  laid  aside  as  romantic 
and  troublesome.  So  that,  I  confess,  with  a  politician  who  quotes  seriously 
the  Declaration  of  Rights,  &c.,  to  prove  the  acnial  existence  of  English  lilicrty, 
that  I  do  not  think  of  that  Marquis,  whom  Montesquieu  mentions,  who  set 
about  looking  for  mines  in  the  Pyrenees,  on  the  strength  of  authorities  which 
he  had  rcao  in  some  ancient  authors.  The  poor  Marquis  toiled  and  searched 
in  vain.     He  quoted  his  authorities  to  the  last,  but  iound  no  mines  after  all. 

4  The  chief,  perhaps  the  only  advantage  wliich  has  resulted  from  the  system 
uf  influence,  is  that  tranquil  course  of  uninterrupted  action  which  it  bas'given 
to  the  administpatioD  of  government. 
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"While  lungs  were  poor,  and  all  those  schemes  iinknowD 
Yv'liich  drain  the  people,  to  enrich  the  throne ;  \ 

Ere  yet  a  yielding  Commons  had  supphed  ] 

Those  chains  of  gold  by  wliich  tliemselves  are  tied ;  j 

Then  proud  Prerogative,  untaught  to  creep  j 

"With  bribery's  sUent  foot  on  Freedom's  sleep,  j 

Franldy  avow'd  liis  bold  enslaving  plan,  ' 

And  claim'd  a  right  fi'om  God  to  trample  man !  j 

But  Luther's  scliism  had  too  much  roused  mankind 
For  Hampden's  trutlis  to  linger  long  behind  ; 
Nor  then,  when  king-like  popes  had  fallen  so  low, 
Could  pope-hke  kings '  escape  the  levelling  blow. 
That  ponderous  sceptre  (in  Avhose  place  we  bow 
To  the  hght  talisman  of  influence  now), 
Too  gross,  too  visible  to  work  the  speU 
AVliich  modem  povrer  performs,  in  fragments  feU : 
In  fragments  lay,  till,  patch'd  and  painted  o'er 
With  flem--de-lys,  it  shone  and  scourged  once  more. 

'Twas  then,  my  friend,  thy  kneeling  nation  quaff 'd 
Long,  long  and  deep,  the  chui-chman's  opiate  di'aught 
Of  tame  obedience — tUl  her  sense  of  right 
^ind  pulse  of  gloiy  seem'd  extinguish'd  quite, 
And  Britons  slept  so  sluggish  in  their  chain, 
That  wakening  Freedom  caU'd  almost  in  vain. 
O  England  !  England  !  what  a  chance  was  tliine, 
Wlien  the  last  tyrant  of  that  Ul-starr'd  hne 
Fled  from  his  sullied  croA\Ti,  and  loft  thee  free 
To  found  thy  ovra.  eternal  hberty ! 
How  bright,  how  glorious,  in  tliat  simshine  hour 
Might  patiiot  hands  have  raised  the  triple  tower  * 
Of  British  fi-eedom,  on  a  rock  divine 
Wliich  neither  force  could  storm  nor  treachery  mine  ! 

'The  drivelling  correspondence  between  James  I,  arU  Lis  "dog  Steenie" 
(the  I'uke  of  Buekiiigliam),  wliich  we  iind  among  the  Haidwicke  Papers,  puf- 
flcieiitly  shows,  if  we  wanted  any  such  illustration,  into  what  doting,  ii'-iotic 
brains  the  plan  of  arbitrary  power  may  enter. 

s  Tacitus  has  expressed  his  opinion,  in  a  passage  very  frequently  quoted,  that 
such  a  distribution  of  power  as  the  theory  of  the  British  constitution  exiiihits 
is  merely  a  subject  of  bright  speculation,  "  a  system  more  easily  praised  than 
practised,  and  which,  even  could  it  happen  to  exist,  would  certainly  not  prove 
permanent ;"  and,  in  truth,  a  review  of  England's  annals  would  dispose  us  to 
agree  with  the  great  historian's  remark.  For  we  find  that  at  no  period  what- 
ever has  this  balance  of  the  three  estates  existed  ;  that  the  nobles  predominated 
till  the  policy  of  Heni-y  VII.  and  his  successor  reduced  thtir  weiglit  by  breaking 
up  the  Ifcudal  system  of  property  ;  that  the  power  of  tlie  Crown  became  tnen 
supreme  and  absolute,  till  the  bold  encroachments  of  the  Commons  subverted 
the  fabr'c  allogetlier ;  that  the  alternate  ascendancy  of  prerogative  and  privi. 
lege  distracted  the  period  which  followed  the  Restoration  ;  and  that,  lastly, 
the  Acts  of  1683,  by  laying  the  foundation  of  aw  unbounded  couit-influence, 
have  secured  a  preponderance  to  the  Throne,  which  every  fuccceJinir  year 
increases.  So  that  the  vaunted  British  constitution  has  never  perhaps  existed 
hut  in  mere  theory, 
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But,  no — the  luminous,  tlie  lofty  plan. 

Like  mighty  Babel,  scem'd  too  bold  for  man ; 

The  curse  of  jarring  tongues  again  was  given 

To  thwart  a  work  that  raised  men  nearer  heaven. 

While  Tories  marr'd  what  Wliigs  had  scarce  begun," 

While  Whigs  undid  what  Wliigs  tliemsclvcs  had  done,' 

The  time  was  lost,  and  WilUam,  with  a  smile, 

Saw  Freedom  weeping  o'er  tlie  unfinish'd  pile  ! 

Hence  all  the  ills  you  suffer, — hence  remain 
Such  galling  fragments  of  that  feudal  chain,^ 
Whose  links,  around  you  by  the  Norman  flung, 
Tliough  loosed  and  broke  so  often,  still  have  clung. 
Hence  sly  Prerogative,  like  Jove  of  old, 
Has  turn'd  his  thunder  into  showers  of  gold, 
Whose  silent  com'tship  ■n-ins  securer  joys,* 
Taints  by  degrees,  and  ruins  without  noise. 

1 "  Those  two  thieves,"  says  Ralph,  "  between  whom  tlie  nation  was  crucified." 
—Use  and  Abuse  of  P:irlianicnt. 

a  Tlie  moiiarcha  of  Gie;it  biitain  can  never  be  sufTiciently  grateful  for  that 
accominodaling  spirit  which  led  tlie  Revolutionary  Wlii^s  to  give  away  the 
crown,  witlifiul  iin|iosiiig  any  of  thnsc  restraints  or  stipulaticins  which  other 
men  might  hiivc  taken  aiivimtnue  of  so  favouriil)le  a  moment  to  enforce,  nnil  in 
the  framing  of  whicli  ihcy  had  so  good  a  model  to  follow  as  the  liniitalinns 
proposed  l)y  the  Lords  Essex  and  Halifix,  in  the  debate  upon  the  Exclns  on 
Bill.  Tlicy  not  only  condescended,  however,  to  accept  of  places,  but  took  care 
that  these  dignities  sliouhl  be  no  iinpediment  to  their  "  voice  potential"  in 
affairs  of  legislalion ;  and  although  iin  Act  was  after  many  yeirs  sulfered  I  o  pass, 
which  by  one  of  its  articles  disqualified  placemen  from  serving  as  niembrrs  of 
the  House  of  Commons,  it  was  vet  not  allowed  to  interfere  with  the  inlliieiicc 
of  the  reigning  monarch,  nor  with  that  of  his  successor  Anne.  The  purifyiii;^ 
clause,  indeed,  was  not  to  take  effect  til!  after  the  decease  of  the  latter  Sove- 
reign, and  she  very  consideialcly  repealed  it  altogether.  So  that,  as  re- 
presentation has  continued  ever  since,  if  the  king  were  simple  c.iongh  to  send 
to  foreign  courts  ambassadors  who  were  most  of  them  in  the  pay  of  those 
courts,  he  would  be  just  as  honestly  and  faithfully  represented  as  are  his 
people. 

•  The  last  great  wound  given  to  the  feudal  system  was  the  Act  of  the  12ih 
of  Charles  II.,  which  abolished  the  tenure  of  knight's  service  in  capite,  and 
which  Blackstone  compares,  for  its  salutary  influence  U|  on  property,  to  tlic 
boasted  provisions  of  Magna  Charta  itself.  Yet  even  in  this  Act  we  see  th. 
effects  of  that  coanteraclmg  spirit  which  lias  contrived  to  weaken  every  effulL 
of  the  Knglish  nation  towards  Ulicrly.  Tlie  exclusion  of  copyholders  froav 
their  share  of  elective  rights  was  permitted  to  remain  as  a  brand'of  feudal  ser- 
vitude, and  as  an  obstacle  to  the  rise  of  that  strong  counterbalance  which  an 
equal  representation  of  property  would  oppose  to  the  weight  of  the  Crown. 
If  tlie  managers  of  the  Revolution  liiul  been  sincere  in  their  wishes  lor  reform, 
they  would  not  only  have  taken  this  fetter  olf  the  rights  of  election,  but  would 
have  renewed  the  mode  adopted  in  Ciomwell's  time  of  increasing  the  number 
of  knights  of  the  shire,  to  the  exclusion  of  those  rotten  insgnilicant  boroughs, 
which  have  tainted  the  whole  mass  of  the  const. tntion.  L'ird  Clarendon  calls 
this  measuie  of  Cromwell's  "an  alteration  fit  to  be  more  warrantable  m:id«i 
and  in  a  better  time."  It  formed  part  of  Mr.  Pitt's  plan  in  I7s3;  liut  Pitt's 
plan  of  reform  wa.--  a  kind  of  announced  dramatic  piece,  about  as  likely  to  be 
ever  acted  as  Mr.  Sheridan's  "  Foresters." 

*  fore  enim  tutum  iter  et  patens 

Converso  in  pretium  Deo. 
Anrura  per  meiiios  ire  satellites,  &c. — Horat. 

It  would  be  amusing  to  trace  the  Listorv  of  Prerogative  from  the  date  »/ 
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Wliile  parliaments,  no  more  those  sacred  things 
Which  make  and  rule  the  destiny  of  kings, 
Like  loaded  dice  by  ministers  are  tlirown, 
And  each  new  set  of  shai-pers  cog  their  o\Wi. 
Hence  the  rich  oil,  that  £i-om  the  Treasury  steals, 
And  drips  o'er  all  the  Constitution's  wheels, 
Giving  the  old  machine  such  pKant  play,* 
That  Court  and  Commons  jog  one  joltless  way, 
AVhile  Wisdom  trembles  for  the  crazy  car, 
So  gilt,  so  rotten,  can-jdng  fools  so  far ; 
And  the  duped  people,  houi'ly  doom'd  to  pay 
The  sums  that  bribe  their  liberties  away,'* — 
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it3  strength  under  tl'.e  Tudor  princes,  when  [Tenry  VII.  and  his  successcrj 
"  taujilit  the  people  (as  Nathaniel  Bacon  says)  to  dance  to  tlie  (.luie  of  Allegi- 
ance," to  the  period  of  the  Revolution,  when  the  Throne,  ii.  its  attacks  upon 
liherty,  began  to  cxc]iaiige  the  noisy  exiilosioiis  of  Trcrogative  for  the  sileuc 
and  effectual  air-gun  of  Influence.  In  fuUowuig  its  course,  too,  since  that 
memorahle  era,  we  shall  find  that,  while  the  royal  powemJias  been  abridged  in 
branches  where  it  might  be  made  conducive  to  the  iuteresis  of  the  people,  it 
has  been  left  in  full  and  unshnckled  vigour  against  almost  every  point  where 
the  integrity  of  the  constitution  is  vulnerable  For  instance,  the  pouer  of 
charteiinj;  boroughs,  to  wliose  capricious  abu=.e  in  the  hands  of  the  Stuarts  we 
are  indebted  for  most  of  the  present  anomalies  of  representation,  niii;ht,  if 
suffered  to  rerijain,  have  in  some  degree  atoned  for  its  mischief,  by  restoring 
the  old  unchartered  boroughs  to  their  lights,  and  widening  more  criually  the 
basis  of  the  legislature.  But,  hy  the  Act  of  Union  with  Scotland,  this  part  of 
the  prerogative  was  removed  lest  Freedom  should  have  a  chance  of  being 
healed,  even  by  the  rust  of  the  spear  which  had  formerly  wounded  her.  The 
dangerous  power,  hov/ever,  of  creating  peers,  which  has  been  so  ofteu  exercised 
for  the  government  against  the  constitution,  is  still  left  in  free  and  uiiqualiiicd 
activity;  notwithstanding  the  e.x;iniple  of  that  celebrated  Bill  for  the  limitation 
of  this  ever-budding  branch  of  prero'.;ative,  which  was  proposed  in  the  reign  of 
George  I.  under  the  peculiar  sanction  and  recommendation  of  the  Crown,  l.ut 
which  the  Whigs  thought  right  to  reject,  with  all  that  charicteristic  delicacy, 
which,  in  general,  prevents  them,  when  enjoying  the  sweets  of  office  them- 
selves, from  taking  any  uncourtly  advantage  of  tlie  Throne.  It  will  be  recol- 
lected, however,  that  the  creation  of  the  twelve  peers  by  the  Tories  in  Anne'i 
reign  (a  measure  which  Swift,  like  a  true  party  man,  defends)  gave  these  upright 
Whigs  all  possible  alarm  for  thsir  liberties. 

With  regard  to  this  generous  lit  about  his  prerogative  which  seized  so  un- 
royally  the  good  King  fleorge  I.,  histori:ms  have  hiiited  that  the  pnroxysin  ori- 
ginated far  more  in  hatred  to  his  son  than  in  love  lo  the  constitution  ;  but  no 
loyal  person,  acquainted  with  the  annals  of  the  three  Georges,  could  possibly 
guspect  any  ont  of  those  gracious  monarchs  either  of  ill-will  to  his  heir,  or  iu- 
diffeience  for  the  constitution. 

1  "  They  drove  so  last  (says  Welwood  of  the  ministers  of  Charles  I.),  that  it 
was  no  wonder  that  the  wheels  and  chariot  broke."  (Memoirs,  p.  35.) — But 
this  fatal  accident,  if  we  may  judge  fiom  experience,  is  to  be  imputed  far  less 
to  the  folly  and  impetuosity  of  the  drivers,  than  to  the  want  of  that  supi ding 
oil  from  the  Treasury  which  has  been  found  so  necessary  to  maUe  a  government 
like  that  of  England  rua  smoothly.  Had  Charles  been  as  well  provided  with 
this  articis  as  his  successors  have  been  since  tlie  happy  Revolution,  his  Com- 
mons would  never  have  merited  from  him  the  harsh  appellntion  of  "seditious 
vipers,"  hut  would  have  been  (as  they  now  are,  and  I  trust  always  will  he) 
"  dutiful  Commons,"  "loyal  Commons,"  &c.,  &c.,  and  would  have  given  him 
ehip-money,  or  any  other  sort  of  money  he  might  take  a  fancy  to. 

2  During  the  reigns  of  Charles  and  James,  "  No  Popery"  was  the  watch-word 
of  freedom,  and  served  to  keep  the  public  spirit  awake  against  the  iuvasinns  of 
bigotry  and  prerogative.    The  Revolution,  however,  by  removing  this  ohiect  of 
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Like  a  yoimg  eagle,  who  has  lent  his  plume 

To  fledge  the  shaft  by  wliich  he  meets  his  doom. 

See  their  own  featliers  phick'd,  to  ^\ing  the  dait 

Which  ranli  corruption  destines  tor  tlieir  heart ! 

But  soft !  my  friend,  I  hoar  thee  proudly  say 

"  What !  shall  I  listen  to  the  impious  lay, 

That  dares,  with  Tory  licence,  to  profane 

The  bright  bequests  of  WiUiam's  glorious  reign  ? 

Shall  tlie  gi'eat  wisdom  of  our  patriot  sii'es, 

Whom  li — wks — b — y  quotes  and  savoiuy  B — rch  admiies, 

Be  slander'd  thus  ?     Shall  honest  St — le  agree 

With  vii-tuous  II — se  to  call  us  piu'e  and  free, 

Yet  fail  to  prove  it  ?     Shall  our  patent  pair 

Of  wise  state-poets  waste  theii-  words  in  air. 

And  Pye  unheeded  breathe  his  prosperous  strain, 

And  C — nu — ng  tnlce  ilie peoples  sense  in  vain?"  • 

The  people  ! — ah,  tliat  Freedom's  form  should  stay 
Where  Freedoiffs  spii'it  long  hath  pass'd  away  ! 
That  a  false  smile  should  play  around  the  dead. 
And  Ihish  the  features  where  the  soul  liath  fled !  * 
When  Rome  had  lost  her  vii-tue  ^\^th  her  rights, 
When  her  foul  tjTant  sat  on  CapreJEs  heights* 

jealousy,  has  produced  a  reliance  on  the  orthodoxy  of  the  Tlirone,  of  which  th* 
Tlirone  has  not  failed  to  take  advantacre;  and  tlie  try  of  "No  I'opery"  having 
thus  lost  its  power  of  alarming  the  people  a-jiiinst  the  inroads  of  the  Crown, 
has  served  ever  since  the  vtry  diffcnnt  purpose  of  strcn^thtnin;;  the  Crown 
against  tlie  prctcnsii-ns  and  stiu^'gles  of  the  people.  The  danger  of  the  Church 
from  Papists  and  Pretenders  was  the  chief  pietext  for  the  repeal  of  the  Trien- 
nial Bill,  for  the  adoption  of  a  standing  army,  for  the  numerous  suspensions 
of  the  Ilahcas  Corpus  Act,  and,  in  short,  for  all  tliose  spirited  infractions  of  the 
constitution  by  which  the  reijtns  of  the  last  ccniurv  ncre  so  eminently  distin- 
gnishcd.  We  have  seen  very  lately,  too,  how  the  "fhrone  has  hoen  emibled,  by 
the  same  scarecrow  sort  of  alarm,  to  select  its  ministers  from  amoni;  mea 
whose  servility  is  their  otily  claim  to  elevation,  and  who  are  pledged  (if  such 
an  alternative  cmtU  arise)  to  take  part  with  the  scruples  of  the 
the  salvation  of  the  empire. 


King  against 


Somebody  has  said, "  Quand  tous  les  pontes  seraient  noycs,  ce  lie  serait  pas 
grand  dommajie;"  but  I  am  aware  that  this  is  not  fit  language  to  be  held  at  a 
time  when  our  birth-d&y  odes  and  stite-pajiers  are  written  by  such  pretty  poets 
as  Mr.  P — e  and  Mr.  C — nn  — ii.'.  All  1  wish  is,  that  the  latter  gentleman 
would  change  idaces  with  his  brother  P— c,  by  which  means  we  should  have 
somewhat  less  prose  in  our  odes,  and  certainly  less  poetry  in  our  politics. 

•J  "  It  is  a  scandal  (said  Sir  Cliailes  Sedley,  in  William's  reign)  that  a  govern, 
ment  so  sick  at  heart  as  ours  is  should  l^ok  so  well  in  the  face ;"  and  Edmund 
Burke  has  said,  in  the  present  reign,  "  When  the  people  conceive  tliat  laws  and 
tribunals,  and  even  popular  assemblies,  a.e  perverted  from  the  ends  of  their 
institutions,  they  find  m  these  names  of  ilcgenerated  establishntcnts  only  new 
motives  to  discontent.  Those  bodies  which,  when  full  of  life  and  beauty,  lay  in 
their  anns  and  were  their  joy  and  comfort,  when  dead  and  putr.J,  become  more 
loathsome  from  remembrance  of  former  endearments." — Thoughts  on  the  pre- 
lent  Discontei;ts,  1770. 

»  We  are  told  by  Tacitus  of  a  certain  race  of  men,  who  made  themselves 
particularly  useful  to  the  Roman  emperors,  and  were  therefore  called,  "  instru- 
menta  regni,"  or  "  court-tools."  I'rom  this  it  appears,  that  aiy  Lords  M  ^ 
C ,  fcc,  te.,  are  by  no  means  things  of  modern  invention. 
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Amid  his  I'uffiau  spies,  and  doom'd  tc  death 
Each  noble  name  they  blasted  with  their  breatlsr- 
E'en  then  (in  naockery  of  that  golden  time, 
When  the  Eepublic  rose  revered,  sublime, 
And  her  free  sons,  diifiissd  fri)ni  ZOlie  to  zoik)-, 
Gave  kings  to  every  country  but  their  own)j  — 
E'en  then  the  senate  and  the  xibunes  stood, 
Insulting  marks,  to  show  how  Fr«iedom'3  flood 
Had  dared  to  flow,  in  glory's  rt  diant  day, 
And  how  it  ebb'd, — for  ever  ebl'i  away!' 

Oh,  look  around — though  yet  a  trj-aut'a  sword 
Nor  haunts  our  sleep  nor  trembles  o'er  our  board. 
Though  blood  be  better  drawn  by  modoru  quacks 
With  Treasuiy  leeches  than  with  sword  or  axe , 
Yet  say,  could  e'en  a  prostrate  tribune's  power. 
Or  a  mock  senate,  in  Rome's  servile  hour, 
Insult  so  much  the  claims,  the  rights  of  mailt 
As  doth  that  fetter'd  mob,  that  free  divan, 
Of  noble  tools  and  honourable  knaves, 
Of  pension'd  patriots  and  privileged  slaves'. 
That  party-colour'd  mass,  which  nought  can  warm 
But  quick  corruption's  heat — whose  ready  swnjni 
Spread  their  light  wings  in  Bribery's  golden  sky, 
Buzz  for  a  period,  lay  their  eggs,  and  die  ; — 
That  greedy  vampire,  which  from  Freedom's  tomb 
Comes  forth,  with  all  the  mimicry  of  bloom 
Upon  its  lifeless  cheek,  and  sucks  and  drains 
A  people  s  blood  to  feed  its  putrid  veins  ! 

Heavens,  what  a  picture  !  yes,  my  friend,  His  dark  ; 
"  But  can  no  light  be  found,  no  genuine  spark 
Of  former  tire  to  warm  us  ?    Is  there  none. 
To  act  a  MarveU's  part?"^ — I  fear  not  one. 
To  place  and  power  all  public  spirit  tends. 
In  place  and  power  aU  public  spirit  ends;* 

'  There  is  something  very  touching  in  wliat  Tacitus  tells  us  of  the  ho])eg 
that  revived  in  a  few  patriot  bosoms,  when  the  death  of  Augustus  was  near 
approaching,  and  the  fond  expectation  wilh  which  they  already  began  "  bona 
libertatis  incassum  disserere." 

Ferguson  says  tliat  Ciesar's  interference  with  the  rights  of  election  "made 
the  subversion  of  the  republic  more  felt  than  any  of  tlic  former  acts  of  his 
power." — Roman  Republic,  book  v.  cliap.  i. 

"  Andrew  llarvcll,  the  honest  opposer  of  the  Court  during  the  rci^'ii  of 
Charles  the  Second,  and  the  last  memlter  of  parliament  wlio,  according  to  the 
ancient  mode,  look  wages  from  his  constituents.  The  Commons  have,  since 
then,  much  changed  their  jaymasteis.— See  the  State  Poems  for  some  rude 
but  spirited  effusions  of  Andi'ew  Marvell. 

»  The  following  artless  speech  of  Sir  Francis  Winnington,  in  the  reign  of 
Charles  the  Second,  will  amuse  those  who  are  fully  aware  of  the  perfection  we 
have  since  attained  in  that  system  of  government  whose  humble  beginnings  so 
much  astonished  the  worthy  baronet,    "  1  did  observe  (sa^s  he}  that  all  those 
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Like  hardy  plants,  that  love  the  ak  and  sky, 
^^'hcn  out,  'twiJl  thrive— but  talien  in,  'twill  die! 

Not  bolder  ti-uths  of  sacred  Freedom  hung 
From  Sidney's  pen  or  bui-n'd  on  Fox's  tongue, 
Tliaji  upstart  Whigs  produce  each  market  night, 
While  yet  their  conscience,  as  their  purse,  is  Ught ; 
\Vliile  debts  at  home  excite  their  care  for  those 
Which,  dhe  to  tell,  then-  much-loved  country  owes, 
And  loud  and  upri<,^ht,  till  tlieir  prize  be  known, 
They  thwai-t  the  King's  suppUes  to  raise  tlieu-  own. 
But  bees,  on  flowers  alighting,  cease  their  hum- 
So,  settling  upon  places,  Whigs  gi-ow  dumb. 
And  tliough  I  feel  as  if  indignant  Heaven 
Must  think  that  wretch  too  foul  to  be  forgiven 
Who  basely  hangs  the  bright  protecting  shade 
Of  Freedom's  ensign  o'er  Corruption's  trade. 
And  makes  the  sacred  Hag  he  d;u-es  to  show 
His  passport  to  the  market  of  her  foe, 
Yet,  yet,  I  o^-n,  so  venerably  dear 
Are  Freedom's  grave  old  anthems  to  my  ear, 
That  I  enjoy  them,  though  by  rascals  sung, 
And  reverence  Scripture  e'en  from  Satan's  tongue. 
Nay,  when  the  constitution  has  expii-ed, 
I'll  have  such  men,  lilce  Irish  wakers,  Im-ed 
To  sing  old  "  Habeas  Corpus  "  by  its  side. 
And  ask,  in  piu-chased  ditties,  why  it  died  ? 

See  that  smooth  lord,  whom  nature's  plastic  pains 
Seem  to  have  destined  for  those  Eastern  reigns 
When  eunuchs  flomish'd,  and  when  nerveless  things 
That  men  rejected  were  tlie  chosen  of  Kings  ;'— 
E'en  he,  forsooth,  (oh,  mockery  accurst !) 
Dared  to  assume  tlie  patriot's  name  at  iu-st — 
Thus  Pitt  began,  and  thus  begin  his  apes  ; 
"Thus  devils,  when  fmt  raised,  take  pleasing  shapes. 
But  oh,  poor  Ii-eland  !  if  revenge  be  sweet 
For  centuries  of  wrong,  for  dark  deceit 

nho  li:i(l  pensions,  and  most  of  those  who  had  office?,  voted  all  of  a  side  &i 
tliey  were  directed  by  some  great  officer,  exactly  ;is  if  their  business  in  th:3 
House  had  been  to  preserve  their  pensions  and  office?,  and  not  to  mai^e  lawi 
for  the  good  of  them  wliosent  them  here."— lie  alludes  to  that  parliament  which 
was  ca:led,  far  excellence,  the  I'eueionary  Parliament— a  distinction,  however 
wlach  It  has  long  lost,  and  which  we  merely  give  it  from  old  custom,  just  as  we 
•ay  "  the  Irish  rtbeUion." 

»  According  to  Xcnophoaa,  the  chief  circumstance  which  recommended  these 
cieatiires  to  tlic  service  of  Eastern  princes  was  the  ignominious  station 
they  held  in  society,  and  the  probability  of  their  being,  upon  this  account, 
more  devoted  to  the  will  and  caprice  of  a  master,  from  whose  notice  alone 
they  derived  consideration,  and  in  whose  tavour  they  migiit  seek  refufe  from 
t&e  general  contempt  of  mankind. 
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And  •R'itlieiing  insult — for  the  Union  thrown 

Into  thy  bitter  cup,'  when  that  alone 

Of  slavery's  di-aught  was  wanting « — if  for  tliig 

Revenge  be  svreet,  thou  hast  that  daemon's  blis£  ; 

For,  oh  !  'tis  more  than  hell's  revenge  to  see 

That  England  trusts  the  men  who've  ruin'd  thee ; — 

That,  in  these  awful  days,  when  every  hour 

Creates  some  new  or  blasts  some  ancient  power. 

When  proud  Napoleon,  hke  the  bimiing  sliickl  * 

Wliose  hght  compell'd  each  wondering  foe  to  yield, 

With  baleful  lustre  bhnds  the  brave  and  fi'ee, " 

And  dazzles  Eiu'ope  into  slavery, — 

That,  in  this  horn-,  when  patriot  zeal  should  guide, 

When  Mind  should  rule,  and — Fox  should  not  have  died, 

All  that  devoted  England  can  oppose 

To  enemies  made  fiends,  and  friends  made  foea. 

Is  the  ranlc  refuse,  the  despised  remains 

Of  that  impitjdng  power,  whose  whips  and  chains 

INIade  Ireland  first,  in  wild,  adulterous  ti-ance. 

Turn  false  to  England's  bed,  and  whore  with  France. 

Those  hack'd  and  tainted  tools,  so  foully  fit 

For  the  grand  artizan  of  miscliief,  P — ^'tt. 

So  useless  ever,  but  in  vile  employ. 

So  weak  to  save,  so  -sdgorous  to  destroy ! 

Such  are  the  men  that  guai-d  thy  threatcn'd  shore, 

O  England !  sinking  England !  <"  boast  no  more. 

1  "  And  in  the  cup  an  Union  shall  be  throii\ii."— flam?«<. 

2  Among  the  many  measures  which,  since  the  Revohilion,  have  contrihutecl 
to  increase  the  iullueiice  of  iheTlirone,  and  to  feed  np  tliis  "  Aaron's  sei  pent " 
of  the  constitution  to  its  present  heakh  and  respcetaMe  niau'nitmic,  there  hava 
been  few  more  nutritive  than  the  Scotch  and  Lisli  Unions/  Sir  John  I'acker 
said,  in  a  dehate  upon  the  former  question,  tliat  "  he  would  submit  it  to  the 
House,  whether  men  who  had  liascly  betrayed  their  trust,  bv  giving  up  their 
independent  constitution,  were  fit  to  he  admitted  into  the  Kn'.'Hsh  House  of 
Commons."  But  Sir  Jolin  would  have  known,  if  he  had  not  been  out  of  place 
attlie  time,  that  the  pliancy  of  such  materials  was  not  among  the  least  of  their 
recommendations.  Indeed,  the  promoters  of  tlie  Scotch  Union  were  bv  no 
means  disajm-inted  in  tlie  leading  object  of  their  measure,  for  the  trium|ihant 
majorities  of^ihe  court-party  in  par.iiirncnt  may  be  dated  fwm  the  admission  of 
the  4.5  and  the  16.  One-  or  twice,  upon  the  alteration  of  tlieir  hiw  of  treason 
and  tlie  imposition  ot  the  malt-tax  (measures  which  were  in  direct  violation  i.f 
tlie  Act  of  Lnioii),  the^e  worthy  North  Britons  arrayed  themselves  in  opposi- 
tion to  tlie  Court ;  but  timiing  this  effort  for  their  country  uiiavaiiing,  they  pru- 
dently deteimined  to  tliiuk  tlienceforward  of  themselves,  and  few  men  lune 
ever  kept  to  a  laudable  resolution  more  firmly.  The  effect  of  Irish  representa- 
tion on  the  liberties  of  England  will  be  no  less  perceptible  and  permanent. 

»  The  magician's  shield  in  Ariosto  : 

"  E  tolto  per  vertii  dello  splendore 
La  libertate  a  loro." — Canto  2. 
We  are  told  that  Caesar's  cede  of  morality  was  cnntained  in  the  following  lines 
«f  Euripides,  which  that  great  man  frequently  repeated  — 
EiTrep  yap  aSiKeii'  xpi?  Tvpan-cSoi  vepi 
KaAAioToi'  aSiKeiv  ■saAAa  S'  evo'epii.v  xpeav. 
This  is  also,  as  it  appears,  the  moral  code  of  Napoleon, 
«  The  following  prophetic  remarks  occur  ia  a  letter  written  by  Sir  Robert 
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A   SATIRE, 

"Tliis  clBmour,  wliich  prclemls  to  be  raised  for  the  safety  of  reli(  :on,  lias 
almost  wurii  out  the  very  appearance  of  it,  and  rendered  ub  not  only  the  must 
divided  but  the  nuist  immoral  people  upon  the  face  of  the  earth." — Addison, 
freeholder,  Ko.  37. 

Start  not,  my  friend,  nor  tliink  tho  muse  will  stain 
Her  classic  fingers  with  the  dust  profane 
Of  Bulls,  Decrees,  and  all  those  thundering  scrolls, 
Tliat  took  such  freedom  once  with  royal  souls,' 
\Vhen  heaven  was  yet  tlie  pope's  exclusive  trade, 
<\_iid  kings  were  damnd  as  fast  as  now  tliey're  madi. 
No.  no — let  D — gen — n  search  tlie  papal  chair' 
'£  zx  fragrant  treasiu-cs  long  forgotten  there  : 
Ai'.d,  as  the  witch  of  sunless  Lapland  tliinks 
That  little  swaitliy  gnomes  delight  in  stinks. 
Let  sallow  P — re — v — 1  suuflf  up  the  gale 
Wliich  wi/.ai'd  D — gen — n's  gather'd  sweets  exliale. 
Enough  for  me,  whose  heart  has  leam'd  to  scorn 
Bigots  alike  in  Rome  or  England  born, 
"Who  loathe  the  venom,  whencesoe'er  it  springs, 
Prom  popes  or  lawj-ers,*  pastry-cooks  or  kings, — • 

Tsl^iot,  who  alltnded  Ihc  Duke  of  Bedford  to  Paris  in  1763.  Talking  of  Statei 
which  ha/e  grouo  iKiwcrful  in  commerce,  he  says,  "  Accnrdmij  to  the  nature  and 
Comson  course  of  things,  there  is  a  confederacy  against  them,  and  conse- 
oncntly, in  thu  name  proportion  as  ihev  increase  in  riclies,  they  apiiroacli  to 
dsstructvou.  Tha  'iddress  of  our  King  William,  in  making  all  Europe  take  (lie 
'il'unj  at  ymtice,  h  iS  bron^jht  that  country  before  us  near  that  inevitable 
■Jieriod.  We  must  necessarily  have  our  turn,  and  Great  Uritain  will  attain  it  as 
soon  as  I'rance  shall  have  a  declaimcr  with  organs  as  proper  for  tl-at  political 

purpose  as  were  tho-e  of  our  William  the  Third WHliout  doubt,  my 

Lord,  Great  Britain  must  lower  her  f\ip;ht.  Europe  will  remind  us  of  the 
balai  ce  of  commerce,  as  she  has  reminded  France  of  the  balance  of  power. 
The  address  of  our  statesmen  will  immortalize  them  by  contrivinj'  for  us  a 
descent  which  shall  not  be  a  fall,  by  maliiiig  us  rather  resemble  Holland  than 
Carthage  and  Venice." — Letters  on  tlic  I'rcucli  Nation. 

'  The  king-deposing  docirine,  notwithstanding  its  nian\  mischievous  absur- 
dities, was  of  no  little  service  to  the  cause  of  political  liberty,  by  inculcating 
the  right  of  resistance  to  tyrants,  and  asserting  the  will  of  the  peojile  to  be 
the  only  true  fountain  of  power.  Bellarmine,  the  most  violent  of  the  advo- 
eates  for  papal  authority,  was  one  of  the  first  to  maintain  (De  Pontiff  ,  lib.  i. 
cap.  7.)  '■  that  kings  have  not  their  aiitbority  or  office  immediately  from  God  nor 
his  law,  b'jt  only  trom  the  law  of  nations  ;"  and  in  King  James's  "  Defence  of 
the  Rights  of  Kings  against  Cardinal  Perron,"  we  find  bis  Majesty  e.xpressing 
strong  indignation  against  the  Cardinal  for  having  asserted  "  that  to  the  de- 
posing of  a  king  tlie  consent  of  the  people  must  be  obtaiueJ  " — "  'cr  by  the.^e 
words  (savs  James)  the  people  are  exalted  above  tlie  king,  and  made  the  judges 
i>f  the  king's  deposing"  (p.  424). 

2  The  "  Stella  Siercoraria  "  ol  ihe  popes.— The  Eight  Honourable  and  learned 
Doctor  will  find  an  engraving  of  this  chair  in  Spanlieim's '•  Difquisitio  Hibto- 
riea  de  Papft  Foemini"  (p.  118);  and  I  recommend  it  iis  a  model  for  the 
fashion  of  that  seat  which  the  Doctor  ia  about  to  take  in  the  privy-council  of 
Lreland. 

» When  Innoceut  X.  was  entreat2d  to  decide  the  controversy  betweeu  the 
Jesuits  and  the  Juisu-'aJB,  he  PiV'rered,  that  "he  had  been  bred  a  lawyer,  and 
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Enough  for  me  to  laugh  and  weep  by  turns, 
As  mii'th  provokes,  or  indignation  biu'ns, 
As  C — im — ng  vapom-s,  or  as  France  succeeds, 
As  H — wk — sb'ry  proses,  or  as  Ireland  bleeds ! 

And  thou,  my  Mend,  if,  in  these  headlong  days, 
When  bigot  zeal  her  drunken  antics  plays 

So  near  a  precipice,  tliat  men  the  wlule  ^ 

Look  breathless  on  and  shudder  whUe  they  smile—  | 

If,  m  such  fearful  days,  thou'lt  dare  to  look 
To  hapless  Ireland,  to  this  ranlduig  nook 
Wliich  Heaven  hath  fi'eed  fi-om  poisonous  tilings  in  vain, 
Wliile  G — IT — rd's  tongue  and  M — sgT — ^ve's  pen  remain — 
If  thou  hast  yet  no  golden  bhnkers  got 
To  shade  tliine  eyes  fi-om  tliis  devoted  spot, 
Whoso  -uTongs,  though  blazon'd  o'er  the  world  they  be, 
Placemen  alone  are  privileged  not  to  see — 
Oh  !  tm-n  awliile,  and,  tliough  the  shamrock  ■WTeatliea 
My  homely  hai-p,  yet  shall  tlie  song  it  breatlies 
Of  Ireland's  slavery,  and  of  Ii'eland's  woes, 
Live,  when  the  memory  of  her  tyrant  foes 
Shall  but  exist,  all  futiire  knaves  to  warn, 
Embahn'd  in  hate  and  canonized  by  scorn. 
Wlien  C — stl — r — gh,  in  sleep  stUl  more  profound 
Than  his  own  opiate  tongue  now  deals  around, 
Shall  wait  th'  impeachment  of  that  awful  day 
Wliich  even  Ms  practised  hand  can't  bribe  away. 

And  oh  !  my  friend,  wert  thou  but  near  me  now, 

To  see  the  spring  diffuse  o'er  Erin's  bi"ow 

Smiles  that  sliitie  out,  unconqiierably  fair, 
i  E'en  tlii-ough  the  blood-marks  left  by  C— md — n*  there, — 

I  Couldst  thou  but  see  what  vei'dure  paints  the  sod 

Which  none  but  tp'ants  and  thek  slaves  have  ti'od, 

And  didst  tliou  know  the  spmt,  land  and  brave, 

That  warms  the  soul  of  each  insulted  slave, 

"Wlio,  tii-ed  with  struggling,  sinks  beneath  liis  lot, 
I  And  seems  by  aU  but  watchful  France  forgot  '^ — 

had  therefore  nothing  to  do  with  divinity."— It  were  to  be  wished  tliat  some 
of  our  English  pettifoggers  knew  their  own  fit  element  as  well  as  Pope  Iauo> 
cent  X. 
I.  I   ICot  the  C— nid— n  who  speaks  thus  of  Ireland: — 

j  "  To  wind  up  all,  whether  we  regard  the  fruitfulncss  (rf  the  soil,  the  advan- 

'  tsgb  of  the  sea,  with  so  many  commodinus  h  iveiis,  or  the  natives  theniselveg, 

'  wlio  are  warlike,  ingenious,    Iiniidsome  and  well-coniplexioned,  sofl-skinned 

and  very  nimble,  by  reason  uf  the  pliantness  of  their  muscles,  this  island  is  in 
many  respects  so  happy,  that  Giraldus  might  very  w-eil  say, 'Nature   had  re- 
garded with  more  favourable  eyes  than  ordinary  this  Kin^idom  of  Zephyr.'" 
2  The  example  of  toleration,  which  Bonaparte  has  held  forth,  will,  I  fear, 
•  produce  uo  other  e^ecl  than  thai  of  lieteruiining  the  British  Government  tc 
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Thy  heart  would  burn — yes,  e'en  thy  Pittite  heart 

Woiiid  bum,  to  think  tliat  such  a  blooming  part 

Of  tlie  world's  garden,  rich  in  natiu'e's  charms, 

And  lill'd  with  social  souls  and  vigorous  arms, 

Should  be  tlie  victim  of  that  canting  crew, 

So  smootli  so  godly, — yet  so  devihsh  too ; 

WHio,  arni'd  at  once  with  prayer-books  and  with  wliips,' 

Blood  on  tlieir  hands,  and  Scripture  on  theii*  lips, 

Tyrants  by  creed,  and  tortiu'ers  by  text. 

Make  tliis  Ufe  heU,  in  honour  of  tlie  next ! 

Your  R — desd — les,  P — re — v — Is, — O  gi-acious  Heaven, 

If  I'm  presumptuous,  be  my  tongue  forgiven, 

Wlien  here  I  swear,  by  my  soul's  hope  of  rest, 

I'd  rather  have  been  born  ere  man  was  blest 

With  the  pure  dawn  of  Pevelation's  light. 

Yes, — ratlier  plunge  mc  back  in  Pagan  night,' 

persist,  from  Ihc  very  spirit  of  opposition,  in  their  own  old  s}'stem  of  intole- 
rance and  iiijvislice  ;  just  ns  the  Siamese  blacken  their  teeth,  "  because,"  as 
they  say,  "  the  devil  has  white  ones." 

'One' of  the  unliappy  results  of  the  contrnversy  between  Protestants  and 
Catholics,  is  the  mutual  exposure  which  their  criminations  and  recriminations 
have  produced.  In  rain  uo  the  Protestants  charge  the  Papists  wiih  closing 
the  door  of  salvation  upon  others,  while  manv  of  their  own  writings  and  ar- 
ticles breathe  the  same  uncharitable  spirit.  Ko  canon  of  Constance  or  L;fte- 
ran  ever  damned  heretics  more  effectually  than  tlie  eiglith  of  the  Thirtv-nino 
Articles  consij^ns  to  perdition  every  single  nicniher  of  the  Greek  Church  ;  and 
I  doulit  whether  a  more  swcejiing  clause  of  damnation  was  ever  proposed  in 
the  most  bigoted  council,  than  that  which  the  Calviuistic  tlieory  of  predesti- 
nation in  the  seventeenth  of  these  Articles  exhibits.  It  is  true  that  no  libe- 
ral Protestant  avows  si:(h  exclusive  opinions;  that  every  honest  clergj'nian 
must  feel  a  pang  while  he  subscribes  to  them  ;  that  some  even  assert  the 
Athanasian  Creed  to  be  tlie  forgery  of  one  Vigilius  Tapsensis,  in  the  beginning 
of  the  sixth  century,  and  that  eminent  divines,  like  Jortin,  have  not  liesiiateu 
to  fay,  "  There  are  propositions  contained  in  our  Mturgv  and  .\riicles,  which 
no  man  of  common  sense  amongst  us  believes."  But  wliile  all  this  is  freely 
rnnceded  to  Protestants,  while  nobody  douhts  their  sincerity,  when  they  de- 
clare that  their  articles  are  not  essentials  of  faith,  but  a  collection  of 
opini;ms  which  ha\e  been  promulgated  by  fallible  men,  and  from  many  of 
which  they  feel  themselves  justified  in  dissenting,  — while  so  much  liberty  of 
retractation  is  allnweil  to  Protestants  upon  their  own  declared  and  suhccribed 
articles  of  religion,  is  it  not  strange  that  a  similar  indulgence  should  be  so 
fchstinately  refused  tn  the  Catholics,  upon  tenets  which  their  Church  has  uni- 
formly rcsisied  and  condemned,  in  every  country  where  it  has  indei  cndently 
flonrished?  When  the  Catholics  say,  "The  decree  ol  the  Council  of  Laieran, 
which  you  C'bject  to  us,  has  uo  claim  whatever  upon  either  our  faith  or  our 
reason  ;  it  did  not  even  profess  to  contain  any  doctiinal  decision,  but  was 
merely  a  judicial  proceeding  of  that  assembly  ;  and  it  would  be  as  fair  for  us 
to  impute  a  tt'i/(;-«7/i  (7  docirine  to  the  Protestants,  because  their  first  Pope, 
Henry  VIII.,  was  sanctione.d  in  an  indulgence  of  that  propensity,  as  for  yotl  to 
concliulc  that  we  have  inherited  a  king-deposing  taste  from  the  acts  of  the 
Council  of  Lateran,  or  the  secular  pretensions  of  our  Popes." 

2  In  a  singular  work,  written  by  one  Fraiiciscns  Collius,  "upon  the  Souls  of 
the  Pagans,"  the  author  discusses,  with  much  coolness  and  erudition,  all  ths 

firobable  chances  of  salvation  upon  wliich  a  heathen  philosopher  might  calcu- 
ate.  Consiijning  to  perdition,  without  much  difticiilty,  Plato,  Socrates,  &c., 
the  only  sage  at  whose  fate  he  seems  to  hesitate  is  Pythagoras,  in  consideration 
ef  his  golden  thigh,  and  the  many  miracles  which  he  periormed.  But,  having 
balanced  a  little  hii  :luims,  and  finding  reason  to  father  2ll  these  miracles  on 
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And  take  my  chance  ^\^tll  Socrates  for  bliss, 

Tlmn  be  the  Christian  of  a  faith  hie  tliis, 

Wliicli  builds  on  heavenly  cant  its  eaillily  sway, 

And  in  a  convert  mom-ns  to  lose  a  prey  ; 

^^^lich,  binding  pohcy  in  spiritual  chains, 

And  tainting  piety  with  temporal  stains,* 

Corrupts  both  state  and  church,  and  makes  an  oath 

The  laiave  and  atheist's  pasnport  into  both  ; 

Vriiich,  wliile  it  dooms  disseriting  souls  to  kno\v 

Nor  bhss  above  nor  Hberty  below. 

Adds  the  slave's  suffering  to  the  sinner's  fear. 

And,  lest  he  'scape  hereafter,  racks  liim  here  !  '■* 

But  no — far  other  faith,  far  milder  beams 

Of  heavenly  justice  wai'm  tlie  Christian's  dreams; 

Hh  creed  is  writ  on  Mercy's  page  above, 

By  tlie  pui-e  hands  of  all-atonhig  Love ; 

He  ■\\'eeps  to  see  liis  soul's  religion  twine 

The  tyrant's  sceptre  with  her  w-reath  di\dne. 

And  he,  wliile  roimd  lum  sects  and  nations  raise 

To  the  one  God  tlieir  varying  notes  of  praise, 

the  devil,  Le  at  length,  in  the  twenty-fifth  chapter,  decides  tipon  datniiriig  Mm 
also.  (De  Aniniabm  Pagannrum,  lib.  iv.  cup.  20  and  25.)  The  poet  Hanto 
compromises  the  mattiT  with  the  I'agans,  and  drives  thern  a  neutral  territory 
or  linilio  of  their  own,  where  llieir  cin|iloymcnt,  it  mnst  be  owned,  is  not  very' 
enviable — "  Senza  spenie  vivf  mo  in  desiu." — Cinto  iv.  Among  the  nnineri.ua 
errors  imputed  to  C;i.;cn,  he  is  accused  of  having  denied  llic  eternity  of  future 
punishment;  and,  if  he  never  advanced  a  more  irrational  doctrine:  we  may 
venture,  I  think,  to  forgive  him.  lie  went  so  far,  however,  as  to  include  the 
devil  hinisi^lf  in  the  general  hell-delivery  which  he  supposed  would  one  day  or 
other  take  place,  and  in  this  St.  Augustin  thinks  hira  rather  too  merciful — 
"  Miserecordior  profecto  fuit  Origenes,  qui  et  ipsum  diabolum,"  &c. — De  Civitat 
Pei,  lib.  xxi.  cap.  17. 

•  "  Mr.  Fox,  in  his  speech  on  the  repeal  of  the  Test  Act  (1790),  thus  condemns 
the  intermixture  of  religion  with  the  noliticnl  ronstitution  of  a  State : — "  What 
purpose,"  he  asks,  "  can  it  serve,  exce'|)t  the  haleful  purpose  of  communicating 
and  receiving  contamination?  Under  such  an  alliance  corruption  must  alight 
upon  the  one,  and  slavery  overwhelm  the  other." 

The  corruptions  introduced  into  Christianity  Uiay  be  dated  from  the  penoil 
of  its  esialilishmeut  under  Constantine,  nor  could  all  the  splendour  which  it 
then  iicquirtrd  atone  for  the  peace  and  purity  which  it  lost. 

3  There  h;is  been,  after  all,  quiie  as  much  intolerance  among  Protestants  ai 
tiuong  Papists.    According  to  the  hackneyed  quotation — 

"  Iliacos  intra  muros  peccatur  et  extra." 

Even  the  great  champion  of  the  Tieformation,  Melanchthon,  whom  Jortin 
calls  "a  divine  of  much  mildness  and  good,  nature,"  thus  expresses  his  appro- 
bation of  the  burning  of  Servetus.  "  Legi,"  he  says  to  Bullinger,  "quae  da 
Scrveti  blasphtmiia  respondistis  et  pietatem  ac  judicia  vestra  probo.  Judico 
etiani  sen  ilura  Genevensem  leclt  fecisse,  quod  homineni  pertinacem  et  noa 
omissurum  bhisphemias  su^tuiit ;  ac  miratus  sum  esse  qui  severitatem  iilam 
improbent."  I  li;ive  great  pleasure  in  contrasting  with  these  "  mild  and  good- 
natured"  seinimer.ts  the  following  words  of  the  Papist  Bahize,  in  addressing 
his  friend  Conringius : — "Interim  amemus.  ml  C.inringi,  et  tamttsi  diversaa 
opinioiies  tueraur  in  causA  religioiiis,  moribus  tamen  divcrsi  non  simus,  qui 
eadem  literarura  studia  gectamur." — Herman.  Coniiug.  Epistol.  par.  secuud.-. 
p.  66. 
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Blesses  each  voice,  whate'er  its  tone  may  be, 
That  serves  to  swell  the  general  haiTnony.' 

Such  was  the  spirit,  gi'ancUy,  gently  bright, 
That  fiU'tl,  0  Fox !  thy  pcaoet'iil  soul  with  hght 
"While  blandly  spreading  like  that  orb  of  air 
Which  folds  om-  planet  in  its  circhng  care, 
The  mighty  sphere  of  thy  transparent  mind 
Embraced  Uie  world,  and  breaUied  for  all  mankind. 
Last  of  the  great,  fai-ewell ! — yet  not  the  last — 
Thougli  Britain's  sunshine  hour  with  tliee  be  past, 
lonio  slill  one  gleam  of  gloiy  gives, 
And  feels  but  half  thy  loss  while  Grattan  lives. 


APPENDIX. 

The  following  is  part  of  a  Preface  which  was  intended 
■  ■   l>y  a  fidend  and  countryman  of  mine  for  a  collection  of  Irish 

j  airs,  to  \\hicli  he  has  adapted  English  words.     As  it  has 

'  never  been  pubUshed.  and  is  nut  inappUcable  to  my  sub- 

!  ject,  I  shiill  take  the  hbcrty  of  subjoining  it  here. 

i  •^-  :;:  :;-:  :i:  *  * 

!  Oitr  histoiT,  for  many  centtiries  past,  is  creditable  nei- 

I  ther  to  our  neighbours  nor  om-selves,  and  ought  not  to  be 

[  read  by  any  Irishman  wlio  \vishe3  either  to  love  England 

!  or  to  feel  proud  of  Ireland.     The  loss  of  independence 

j  very  early  debased  our  character  ;  and  our  i'euds  and  rebel- 

Uons,  tliough  frequent  and  ferocious,  but  seldom  displayed 

that  generous  spirit  of  enterprise  with  which  the  pride  of 

an  uidependent  monai'chy  so  long  dignified  the  struggles  of 

Scotland.     It  is  ti-ue  this  island  has  given  bu'tli  to  heroes 

who,  under  more  favourable  cu'cumstances,  might  have  left 

.  in  tlie  heaiis  of  their  countrjTnen  recollections  as  dear  as 

.  tliose  of  a  Brace  or  a  Wallace ;  but  success  was  wanting 

,  to  consecrate  resistance,  their  cause  was  branded  with  the 

i  dislieaiiening  name  of  treason,  and  tlieu'  oppi'essed  coimtry 

was  such  a  blank  among  nations,  that,  like  the  adventures 

j  of  tliose  woods  which  Rinaldo  wished  to  explore,  tlie  fame 

\ 

\  "  La  tolerance  est  la  chose  du  monde  la  plus  propre  a  ramener  le  si^cle 

d'or,  et  a  fare  nn  concert  et  une  harmonie  ue  pliisieurs  vmx  et  instruments 
lie  (liff6rciifs  tous  et  notes,  aussi  ajrr^able  pour  le  moins  que  I'uniiorniite  d'une 
eeule  voix." — Bayle,  Commentairc  Philosophique,  &c.,  part  ii.  cliap.  vi.  Both 
Bayle  and  Locke  would  have  treated  the  subject  of  Toieration  in  a  manner 

j  UQch  more  worthy  ol  themselves  and  of  the  cause,  if  they  had  written  in  u 

I  diitTucted  by  religious  prejudices. 
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of  their  actions  was  lost  in  the  obscurity  of  the  place  where 

they  acliieved  them. 

Errando  in  quelli  boscbi 

Trovar  potria  strane  avventure  e  molte, 
Ma  come  i  luoghi  i  fatti  ancor  sou  foschi, 
Che  non  se  n'lia  notizia  le  piii  volte.' 

Hence  is  it  that  the  annals  of  Ireland,  through  a  lapse 
of  six  hundred  yeai's,  exhibit  not  one  of  those  sliining 
names,  not  one  of  those  themes  of  national  pride,  fi-om 
wliich  poetry  borrows  her  noblest  inspiration ;  and  that 
history,  which  ought  to  be  the  richest  garden  of  the  ISIuse, 
yields  nothing  to  her  but  weeds  and  cj-press.  In  truth, 
the  poet  who  would  embeUish  his  songs  with  allusions  to 
Irish  names  and  events,  must  be  contented  to  seek  tliem  ui 
those  early  periods  when  our  character  was  yet  unalloyed 
and  original,  before  the  impohtic  craft  of  oiu'  conquerors 
had  di\dded,  weakened,  and  disgraced  us ;  and  the  only 
traits  of  heroism,  indeed,  wliich  he  can  venture  at  this  day 
to  commemorate,  \\ith  safety  to  liimself,  or  perhaps  with 
honour  to  liis  countr}^  ai-e  to  be  looked  for  in  those  times 
when  the  native  monai-chs  of  Ii-eland  displayed  and  fos- 
tered \irtues  worthy  of  a  better  age ;  when  our  MwJacliies 
wore  collai-s  of  gold  wliich  they  had  won  in  single  combat 
from  the  invader,'*  and  oui-  Briens  desen'ed  the  blessings 
of  a  people  by  aU  the  most  estunable  quahties  of  a  long. 
I  It  may  be  said,  indeed,  that  the  magic  of  tradition  has  shed 

a  charm  over  this  remote  period,  to  w^hich  it  is  ui  reality 
but  httle  entitled,  and  that  most  of  the  picttires,  which  we 
\  dwell  on  so  fondly,  of  days  when  tliis  island  was  distui- 

1  guished  amidst  the  gloom  of  Em-ope,  by  tlie  sanctity  of  her 

I  morals,  the  spuit  of  her  knighthood,  and  the  poUsh  of  her 

schools,  are  little  more  than  tlie  inventions  of  national  par- 
t  tiahty, — that  bright  but  spuiious  offspring  wliich  vanity 

i  engenders  upon  ignorance,  and  with  wliich  the  first  records 

'  of  eveiy  people  abound.     But  the  sceptic  is  scarcely  to  be 

envied  who  would  pause  for  stronger  proofs  than  we  akeady 
possess  of  the  early  glories  of  Ireland ;  and  were  even  the 
\  veracitj'  of  all  these  proofs  siuTendered,  yet  who  woiUd  not 

\  fly  to  such  flattermg  fictions  from  the  sad  degradmg  fa-uths 

!  wliich  tlie  liistoiy  of  later  times  presents  to  us  ? 

i  The  language  of  sorrow,  however,  is,  in  general,  best 

'  suited  to  our  Music,  and  with  themes  of  this  natiu-e  the 

i  poet  may  be  amply  suppUed.     There  is  not  a  page  of  oiu 

annals  v>iiich  cannot  afi'ord  him  a  subject,  and  while  the 
national  IMuse  of  other  countiies  adorns  her  temple  with 

>  Ariosto,  canto  iv. 

r  See  Warner's  Hiftory  of  Irelandj  vol.  i.  l>qek  ix. 
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tropliies  of  tlie  past,  in  Ireland  her  altar,  like  the  shrine 
of  Pity  at  Alliens,  is  to  be  Imown  only  by  the  tears  that  are 
shed  upon  it ;  "  lacrym'is  aharia  siiiliuit." ' 

There  is  a  well-known  story,  related  of  the  Antiochiaus 
under  the  reign  of  Theodosius,  which  is  not  only  honour- 
able to  tlie  powers  of  music  in  genernl,  but  wliicli  applies 
BO  pecuharly  to  the  mournful  melodies  of  Ireland,  tliat  I 
cannot  resist  the  temptation  of  iuti'oducing  it  here. — The 
piety  of  Theodosius  would  have  been  admirable,  if  it  had 
not  been  stained  witli  intolerance ;  but  bis  reign,  I  believe, 
affords  tlie  first  example  of  a  disqualifjdng  penal  code 
enacted  by  Cliristians  against  Christians.*  \Mietlier  his 
interference  mth  the  religion  of  the  Antiochians  bad  any 
share  in  the  alienation  of  thtir  loyalty  is  not  expressly  as- 
certained by  historians ;  but  severe  edicts,  heavy  taxation, 
<ind  the  rapacity  and  insolence  of  tlie  men  whom  he  sent 
to  govern  them,  sufficiently  account  for  the  discontents  of 
a  wann  and  susceptible  people.  Repentance  soon  followed 
the  crimes  into  wliich  tlieu-  impatience  had  luu-ried  them ; 
but  tlie  vengeance  of  tlie  Emperor  was  implacable,  and 
punishments  of  the  most  di-eadful  nature  hung  over  the 
city  of  Antioch,  whose  devoted  inhabitants,  totally  resigned 
to  despondence,  wandered  through  the  streets  and  public 
ussembUes,  giving  utterance  to  their  gi-ief  in  dirges  of  tlie 
most  touching  lamentation.  At  length,  Flavianus,  tlieir 
bishop,  whom  tliey  had  sent  to  intercede  with  Theodosius, 
finding  all  his  entreaties  coldly  rejected,  adopted  the  expe- 
dient of  teaching  these  song.s  of  sorrow  wliich  lie  had 
heard  from  tlie  Ups  of  his  imfortunate  countrymen  to  the 
minstrels  who  performed  for  the  Emperor  at  table.  The 
heart  of  Theodosius  could  not  resist  tliis  appeal ;  tears  fell 
fast  into  his  cup  w^hile  he  listened,  and  tlie  Antiochians 
were  forgiven. — Surely,  if  music  ever  spoke  the  misfor- 
tunes of  a  people,  or  could  ever  conciliate  forgiveness  for 
their  errors,  the  music  of  Ireland  ought  to  possess  those 
powers. 

•  Statiui,  Thebaid.  lib.  xii. 
"A  sort  of  civil  exronimunication,"  says  Gibbon,  "which  separa'ed  them 
from  tlieir  fellow-citizens  by  a  peculiar  branil  of  infiniy;  and  this  declaration 
of  the  siipreine  magistra'e' tended  to  justify,  or  at  least  to  excuse,  the  insults 
of  a  faniitic  populace.  The  sectaries  u  ere  gradually  disqualilicd  for  the  poa- 
session  of  hononralile  or  lacrative  employments,  and  Tliiodosius  wns  fatisficd 
with  liis  own  justice  wlien  he  decreed,  that,  as  the  Eutiominns  distiii'.;uislied 
the  nature  of  the  Son  from  that  of  the  father,  they  should  be  inpapahle  of 
Biakiug  'heir  wills, or  of  receiving  any  advantage  from  tegtamentary  docationg.* 
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i|  Page  278. 

5'  These  particulars  of  the  visit  of  the  King  of  Bucharia  to  Auningzehc 

^  »re  found  in  Dow's  History  of  Ilindostan,  vol.  iii.  p.  393. 


Page  278. 
"  Leila." 
The  mistress  of  Mejnoun,  upon  whose  story  so  many  romances,  in 
all  the  languages  of  the  East,  are  founded. 

Page  278. 
"  Shirine." 
For  the  loves  of  this  celebrated  beauty  with  Khosrou  and  with  Fer- 
had,  vide  D'Herbelot,  Gibbon,  Oriental  Collections,  &.c. 

Page  278. 
"Dewild^." 
"  The  history  of  the  loves  of  DewUdd  and  Chizer,  the  son  of  the 
Emperor  Alia,  is  wiitten  in  an  elegant  poem,  by  the  noble  Chusero." — 
Ferishta. 

Page  279. 
"Those  insignia  of  the  Emperoi-'s  favour,"  &c. 

"  Ono  mark  of  honour  or  knigbthood  bestowed  by  the  Emperor  is 
the  permission  to  wear  a  small  kettle-dnim  at  the  bows  of  their  sad- 
dles, which  at  first  was  invented  for  the  training  of  hawks,  and  to 
call  them  to  the  lure,  and  is  worn  in  the  field  by  all  sportsmen  to  that 
end." — Fryer's  Travels. 

"  Those  on  whom  the  King  has  conferred  the  privilege  must  wear  an 
ornament  of  jewels  on  the  right  side  of  the  turban,  surmounted  by  a 
high  plume  of  the  feathers  of  a  kind  of  egret.  This  bird  is  found 
only  in  Cashmecr,  and  the  feathers  are  carefully  collected  for  the  King, 
who  bestows  them  on  his  nobles."— Elphinstone's  Account  of  Caubul. 

Page  279. 
"  Kcder  Khan,"  &c. 

"  Khedar  Khan,  the  Khakan,  or  King,  of  Turquestan  beyond  tha 
Gihon  (at  the  end  of  the  eleventh  century),  whenever  he  appeared 
abroad  was  preceded  by  seven  hundred  horsemen  with  silver  battlc- 
MeSj  aud  was  followed  by  an  equal  number  beaiing  maces  of  gold. 
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Ho  was  a  great  patron  of  poetry,  and  it  was  he  who  used  to  preside  at 

public  exercises  of  genius,  with  four  basins  of  goM  and  silver  by  him 
to  distribute  among  the  poets  who  excelled." — Kichardson's  l^isserta- 
tiou,  prefixed  to  his  Dictionary. 

Page  279. 
"  The  gilt  pine-apples,"  &c. 
"The  kubdeh,   a  large   golden  knob,  generaily  in  the  shape  of  )\ 
pine-apple,  on  the  top  of  the  ainopy  over  the  litter  or  palanquin." — 
Scott's  Notes  on  the  Bahavdanush. 

Page  279. 
"  The  rose-coloured  veils  of  the  Princess's  litter." 
In  the  poem  of  Zohair,  in  the  Moallakat,  there  is  the  following  lively 
description  of  "a  company  of  maidens  seated  on  camels  :" — 

"  They  are  mounted  in  carriages  covered  witli  costly  awnings,  and 
with  rose-coloiu-ed  veils,  the  linings  of  which  have  the  hue  of  crimson 
Andem-wood. 

"  When  they  ascend  from  the  bosom  of  the  vale,  they  sit  forward 
on  the  saddle-cloths,  witli  every  mark  of  a  voliii)tuous  gaiety. 

"  Now,  when  tlicy  have  reached  the  brink  of  yon  blue  gushing  rivu- 
let, they  fix  the  poles  of  their  tents  like  the  Arab  Ts-ilh  a  settled  man- 
*ion." 

Page  279. 
"  A  young  female  slave  sat  fanning  her,"  itc. 
See  Bernier's  description  of  the  attendants  on  KaucLanara-Bogum 
to  her  progress  to  Cashmere. 

Pages  279-SO. 

"  Religion,  of  which  Aurangzebe  wiis  a  munificent  protector." 

This  hypocritical  Emperor  would  have  made  a  worthy  associate  of 
certain  Holy  Leagues: — "He  held  the  clo.-ik  of  religion  (says  Dow) 
between  his  actions  and  the  vulgar  ;  and  impiously  thanked  the 
Divinity  for  a  success  which  he  owed  to  his  own  wickedness.  When 
ho  was  murdering  and  persecuting  his  brothers  and  their  fiimilies,  he 
was  building  a  magnificent  mosque  at  Delhi,  as  an  offering  to  God  foi 
his  assistance  to  him  in  the  civil  ware.  He  acted  as  high-priest  at  the 
consecration  of  this  temple  ;  and  made  a  practice  of  attending  divine 
service  there,  iu  the  humble  dress  of  a  Fakeer.  But  when  he  lifted 
one  hand  to  the  Di\inity,  he,  with  the  otl.er,  signed  warr.ints  for  the 
assassination  of  his  relations." — History  of  Hindostan,  vol.  iii.  p.  .33. 
See  also  the  curious  letter  of  Aurangzebe,  given  in  the  Oriental  Collec- 
tions, vcl.  i.  p.  320. 

Page  280. 
"  The  diamond  eyes  of  the  idol,"  &c. 

"  Tlie  idol  at  Jaghernat  has  two  fine  diamonds  for  eyes.  No  gold- 
smith is  suffered  to  enter  the  Pagoda,  one  having  stole  one  of  these 
eyes,  being  looked  up  all  night  with  the  idol." — Tavernicr. 

Page  2S0. 
Gardens  of  Delhi. 
See  a  description  of  these  royal  gardens  in  "  An  Account  of  ths 
Pi-esent  State  of  Delhi,  by  Lieut.  W.  Franklin."— Asiatic  Researches, 
vol.  iv.  p.  417. 
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Page  280. 
"  Lake  of  Pearl." 
"  In  Ihe  neighbourhood  is  Notte  Gill,  or  the  Lake  of  Pearl,  which 
receives  this  name  from  its  pellucid  water." — Peauant's  Hiudoostan. 

"*  Nasir  Jung  encamped  in  tbe  viciuity  of  the  Lake  of  Touoor, 
amused  himself  with  sailing  on  that  clear  and  beautiful  water,  and 
gave  it  the  fanciful  name  of  Motee  Talab,  '  the  Lake  of  Pearls,'  which 
it  still  retains." — Wilks's  South  of  India. 

Page  280. 
"  Described  by  one  from  the  Isles  of  the  West,"  &c. 
Sir  Thomas  Pioe,  Ambassador  from  James  I.  to  Jchan-Guire. 

Page  280. 

"  Loves  of  Wamik  and  Ezra." 

"The  romance  Wemakweazra,  written  in  Persian  verse,  which  con- 
tarns  the  loves  of  Wamak  and  Ezra,  twa  celebrated  lovers  who  lived 
before  the  time  of  Mahomet." — Note  on  the  Oriental  Tales. 

Page  280. 
"  Of  the  fair-haired  Zal  aud  his  mistress  Rodahver." 

Their  amour  is  recounted  in  the  Shah-Nameh  of  Ferdousi ;  and 
there  is  much  beauty  iu  tlie  passage  which  describes  the  slaves  of  Ro- 
dahver, sitting  on  the  bank  of  the  river  and  throwing  flowers  into  the 
stream,  in  order  to  draw  the  attention  of  the  young  Hero  who  is  en- 
camped on  the  opposite  side. — Vide  Champion's  Translation. 

Page  280. 
"  The  combat  of  Rustam  with  the  terrible  White  Demon." 

Rustara  is  the  Hercules  of  the  Persians.  For  the  particulars  of  hii 
victory  over  the  Sebeed  Deeve,  or  ^\^lite  Demon,  vidt  Oriental  Collec- 
tions, vol.  ii.  p.  45.  Ne;ir  the  city  of  Shirauz  is  an  immense  quadran- 
gular niomiment  in  commemoration  of  this  combat,  called  the  Kelaat- 
i-Deev  Sepeed,  or  Castle  of  the  AATiite  Giant,  which  Father  Angclo,  in 
his  Gazoihylacium  Pcrsieum,  p.  127,  declares  to  have  been  the  most 
memorable  monument  of  antiquity  which  he  had  seen  in  Persia.  — 
Vid9  Ouseley's  Persian  Miscellanies. 

Page  280. 
"  Their  golden  anklets."' 

•'  The  women  of  the  Idol,  or  Dancing  Girls  of  the  Pagoda,  have 
little  golden  bells  fastened  to  their  feet,  the  soft,  harmonious  tinkling 
of  which  vibrates  in  unison  with  the  exquisite  melody  of  their  voices." 
— Maurice's  Indian  Antiquities. 

"  The  Arabian  courtesans,  like  the  Indian  women,  have  little  golden 
bells  fastened  round  their  legs,  neck,  aud  elbows,  to  the  sound  of 
which  they  dance  before  the  King.  The  Arabian  princesses  wear 
golden  rings  on  their  fingers,  to  which  Uttle  bells  are  suspended,  as 
well  as  in  the  flowing  tresses  of  their  hair,  that  their  superior  rank 
may  be  known,  and  they  themselves  receive  in  passing  the  homag* 
due  to  them."— Calmet's  Dictionaij,  art.  Bells. 
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Page  281. 
"  That  delicious  opium,"  4c. 
"  Abou-Tigo,  ville  de  la  Thebaide,  ou  il  croit  beaucoup  de  pavot  nolr, 
dont  se  fait  le  meilJeur  opium." — D'Uerbelot. 

Page  281. 

"  That  idol  of  womcD,  Ciislina." 

"He  and  the  three  Rdinas  are  described  as  youths  of  peifect 
beauty ;  and  the  Princesses  of  Hindustdn  were  all  passionately  in  love 
with  Crishna,  who  continues  to  this  hour  the  darling  god  of  the  lodian 
women." — Sir  W.  Jones,  on  the  Gods  of  Greece,  Italy,  and  India. 

Page  281 
"The  shawl-goat  of  Tibet  " 
See  Turner's  Euibassy  for  a  description  of  this  animal,  "the  most 
beautiful   among   the  whole  tribe  of   goats."    The  material  for  tha 
ihawls  (which  is  carried  to  Cashmere)  is  found  next  the  skin. 

Page  281. 

"  Tha  Veiled  Prophet  of  Khorassan." 

For  the  real  histoiy  of  tliis  Impostor,  whose  original  name  was 
Hakem  ben  Haschem,  and  who  was  called  Mocanna,  fi'ora  the  veil  of 
silver  gauze  (or,  as  other  sav,  golden)  which  ho  always  wore,  vilt 
D'Herbelot. 

Page  282. 

"  Flowerets  and  fmits  blush  over  every  stream." 

"The  finiits  of  Meru  are  finer  thau  those  of  any  other  place;  and 
one  cannot  see  in  any  other  city  such  palaces,  with  groves,  and  streams, 
aud  gardens." — Ebn  Haukal's  Geography. 

Page  2S2. 
"  For  far  less  luminous,  &c. 
"  Ses  disciples  assm'oient  qu'il  se  couvroit  le  visage,  pour  ne  p:i« 
ft)louir  ceux  qui  I'approchoit  par  I'eclat  de  son  visage,  con>mo  lloyse." 
—D'Herbelot. 

Page  282. 

"  In  hatred  to  the  caliph's  hue  of  night." 

"  11  faut  remarquer  ici  touchant  les  habits  blancs  des  disciples  de 

Hakem,  que  la  couleur  des  habits,  des  cbeflfiires  et  des  ^tendails  dcs 

Klialifes  A.bassides  ^tant  de  noire,  ce  chef  de  rebolles  ne  pouvoit  pas 

choisir  une,  qui  lui  f<lt  plus  oppos^e." — D'Herbelot. 

Page  2S3. 
"  Javelins  of  the  light  Kathaian  reed." 
"  Our  dark  javelins,  exquisitely  wrought  of  Khathnian  reedftj  eleu* 
ifiv  and  delicate." — Poem  of  Amra.  '      _, 
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Page  283. 
"  FUl'd  with  the  etems  that  bloom  on  Iran's  risers." 
The  Persians  call  this  plant  Gaz.  The  celebrated  shaft  of  Isfendiar, 
one  of  their  ancient  heroes,  was  made  of  it.  "  Nothing  can  be  mora 
beautiful  than  the  appearance  of  this  plant  in  flower  during  the  raius 
on  the  banks  of  rivers,  where  it  is  usually  interwoven  with  a  lovely 
twining  asclepias." — Sir  W.  Jones,  Botaniail  Observations  on  Select 
Indian  Plants. 

Page  2S3. 
"  Like  a  chenai--tree  grove." 
The  oriental  plane.     "  The  chenar  is  a  delightful  tree  :  its  bole  is  ol 
&  fine  white  and  smooth  bark ;  and  its  foliage,  which  gi'ows  in  a  t'lft 
at  the  summit,  is  of  a  bright  green." — Moiier's  Ti-avels, 

Page  283. 
"  With  turban'd  heads,  of  every  hue  and  race, 
Bowing  before  that  veil'd  and  awful  face, 
Like  tulip-beds." 
"  The  name  of  tidip  is  said  to  be  of  Turkish  extraction ,  and  given 
to  the  flower  on  account  of  its  resembling  a  turban." — Bcokmaun't 
History  of  Inventions. 

Page  284. 
"  With  belt  of  broider'd  crape, 
And  fur-bound  bonnet  of  Buchanan  shape." 
"  The  inhabitants  of  Bucharia  wear  a  round  cloth  bonnet,  shaped 
much  after  the  Polish  fashion,  having  a  large  fiu-  border.     They  tie 
their  kaftans  about  the  middle  with  a  girdle  of  a  kind  of  silk  crape, 
several  times  round  the  body." — Account  of  Independent  Tartary,  in 
Pinkerton's  Collection. 

Page  285. 

"  Waved,  like  the  wings  of  the  white  birds  that  fan 

The  flying  throne  of  star-taught  Soliman." 

This  wonderful  throne  was  called  the  Star  of  the  Genii.     For  a  full 

desciiption  of  it,  see  the  Fragment,  translated  by  Captain  Franklin, 

from  a  Persian  MS.  entitled  "  The  History  of  Jerusalem  :" — Oriental 

Collections,  vol.  i.   p.   235.      When  Solomon  travelled,  the  Easteni 

writers  say,  "  he  had  a  carput  of  green  silk  on  which  his  throne  was 

placed,  being  of  a  prodigious  length  and  breadth,  and  sufficient  for  all 

his  forces  to  stand  upon,  the  men  placing  themselves  on  his  right  hand 

and  the  spirits  on  his  left ;  and  that  when  all  were  in  order,  tlie  wind, 

at  his  command,  took  up  the  carpet,  and  transported  it,  with  all  th.it 

were  upon  it,  wherever  he  pleased ;  the  army  of  birds  at  the  same 

time  flying  over  their  heads,  and  forming  a  kind  of  canopy  to  shade 

them  from  the  sun." — Sale's  Koran,  vol.  ii.  p.  214,  note. 

Page  285. 

"  and,  thence  descending,  flow'd 

Through  many  a  Prophet's  breast." 
This  is  according  to  D'He-'bulot's  acco'iut  of  the  doctrines  of  Mo- 
kanna  : — "  Sa  doctrine  ^toit  que  Dieu  avoit  pris  une  forme  et  figure 
^umaine  depuis  qu'il  eut  commaude  !CUx  Anges  d'adorer  Adam,  I4 
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premier  des  hommes.  Qu'apv6s  la  mort  d'Adara,  Dieu  ^toit  apparn 
B0U9  la  figure  de  plusieuvs  Prophfetes,  ot  autios  griinda  hoiumes  qu'il 
avoit  choisis,  jusqu'^  ce  qu'il  pi1t  cello  d'Abu  Moslem,  Piince  do  Kho- 
rassan,  lequel  profcssoit  I'erreur  de  la  Touassukliiah,  ou  Metenipsy- 
cose ;  et  qu'apr^s  la  mort  de  ce  Prince,  la  Diviuit^  6toit  pass6e,  et 
doscendue  en  sa  personne." 

Page  294. 

"Such  gods  as  he 
Whom  India  serves,  the  monkey  deity." 

"Apes  are  in  many  parts  of  India  highly  venerated,  out  of  respect 
to  the  god  Hannam.an,  a  deity  partaking  of  the  form  of  that  race."— 
Pennant's  Hindoostau. 

See  a  curious  account,  in  Stephen's  Persia,  of  a  solemn  emba8.«y  from 
some  part  of  the  Indies  to  Goa,  when  the  Portugncse  were  there,  offer- 
ing vast  treasures  for  the  rccoveiy  of  a  monkey's  tooth,  which  they 
held  in  gi-eat  veneration,  and  which  had  been  taken  away  upon  the 
conquest  of  the  kingdom  of  Jafanapatan. 

Page  294. 

"proud  things  of  clay, 

To  whom  if  Lncifer,  as  giaudanis  say. 
Refused,  though  at  the  forfeit  of  Heaven's  light. 
To  bend  in  worship,  Lucifer  was  right." 
Tins  resolution  of  Eblis  not  to  acknowledge  the  new  creature,  roan, 
v<-as,  according  to  Mahometan  tradition,  thus  adopted  :— "  The  earth 
(which  God  had  selected  for  the  materials  of  his  work)  was  carried 
into  Arabia,  to  a  place  between  Mecca  and  Tuyef,  where,  being  first 
kneaded  by  the  angels,  it  was  afterwards  fashioned  by  God  liimself 
into  a  human  form,  and  left  to  diy  for  the  space  of  forty  days,  or,  as 
othci-s  sav,  as  many  years;  the  angels,  in  the  meantime,  often  visiting 
it,  an<l  Ebbs  (then  one  of  the  angels  nearest  to  God's  presence,  after- 
wards the  devil)  among  the  rest ;  but  he,  not  contented  with  looking 
at  it,  kicked  it  with  his  foot  till  it  rang,  and  knowing  God  designed 
that  creature  to  be  his  superior,  took  a  secret  resolution  never  to  ao 
knowledge  him  as  such." — Sale  on  the  Koran. 

Page  295. 

"  Where  none  but  priests  are  privileged  to  trade 
In  that  best  marble  of  ft-hich  Gods  are  made." 

The  material  of  which  images  of  Gaudma  (the  Birman  deity)  is 
made,  is  held  sacred.  "  Birmans  may  not  purch;ise  the  marble  in 
mass,  but  are  suffered,  and  indeed  encouraged,  to  buy  figures  of  the 
deity  ready  made." — Symes's  Ava,  vol.  ii.  p.  376. 

Page  299. 

"  The  puny  bird  that  dares,  with  teasing  hum, 
Within  the  crocodile's  stretch'd  jaws  to  come." 

The  humming-bird  is  said  to  run  this  risk  for  the  purpose  of  picking 
the  crocodile's  teeih.  The  same  circumstance  is  related  of  the  lap- 
wing as  a  fact  to  which  he  \yas  witness,  by  Pail  Lucas,  Voyage  faJt 
*n  1714. 
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Page  300. 
"  Some  artists  of  Yamtcheon  having  been  sent  on  pieviously." 
•'  The  Feast  of  Lanterns  is  celebrated  at  Yamtcheou  with  uiore  mag- 
nificence than  anywhere  else  ;  and  the  report  goes,  that  the  illumina- 
tions there  are  so  splendid,  that  an  Emperor  once,  not  daring  openly 
to  leave  his  Court  to  go  thither,  committed  himself  with  the  Queen 
and  several  Princesses  of  his  family  into  the  hands  of  a  magician,  who 
promised  to  transport  them  thither  in  a  trice.     He  made  them  in  the 
night  to  ascend  magnificent  thrones  that  were  boi-nc  up  by  swans, 
which  in  a  moment  an-ived  at  Yamtcheou.     The  Emperor  saw  at  his 
leisure  ail  the  solemnity,  being  carried  upon  a  cloud  that  hovered  over 
the  city  and  descended  by  degrees  ;  and  came  back  again  with  the 
same  speed  and  equipage,  nobody  at  court  perceiving  his  absence." 
The  present  State  of  China,  p.  156. 


Page  300. 
"  Artificial  sceneries  of  bamboo  work." 
See  a  description  of  the  nuptials  of  Vizier  Alee  in  the  Asiatic  Aii- 
nual  Register  of  1804. 

Page  301. 
"  The  origin  of  these  fantastic  Chinese  illuminations." 
"  The  vulgar  ascribe  it  to  an  accident  that  happened  in  the  family 
of  a  famous  mandarin,  whose  daughter  walking  one  evening  upon  the 
piiore  of  a  lake,  fell  in  and  was  drowned ;  this  afflicted  father,  with 
his  family,  run  thither,  and,  the  better  to  find  her,  he  caused  a  great 
company  of  lanterns  to  be  lighted.  iUl  the  inhabitants  of  the  place 
thronged  after  him  with  torches.  The  year  ensuing  they  made  fires 
upon  the  siiores  the  same  day  ;  they  continued  the  ceremony  every 
year,  evei-y  one  lighted  his  lantern,  and  by  degrees  it  commenced  into 
a  custom."—  Present  State  of  China. 

Page  302. 
"  The  Kohol's  jetty  dye." 

"  None  of  these  ladies,"  says  Shaw,  "  take  themselves  to  be  com- 
pletely dressed  tiU  they  have  tinged  the  hair  and  edges  of  their  eye- 
lids with  the  powder  of  lead-ore.  Now,  as  this  operation  is  perfoimed 
by  dipping  first  into  the  powder  a  small  wooden  bodkin  of  the  thick- 
ness of  a  quill,  and  then  drawing  it  afterwards  through  the  eyelids 
over  the  ball  of  the  eye,  we  shall  have  a  lively  image  of  what  tho 
Prophet  (Jer.  iv.  30)  may  be  supposed  to  mean  by  '  rending  the  eyes 
with  painting.'  This  practice  is  no  doubt  of  great  antiquity  ;  for 
besides  the  instance  already  taken  notice  of,  we  find  that  where  Jeze- 
bel is  said  (2  Kings  ix.  30)  '  to  have  painted  her  face,'  the  original 
words  are  'she  adjusted  her  eyes  with  the  powder  of  lead-ore.'" — 
Shaw's  Travels. 


Pages  303-4. 


'drop 


About  the  gardens,  drunk  with  that  sweet  food." 
Tavernier  adds,  that  while  the  Birds  of  Paradise  lie  in  this  intow- 
cated  state,  the  emm«ts  come  and  eat  oflf  their  legs  ;  and  that  henc« 
it  is  they  are  said  to  have  no  feet. 
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Page  306. 
"As  they  were  captives  to  the  King  of  Flowers." 
"  They  defciied  it  till  the  King  of  Flowers  should  ascend  Lis  thronS 
of  eDHUielled  foliage." — The  Babardanush. 

P.igo  307. 
"  But  a  light,  goldeu  chain-work  round  Lor  hair,"  &c. 
"  Ouc  of  the  hcad-dressts  of  the  Persian  women  is  couiposcj  of  » 
light  golden  eliaiu-work,  sut  with  small  pcai-ls,  with  a  thin  gold  plate 
pendant,  abnut  the  bigness  of  a  crown-piece,  on  wliich  is  impressed 
an  Arabian  prayer,  and  which  bungs  upon  the  cheek  below  the  ear." — 
Hauway's  Travels. 

Page  307. 

"  Tlie  maids  of  Yezd." 

"  Certainly  the  woman  of  Yezd  are  the  handsomest  women  in  Persia. 

The  proverb  is,  that  to  live  happy  a  man  must  have  a  wife  of  Yezd, 

cat   the   bread   of    Yezdccas,    and    drink  the  wine    of    Shiraa." — 

Taveruior. 

Page  309. 
"  And  his  floating  eyes — oh  I  they  resemble 
Blue  water-lilies." 
"  Whose  wanton  eyes  resemble  blue  water-lilies,  agitated  by  the 
breeze." — Jayadeva. 

Page  310. 
"  To  muse  upon  the  pictures  that  hung  round." 
It  has  been  generally  supposed  that  the  Mahometans  prohibit  all 
pictures  of  animals  ;  but  Todcriui  shows  that,  though  the  practice  is 
forbidden  by  the  Koran,  they  are  not  more  averse  to  painted  Dguvtis 
and  images  than  other  people.  From  Sir.  Murphy's  work,  too,  ■«* 
find  that  tlie  Arabs  of  Spain  hi\d  no  objection  to  the  introduction  of 
figures  into  painting. 

Page  310. 
"  Like  her  own  radiant  planet  of  the  wcot, 
Whose  orb  when  half  retired  looks  loveliest." 
This  is  not  quite  astronomically  true.     "  Dr.  Hadley  (s.ays  Keil)  has 
shown  that  Venus  is  brightest  wheu  she  is  about  forty  degrees  re- 
moved from  the  sun ;  and  that  then  but  only  a  fourth  part  of  her 
lucid  disk  is  to  be  seen  fi'om  the  earth." 

Page  310. 
"  With  hev  from  Saba's  bowera,  in  whose  bright  eyes 
He  read  that  to  bo  blest  is  to  be  wise." 
"  In  the  palace  which  Solomon  ordered  to  be  built  against  the  arri- 
val of  Ihc  Queen  of  Saba,  the  floor  or  pavement  whs  of  transparent 
glass,  laid  over  running  water  in  which  fish  were  swimming."     This 
led  tlie  Quecu  into  a  very  natur.al  mistake,  which  the  Koran  has  not 
thought  beneath  its  dignity  to  commemonate.     "  It  was  said  uuto  her. 
Enter  the  palace.     And  when  she  saw  it  she  im.agined  it  to  be  a  great 
water ;  and  she  discovered  her  legs  by  lifting  up  her  robe  to  pass 
through  it.     Whereupon  Solomon  said  to  her,  Verily,  this  is  the  place 
evenly  floored  with  glass." — Chap.  27. 
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Page  310. 

"Zuleika." 
'•'  Such  was  the  uaine  of  Potiphar's  wife,  according  to  the  «tra,  01 
chapter  of  the  Alcoran,  which  contains  the  history  of  Joseph,  ami 
which,  for  elegance  of  style,  surpasses  eveiy  other  of  the  Prophet's 
books  ;  some  Arabian  waiters  also  call  her  Rail.  The  passion  which 
this  frail  beauty  of  antiquity  conceived  for  her  young  Hebrew  slave 
has  given  rise  to  a  niuch-estcemed  poem  in  the  Persian  language,  en- 
titled '  Yusef  vau  Zelikha,'  by  Noureddin  Jami ;  the  manuscript  copy 
of  which  in  the  Bodleian  Library  at  Oxford  is  supposed  to  bo  the  finest 
In  the  whole  world." — Note  upon  Nott's  Ti-anslation  of  Hafez. 

Page  317. 
"  The  apples  of  Istkahar." 
"  In  the  territoi-y  of  Istakhar  there  is  a  kind  of  apple,  half  of 
whicli  is  sweet  and  half  sour." — Ebn  Haukal. 

Page  317. 
"  They  saw  a  young  Hindoo  girl  upon  the  bank." 
For  an  account  of  this  ceremony,  vidA  Grandpr^'s  Voyage  iu  the 


Indian  Ocean. 


Page  317. 
"  The  Oton-tala  or  Sea  of  Stars.' 


"  The  place  where  the  Whangho,  or  river  of  Tibet,  rises,  and  where 
there  are  more  than  a  hundred  springs,  which  sparkle  like  stars  ; 
whence  it  is  called  Hotun  nor,  that  is,  the  Sea  of  Stars." — Description 
of  Tibet  in  Pinkerton. 

Page  317. 
"  This  City  of  War  which,  in  a  few  short  hours, 
llath  sprung  up  here." 

"  The  Lescar,  or  Imperial  Camp,  is  divided,  like  a  regular  town,  into 
squares,  alleys,  and  streets,  and,  from  a  rising  ground,  furnishes  one 
of  the  most  agreeable  prospects  in  the  world.  Starting  up  in  a  few 
hours  in  an  uninhabited  plain,  it  raises  the  idea  of  a  city  built  by  cn- 
chuutment.  Even  those  who  leave  their  houses  iu  cities  to  follow  the 
prince  iu  his  pi-ogress  are  frequently  so  charmed  with  the  Lescar,  when 
i^ituated  in  a  beautiful  and  convenient  place,  that  they  caunot  prevail 
with  themselves  to  remove.  To  prevent  this  inconvenience  to  the 
court,  the  Emperor,  after  sufficient  time  is  allowed  to  the  tradesmen  to 
follow,  orders  them  to  be  burnt  out  of  their  tents." — Dow's  Hindostau. 

Colonel  Wilks  gives  a  lively  picture  of  an  Eastern  eneampmeut : — 
*  His  camp,  like  those  of  most  Indian  armies,  exhibited  a  motley 
e  illection  of  covers  from  the  scorching  sun  and  dews  of  the  night, 
variegated  according  to  the  taste  or  means  of  each  individual,  by  ex- 
tuisive  inclosures  of  coloured  calico  surrounding  superb  suites  of 
ttnts  ;  by  ragged  cloths  or  blankets  stretched  over  sticks  or  brunches; 
pjm  leaves  hastily  spread  over  similar  supports;  handsome  tents  and 
tj  lenciid  canopies ;  horses,  oxen,  elephants,  and  camels  ;  all  intennixed 
v^  ith  out  any  exterior  mark  of  order  or  design,  except  the  flags  of  the 
cViiefs,  which  usually  mark  the  centres  of  a  congeries  of  these  masses  ; 
the  only  regular  part  of  the  encampment  being  the  streets  of  shops, 
tp.eh  of  which  is  cousti-ucted  nearly  in  the  manner  of  a  booth  at  an 
English  fail  "—Historical  Sketches  of  the  South  of  India- 
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Page  318. 
"  And  camela,  tufted  o'er  with  Yemen's  ehtHs." 
"  A  superl)  camel,  ornamented  with  strings  and  tufts  of  small  shells." 
— Ali  Bey. 

Page  318. 

"  The  tiukling  throngs 
Of  laden  camels  and  their  drivers'  son^s." 
"  Some  of  the  camels  have  bells  about  their  necks,  and  some  about 
their  legs,  like  those  which  our  c;u'ricrs  put  about  their  fore-horses' 
necks,  which,  together  with  the  servants  (who  belong  to  the  camels, 
and  ti-avel  on  foot)  singing  all  night,  make  a  pleasant  noise,  and  the 
journey  passes  aw.iy  delightfully." — Pitt's  Account  of  the  Mahometans. 
"  The  camel-driver  follows  the  camels  singing,  and  sometimes  play- 
ing upon  his  pipe ;  the  louder  he  sings  and  pipes,  the  faster  the  camels 
go.     Nay,  they  will  stand  still  when  he  gives  over  his  music." — Taver- 
uier. 

Page  321. 

"  Hot  as  that  crimson  haze. 
By  which  the  prostrate  caravan  is  awe<l." 
Pavary  says  of  the  south  wind,  which  blows  in  Egypt  from  Febru- 
ary to  May,  "  Sometimes  it  appeare  ouly  in  the  shape  of  an  impetuous 
whirlwind,  which  p;isses  rapidly,  and  is  fatal  to  the  traveller  surprised 
in  the  middle  of  the  deserts.  Tonxuts  of  burning  sand  roll  before  it, 
the  firmament  is  enveloped  in  a  tliick  veil,  and  the  sun  appears  of  the 
colour  of  blood.     Sometimes  whole  caravans  are  buried  iu  it." 

Page  325. 

"  the  pillar'd  throne 

Of  PaiTiz." 
There  were  said  to  be  under  this  Throne  or  Palace  of  Khrosrou  Par- 
Tiz  a  hundred  vaults  filled  with  "  treasures  so  immense,  that  some 
Mahometan  winters  tell  us,  their  Prophet,  to  encourage  his  disciples, 
carried  them  to  a  rock  which,  at  his  command,  opened  and  gave  them 
a  prospect  through  it  of  the  treasm-es  of  Khosrou." — Universal  His- 
tory. 

Page  325. 
"  And  they  beheld  an  orb,  ample  and  bright. 
Rise  from  the  Holy  Well." 
We  are  not  told  more  of  this  trick  of  the  Impostor,  than  that  it  waj 
"  line  machine,  qu'U  disoit  etre  la  lune."     According  to  Richardson, 
the  miracle  is  perpetuated  in  Nekscheb ; — "  Nakschab,  the  name  of 
the  city  in  Transoxiauia,  where  they  say  there  is  a  well,  la  which  th« 
appearance  of  the  moon  is  to  be  seen  night  and  day." 

Page  326. 

"  On  for  the  lamps,  that  light  yon  lofty  screen." 

The  tents  of  princes  were  generally  illuminated.     Norden  tells  us 

that  the  tent  of  the  Bey  of  Girgc  was  distinguished  from  the  other 

t^nts  by  forty  lanterns  being  suspended  before  it. — Ttdtf  Harmer'i 

Observations  on  Job. 
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I  Page  328. 

I  "  Engines  of  havoc  in,  uuknown  before." 

I  fliat  they  knew  the  secret  of  the  Greek  fire  among  the  Miissul- 

}  a  ns  early  in  the  eleventh  century,  appears  from  Dow's  Accouut  of 

j  if  amood  I.     "  When  he  aiTived  at  Moultau,  finding  that  the  couuti-y 

j  of  the  Jits  was  defended  by  great  rivers,  he  ordeied  fifteen  hundred 

I  boats  to  be  built,  each  of  which  he  armed  with  six  iron  spikes,  pro- 

'  jecting  from  their  prows  and  sides,  to  prevent  their  being  boarded  by 

the  enemy,  who  were  veiy  expert  in  that  kind  of  war.     When  he  had 

laimolied  tliis  fleet,  he  ordered  twenty  archers  into  each  boat,  and  five 

others  with  fire-balls,  to  bum  the  craft  of  the  Jits,  and  naphtha  to  set 

the  whole  river  on  fire." 

1  The  Agnee  Aster,  too,  in  Indian  poems,  the  Instniment  of  Fire, 

'  whose  flame  cannot  be  extinguished,  is  supposed  to  signify  the  Greek 

3  fire.—Wilks's  South  of  India,  vol.  i.  p.  471. 

\  The  mention  of  gunpowder  as  in  use  among  the  Arabians,  long 

\  before   its   supposed   discovery  in    Europe,   is    introduced    by   Ebn 

1  Fadhl,  the  Egyptian  geographer,  who  lived  in  the  thirteenth  century. 

.,  "  Bodies,"  he  says,  "  in  the  form  of  scorpiona,  bound  round  and  filled 

:  with  nitrous  powder,  glide  along,  making  a  gentle  noise  ;  then  explod- 

'■-  iug,  they  lighten  as  it  were,  and  bum.     But  there  ai'e  others,  which, 

cast  into  the  air,  stretch  along  like  a  cloud,  roaring  hoi-ribly,  as  thun- 
der roars,  and  on  all  sides  vomiting  out  flames,  burst,  burn,  and  re- 
duce to  cinders  whatever  comes  in  their  way."  The  historian,  Ben 
Abdalia,  in  speaking  of  the  sieges  of  Abulualid,  in  the  year  of  the 
Hegira  712,  says,  "  A  fiery  globe,  by  means  of  combustible  matter, 
with  a  mighty  noise  suddenly  emitted,  strikes  wth  the  force  of 
lightning,  and  shakes  the  citadel." — Vidt  the  Extracts  from  Casiri's 
Biblioth.  Arab.  Hispan.  in  the  Appendix  to  Berington's  Litei-ary  His- 
tory of  the  Middle  Ages.  1 

Page  328.  \ 

"  Discharge,  as  from  a  kindled  naphtha  fouot."  ] 

See  Han  way's  Account  of  tlie  Springs  of  Naphtha  at  Baku  (which  is 
called  by  Lieutenant  Pottinger  Joala  Mookhee,  or  the  Flaming  Mouth), 
taking  iire  and  running  into  the  sea.  Dr.  Cooke,  in  his  Journal,  men- 
tions some  wells  in  Circassia  strongly  impregnated  with  this  inflam- 
mable oil,  from  which  issues  boiling  water.  "  Though  the  weather," 
he  adds,  "  was  now  very  cold,  the  warmth  of  these  wells  of  hot  water 
produced  near  them  the  verdure  and  flowers  of  spring." 

Major  Scott  Waring  says  that  naphtha  is  used  by  the  Persians,  as  we 
ftTO  told  it  was  in  heU  for  lamps.  j 

.     .  "  many  a  row  I 

j  Of  starry  lamps  and  blasug  cressets,  fed 

j  With  naphtha  and  asphaltus,  yielded  Ught 

I  Ab  from  a  sky." 

i 

i  Page  332. 

!"  Thou  see'st  yon  cistern  in  the  shade— 'tis  fill'd 
With  burning  drags,  for  this  last  hour  distill'd." 

"  II  donna  du  poison  dans  levin 5, tons  ses  gens,  et  se  jetta  lui-m6me 
ensuite  dans  une  cuve  pleine  de  drogues  brulantes  et  consumantes, 
•fin  qu'il  ne  restat  rien  de  toua  les  membres  de  sou  corps,  et  que  c^ux 
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(jui  icstoient  do  ea  sccte  puissent  croire  qu'il  6toit  mouto  au  ciel,  oe 
qui  ue  manqua  pas  d'airiver." — D'Herbelot. 

Page  336. 
"To  eat  any  mangoes  but  those  of  Mazagong  was,  of  course,  im- 
possible." 

"The  celebiity  of  Mazagong  is  owing  to  its  mangoes,  which  are 
certainly  the  best  fnait  1  ever  tasted.  The  parent  tree,  from  whicli  all 
those  of  this  species  have  been  grafted,  is  honoured  during  the  fiiiit 
Benson  by  a  guard  of  sepoys ;  and,  in  the  reign  of  Shah  Jehan, 
couriere  were  stationed  between  Delhi  and  the  Mahratta  coast,  to 
eeeure  an  abundant  and  fresh  supply  of  maHgoes  for  the  royal  table." 
— Mrs.  Grant's  Journal  of  a  Residence  in  India. 


Page  336. 
"  His  fine  antique  porcelain." 

This  old  porcelain  is  found  in  digging,  and  "  if  it  is  esteemed,  It  Is 
not  because  it  has  acquired  any  new  degree  of  beauty  in  the  earth, 
but  beciuse  it  has  retained  its  ancient  beauty ;  and  this  alone  is  of 
gi-eat  importance  in  China,  where  they  give  large  sums  for  the  smallest 
vessels  which  were  used  under  the  Emperors  Yan  and  Chun,  who 
reigned  many  ages  before  the  dynasty  of  Tang,  at  which  time  porce- 
lain began  to  be  used  by  the  Emperors"  (about  the  year  442). — Dunn's 
(.'ollection  of  Curious  Observations,  &c. — a  bad  translation  of  some 
parts  of  the  Lettres  Edifiantes  et  Curieuses  of  the  Missionary 
Jesuits. 

Page  338. 

"That  sublime  bird,  which  flies  always  in  the  air." 

"  Tlie  Huma,  a  bird  peculiar  to  the  East.  It  is  supposed  to  fly 
constantly  in  the  air,  and  never  touch  the  gi'ound  :  it  is  looked  upon 
as  a  bird  of  happy  omen  ;  and  that  eveiy  head  it  overshades  will  in 
time  wear  a  crown." — Richardson. 

lu  the  terms  of  alliance  made  by  Fuzzel  Oola  Khan  with  Hyder  in 
1760,  one  of  tho  stipulations  was,  "  that  he  should  have  the  distinc- 
tion of  two  houoraiy  attendants  standing  behind  him,  holding  fans 
composed  of  the  feathei-s  of  the  humma,  according  to  the  practice  of  his 
family." — Wilks's  South  of  India.  He  adds  in  a  note  ; — "  The  humma 
Is  a  fabulous  bird.  The  head  over  which  its  shadow  once  passes  will 
assuredly  be  circled  with  a  crown.  The  splendid  little  bird,  sus- 
pended over  the  throne  of  Tippoo  Sultaun,  found  at  Seringapatam  in 
1799.  was  intended  to  represent  this  poetical  fancy." 

Page  338. 
"Whose  words,  like  thoso  on  the  Written  Mountain,  last  for  CTer." 

"  To  the  pilgrims  to  Mount  Sinai  we  must  attribute  the  inscriptions, 
figures,  &c.,  on  those  rocks,  which  have  from  thence  acquired  tho 
bame  of  the  Written  Mountain." — Volney.  M.  Gebclin  and  others 
have  been  at  much  pains  to  attach  some  mysterious  and  important 
meaning  to  these  inscriptions  ;  but  Niebuhr,  as  well  as  Volney,  thinks 
that  they  must  have  been  executed  at  i<lle  hours  by  the  travellers  to 
Mount  Sinai,  "  who  were  satisfied  with  cutting  the  unpohshed  rock 
•with  any  pointed  insti-ument ;  adding  to  their  names  and  the  date  of 
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their  journeys  some  rade  figxires,  which  bespeak  the  hand  of  a  pcotile 
but  little  skilled  iu  the  aits."— Niebuhr. 

Page  339. 
•*  From  the  dark  hyacinth  to  which  Hafez  compares  his  mistress's 

hair." 
Yidt  Nott's  Hafez,  Ode  V, 

Page  339. 
"  To  the  CdoialatA,  by  whose  rosy  blossoms  the  heaven  of  Indra  is 

scented." 

"  The  C^raa-lfiti  (called  by  Linuseus,  Ipomsea)  is  the  most  beautiful 
of  its  order,  both  in  the  colour  and  form  of  its  le;ives  and  flowers ;  its 
elegant  blossoms  are  '  celestial  rosy  reii.  Love's  proper  hue,'  and  have 
justly  procmed  it  the  name  of  Cdmalat^  or  Love's  Creeper."— Sir  W. 
Jones. 

"  Cimalat^  may  also  mean  a  mythological  plant,  by  which  all  desires 
are  gi-anted  to  such  as  inhabit  the  heaven  of  Indra  ;  and  if  evet 
flower  was  worthy  of  paradise,  it  is  our  charming  Ipomsea." — lb. 

Page  339. 
"That  Flower-loving  Nymph  whom  they  worship  in  the  tempks  of 

Kathay." 

Katbay,  I  ought  to  have  mentioned  before,  is  a  name  for  Cliina. 

"  According  to  Father  Premare  in  his  tract  on  Chinese  Mythology, 
the  mother  of  Fo-hi  was  the  daughter  of  heaven,  sumamed  Flower- 
loving  ;  and  as  the  nymph  was  walking  alone  on  the  bank  of  a  river, 
she  foimd  herself  encircled  by  a  rainbow,  after  which  she  became 
pregnant,  and,  at  the  end  of  twelve  years,  was  delivered  of  a  sor 
radiant  as  herself." — Asiat.  Res. 

Page  340. 
"  That  blue  flower  which — Bramins  say — 
Blooms  nowhere  but  in  Paradise." 
"  The  Brahmins  of  this  proviuce  insist  that  the  bluo  Campac  flowers 
only  in  Paradise." — Sir  W.  Jones.    It  appears,  however,  from  aciuious 
letter  of  the  Sultan  of  Menangcabow,  given  by  Marsden,  that   one 
place  on  earth  may  lay  claim   to  the  possession  of  it.     "  This  is  the 
Sultan,  who  keeps  the  flower  Champaka  that  is  blue,  and  to  be  found 
in   no  other  country   but   his,  being   yellow  elsewhere." — Marsden'a 
Sumatra. 

Page  341. 
"  I  know  where  the  Isles  of  Perfume  are." 
Diodonis  mentions  the  Isle  of  Panchaia,  to  the  south  of  Arabia 
Felix,  where  there  was  a  temple  of  Jupiter.  This  ishmd,  or  rather 
cluster  of  isles,  has  disappeared,  "  sunk  (says  Grandpr^)  in  the  abyss 
made  by  the  fire  beneath  their  foundations." — Voyage  to  the  Indian 
Ocean. 

Page  241. 

"  Whose  air  is  balm  ;   whose  ocean  spreads 

O'er  coral  rocks  and  amber  beds,"  &c. 

"  It  is  rot  like  the  Sea  of  India,  whose  bottom  is  rich  with  pearls 

and  ambergris,  whose  mountains  of  the  coast  are  stored  with  goid  and 
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precious  Btoiics,  whoso  gulfs  breed  creatures  that  yield  ivory,  and 
vimoiig  the  plants  of  whose  shores  are  ebony,  red  wood,  and  the  wood 
of  llairzan,  alucs,  camphor,  cloves,  sandal- wood,  aud  all  other  spices 
and  aromatics  ;  where  parrots  and  peiicocks  arc  birds  of  the  forest, 
and  musk  aud  civet  are  collected  upon  the  lauds." — Travels  of  Two 
Muhammediuis. 

Pago  341. 
"  Thy  pillarVl  shades." 

"  ill  the  ground 

The  bended  twigs  take  root,  and  daughters  grow 
About  the  niolhcr  tree,  a  inllat'd  shade, 
Hii'h  over-arch'd,  and  echoing  walks  between." — Milton. 
For  a  particular  description  and  plate  of  the  Banyau-trec,  vid«  Cor- 
i1»uer"s  Ceylon. 

Page  341. 

"Tliy  monarchs  and  their  thousand  thrones." 
"With  this  innncnso  trciisurc  Maruood  returned  to  Ghizni,  and  in 
the  year  400  prepared  a  magnificent  festival,  where  ho  displayed  to 
the  people  his  wealth  in  golden  thrones  and  in  other  ornaments,  iu  a 
great  plain  without  the  city  of  Gliizui." — Ferishta. 

Page  342. 

.     .     .     "  blood  like  this. 

For  liberty  shed,  so  holy  is.'' 
Objections  may  be  made  to  my  use  of  the  word  Liberty,  iu  this  and 
more  esi)ocially  iu  the  story  that  follows  it,  as  totally  inapplicable  to 
any  state  of  things  that  has  ever  existed  in  tlie  East ;  but  though  I 
cannot,  of  course,  mean  to  employ  it  in  that  eulargedand  noble  sense 
which  is  so  well  understood  at  the  prcseut  day,  and,  I  grieve  to  say, 
so  little  acted  upon,  yet  it  is  no  disparagement  to  the  word  to  apply 
it  to  that  uatit'nal  independence,  that  freedom  from  the  interference 
and  dictation  of  foreigners,  without  which,  indeed,  no  liberty  of  any 
kind  can  exist,  and  for  which  both  Hindoos  and  Persians  fought 
against  their  J.Iussulman  invaders  with,  in  many  cases,  a  bravery  that 
deserved  much  better  success. 

Page  343. 
"  Afiic's  Lunar  Mouutaius." 
"  Sometimes  called,"  says  Jackson,  '■  Jibbel  Kumrie,  or  the  white  01 
tinar- coloured  mountains  ;  so  a  white  horec  is  called  by  the  Arabians 
moon-coloured  horse." 

Page  344. 
•'  Only  the  fiercer  hyaena  stalks 
Throughout  the  city's  desolate  walks." 
"  Gondar  was  full  of  hyaenas  from  the  time  it  turned  dark  till  the 
iawn  of   day,  seeking  the  different   pieces  of  slaughtered  carcases, 
which  this  crael  and  unclean  people  expose  in  the  streets  without 
bmial,  and  who  firmly  believe  that  these  animals  are  Falashta  from 
the  neighbouring  mountains,  transformed  by  magic,  and  come  down 
to  eat  human  flesh  in  the  dark  in  safety." — Bruce. 
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Page  345. 
"  But  see, — who  yonder  cornea." 
This  circumstunce  has  been  often  introduced  into  poetry  ;— by  Via-. 
tentius  Fabricius,  by  Darwin,  and  lately,  with  very  powerful  effect, 
by  Mr.  Vs'^ilaon. 

Page  349. 
"  And,  Jordan,  those  sweet  banks  of  thins, 
And  woods,  so  full  of  nightingales." 
"  The  river  Jordan  is  on  both  sides  beset  with  little,  thick,  and 
pleasant  woods,  among  which  thousands  of  nightingales  warble  aU 
together." — Thevenot. 

Page  349. 
"  On  the  brink 
Of  a  small  imaret's  rustic  fount." 
Imaret,  "hospice  oil  on  loge  et  noun  it,  gratis,  les  p^lcrins  pendant 
trois  jours." — Toderiui,  translated  by  the  Abbt5  do  Cuuruaud. — Vidi 
also  Castellan's  Moeurs  des  Othonians,  torn.  v.  p.  145. 


Page  350. 
"  The  boy  has  started  from  the  bed 
Of  flowers,  where  he  had  laid  his  head, 
And  down  upon  the  fragrant  sod 
Kneels." 

"  Such  Turks  as  at  the  common  hours  of  prayer  are  on  the  road,  or 
BO  employed  as  not  to  find  convenience  to  attend  the  mosques,  are 
still  obliged  to  execute  that  duty ;  nor  are  they  ever  known  to  fill, 
whatever  business  they  are  then  about,  but  pi'ay  imnicdiatoly  when 
the  hour  alarms  them,  whatever  they  are  about,  in  th:it  very  placi; 
they  chance  to  stand  on ;  insomuch  that  when  a  janissary,  whom  you 
have  to  guard  you  up  and  down  the  city,  hears  the  notice  which  is 
given  him  from  the  steeples,  he  will  turn  about,  stand  still,  and 
beckon  with  his  hand,  to  tell  his  charge  he  must  have  patience  for 
awhile;  when,  taking  out  his  handkerchief,  he  spreads  it  on  the 
ground,  sits  cross-legged  thereupon,  and  gays  his  prayers,  tliough  in 
the  open  market,  which,  having  ended,  he  leaps  briskly  up,  salutes  the 
person  whom  he  undertook  to  convey,  and  renews  his  journey  with 
the  mild  expression  of  '  ghell  gohnnum  ghell,'  or,  Come,  dear,  follow 
me," — Aaron  Hill's  Travels. 
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Page  353. 
"The  Banyan  Hospital." 
"  This  account  excited  a  desire  of  visiting  the  Banyan  Hospital,  as 
I  had  heard  much  of  their  benevolence  to  all  kinds  of  animals  that 
were  either  sick,  lame,  or  infirm,  through  age  or  accident.  On  my 
arrival  there  were  presented  to  my  view  many  horses,  cows,  and  oxen. 
In  one  apartment;  in  another,  dogs,  sheep,  goats,  and  monkeys,  with 
clean  straw  for  them  to  repose  on.  Above  stairs  were  depositories  for 
seeds  of  many  sorts,  and  flat,  broad  dishes  for  water,  for  the  use  of 
birds  and  insects." — Parsons. 
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It  is  saiil  that  all  animals  know  tlio  Banyans,  that  the  most  timid 
approjich  tliciu,  and  tbiit  birds  will  fly  neiircr  to  them  than  to  other 
people.-  Vide  Graudpr^. 

Pago  353. 
"Whose  sweetness  was  not  to  be  drawn  forth,  like  that  of  the  fra- 
grant gniBs  near  the  Ganges,  by  crushing  and  trumiiliug  upon  lliciii." 

"  A  very  fragrant  grass  from  the  banks  of  the  Ganges,  near  llcrid' 
war,  whieh  in  bohic  plaecs  covers  whole  acres,  and  diffuses  when 
crushed  a  strong  odour." — Sir  W.  Jones  on  the  Spikenard  of  the 
Ancients. 


Page  355. 
"  Artisans  in  ehaiiota." 


Oiieutal  Talea. 


Page  355. 

"Waved  plates  of  gold  and  silver  flowers  over  their  heads." 

"  Or  rather,"  says  Scott,  upon  the  passage  of  Fcrishta,  from  wliich 

this  is  tiken,  "small  coin,  stamped  wilh  the  figure  of  a  flower.     They 

arc  still  used  in  India  to  diiitriliute  in  charity,  and, on  occ;isioD, thrown 

by  the  pui-se-bearers  of  the  gi-eat  among  the  populace." 


^ 


Pago  355. 
"  His  delectable  alley  of  trees." 

This  road  is  250  leagues  in  length.  It  has  "  little  pyramids  oi 
tuiTcts,"  says  Beruier,  "  erected  every  half  league,  to  mark  tlie  ways, 
and  frequent  wells  to  afford  di'iuk  to  piisseugurs,  and  to  water  the 
young  trees." 

Page  356. 

"  On  the  clear  cold  waters  of  which  floated  multitudes  of  the 

beauliful  red  lotus." 

"  Here  is  a  large  pagoda  by  a  tank,  on  the  water  of  which  float 

multitudes  of  the  beauliful  red  lotus :  the  flower  is  larger  than  that 

of  the  white  water-lily,  and  is  the   most   lovely   of  the   nynjphseas 

I  have  seen." — Mrs.  Grant's  Journal  of  a  Residence  iu  India. 


I 


Page  357. 
"Who,  many  hundred  years  since,  had  fled  hither  from  their  Arab 

conquerors." 
"  On  les  volt,  pers^cut^s  par  les  Khalifes,  se  retirer  dans  les  mon- 
tagnes  du  Kerman  :   plusicui-s  ehoisircut  pour  retraite  la  Tartaric  ct  la 
Chine ;  d'autres  s'an-etferent  sur  les  bords  du  Gange,  k  I'cst  de  Delhi." 
— M.  Anquetil,  M^moires  de  I'Acad^mie,  torn.  yyxi.  p.  346. 

Page  357. 
"  As  s  native  of  Cashmere,  which  had  in  the  same  manner  become 

the  prey  of  strangers." 
"  Cashmere    (sny  its  hi.storians)  had  its   own  Princes  4000  years 
oefore  its  conquest  by  Akbar  in  1585.     Akbar  would  have  found 


^r\ 


*^9* 


NOTES   TO  LALLA   ROOKH. 


S19 


some  difficulty  to  reduce  this  paradise  of  the  Indies,  situated  as  it  is, 
■within  such  a  fortress  of  mountains,  but  its  monarch,  Yusef  Khan,  was 
basely  betrayed  by  his  Omrahs." — Pennant. 

Page  358. 
"  His  story  of  the  Fij'e-woi-shippers." 
Voltaire  tells  us  that  in  his  Tragedy  "  Les  Gufebres,  *  he  was  gene- 
rally supposed  to  have  alluded  to  the  Jansenists ;  and  I  should  not  be 
surprised  if  this  story  of  the  Fire- worshippers  were  found  capable  of 
a  similar  doubleness  of  application. 


\ 
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Page  361. 
"  Who,  luU'd  in  cool  kiosk  or  bower.  "* 
"  In  the  midst  of  the  garden  is  the  cbiosk,  that  is,  a  large  rooux, 
commonly  beautified  with  a  fip.e  foiintain  in  the  midst  of  it.  It  is 
raised  nine  or  ton  steps,  and  inclosed  with  gilded  lattices,  round  which 
vines,  jessamines,  and  honeysuckles  make  a  sort  of  green  wall :  larpre 
trees  are  planted  round  this  place,  which  is  the  scene  of  their  greatest 
pleasures." — Lady  M.  W.  Montagu. 

Page  361. 
"  Before  their  miiTors  count  the  time." 

The  women  of  the  East  are  never  without  their  looking-glasses. 
"  In  Bai-bary,"  says  Shaw,  "  they  are  so  fond  of  their  looking-glasses, 
which  they  hang  upon  thoir  breasts,  that  they  will  not  lay  them  aside, 
even  when,  after  the  drudgery  of  the  day,  they  are  obliged  to  go 
two  or  three  miles  with  a  pitcher  or  a  goat's  skin  to  fetch  water." — 
Travels. 

In  other  parts  of  Asia  they  wear  littlo  looking-glasses  on  their 
thumbs.  "  Hence  (and  from  the  lotus  being  considered  the  emblem 
of  beauty)  is  the  meaning  of  tho  following  mute  intercourse  of  two 
lovers  before  their  parents. 

"  He  with  salute  of  deference  due 

A  lotus  to  his  forehead  press'd  ; 
She  raised  her  Jnirror  to  his  view. 

Then  turn'd  it  inward  to  her  breast," 

Asiatic  Miscellany,  vol.  iU 

Piige  362. 
.     .     .     "  th'  untrodden  solitude 
Of  Ararat's  tremendous  peak." 

Stmy  says,  "  I  can  well  assure  the  reader  that  their  opinion  is  not 
true,  who  suppose  this  mount  to  be  inaccessible."  He  adds  th.at  "  the 
lower  part  of  the  mountain  is  cloudy,  misty,  and  dark,  the  middlemost 
part  veiy  cold  and  like  clouds  of  snow,  but  the  upper  regions  per- 
fectly calm." — It  was  on  this  mountain  that  the  Ark  was  supposed  to 
have  rested  after  the  Deluge,  and  part  of  it  they  say  exists  there  still, 
which  Struy  thus  gravely  accounts  for : — "  Whereas  none  can  remem- 
ber that  the  air  on  the  top  of  the  hill  did  ever  change  or  was  subject 
either  to  wind  or  rain,  which  is  presumed  to  be  the  reason  that  the 
Ark  has  endired  so  long  without  being  rotten." — Vidt  Carreri's 
Travels,  where  the  Doctor  laughs  at  this  whole  account  of  Mount 
Ararat. 
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Page  366. 
"  Tho  Gheber  belt  that  round  him  clung." 
"Pour  se  distin^er  des  Idolatres  do  I'liide,  les  Gufebres  so  coignont 
tons  d'uu  cordon  de  laine,  ou  de  poil  de  cbaiiieau." — EDcyclopedie 
Franijoise. 
D'Hcrbelot  says  this  belt  was  generally  of  leather. 

Pages  366-7. 
"  Who,  morn  and  even. 
Hail  their  Creator's  dwelling-place 
Among  tho  li\ing  lights  of  heaven." 
"  As  to  fire,  the  Ghebers  place  the  epi-ing-head  of  it  in  that  globe 
of  fire,  the  Sun,  by  them  called  Mythras,  or  Mihir,  to  which  thi  y  pay 
tho  highest  reverence,  in  gratitude  for  the  manifold  benefits  flowing 
from  its  ministerial  omniscience.    But  they  are  so  far  from  confounding 
tho  subordination  of  the  Sei'vant  with  the  majesty  of  its  Cn-ator,  that 
they  not  only  attribute  no  sort  of  sense  or  rc;isoniug  to  the  sun  or 
tire^  in  any  of  its  operations,  but  consider  it  as  a  purely  p;issive  blind 
instiTiment,  directed  and  governed  by  the  immediate  impression  on  it 
of  the  will  of  God  ;  but  they  do  nc^t  even  give  that   luminary,  all 
glorious  as  it  is,  more  than  the  second  rank  amongst  his  works,  re- 
serving the  first  for  that  stupendous  production  of  divine  power,  tho 
mind  of  man." — Givse.     The  false  chari,'es  brought  against  the  religion 
of  these  people  by  their  Mussulman  tyrants  is  but  one  proof  among 
many  of  the  truth  of  this  writer's  remark,  '•  that  calumny  is  often 
addetl  to  oppression,  if  but  for  the  sake  of  justifjing  it." 

Page  369. 
"That  tree,  which  grows  over  the  tomb  of  the  musician,  Tan-Sein." 
"  Within  the  enclosure  which  siiiTOunds  this  monument  (at  Gualior) 
is  a  small  tomb  to  the  mcmoiy  of  Tan-Scin,  a  musician  of  incompa- 
rable skill,  who  flourisheil  at  the  court  of  Akbar.  The  tomb  is  over- 
shadowed by  a  tree,  concerning  v/hich  a  superstitious  notion  prevails, 
that  the  clicwing  of  its  leaves  will  give  an  extraordinary  melody  to 
the  voice." — Narrative  of  a  Journey  from  Agi'a  to  Ouzoin,  Ly  W. 
Hunter,  Esq. 

Page  360. 
"  The  awful  signal  of  the  bamboo  staff." 
"  It  is  usual  to  place  a  small  white  triangular  flag,  fixed  to  a  b.amboo 
fitafl'  of  ten  or  twelve  feet  long,  at  the  place  where  a  tiger  has  dc- 
sti'oyed  a  man.  It  is  common  for  the  passengers  also  to  throw  each  a 
Btone  or  brick  near  the  spot,  so  that  in  the  course  of  a  little  time  a  pile 
equal  to  a  good  waggon-load  is  collected.  Tlie  sight  of  these  fl.->gs  and 
piles  of  stones  imparts  a  certain  melancholy,  not  perhaps  altogether 
void  of  apprehension." — Oriental  Field  Sports,  vol.  ii. 

Page  369. 
"  Beneath  the  shade,  some  pious  hands  had  erected,"  &c. 
"The  Ficus  Indica  is  called  the  Pagod  Tree  and  Ti-ee  of  Councils; 
the  first  from  the  idols  placed  under  its  shade ;  the  second,  because 
meetings  were  held  under  its  cool  branches.     In  some  places  it  is  be- 
lieved to  be  tlie  haunt  of  spectres,  as  the  ancient  spreading  o?,]£s  cf 
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Wales  have  been  of  fairies ;  in  others  are  erected  Deneath  the  shade 
pillars  of  stone,  or  posts,  elegantly  cai-ved  and  ornamented  wUh  the 
most  beautiful  porcelaiu  to  supply  the  use  of  miiTors." — Pennant. 

Page  370. 
"  The  nightingale  now  bends  her  flight." 
"  The  nightingale  sings  from  tlio  pomegranate  groves  in  the  day- 
time, and  from  the  loftiest  trees  at  night." — Eussel's  Aleppo. 

Page  372. 
"  Before  whose  sabre's  dazzling  light,"  &e. 
"When  the  bright  cimiters  make  the  eyes  of  our  heroes  wiuk." 
— The  Moallakat,  Poems  of  Amyu. 

Page  373. 
"  As  Lebanon's  small  mountain-flood 
Is  render'd  holy  by  the  ranks 
Of  sainted  cedars  on  its  banks." 
In  the  Lettres  Edifiantes,  there  is  a  difierent  cause  assigned  for  its 
name  of  Holy.  "  In  these  are  deep  caverns,  which  formerly  served  as  so 
many  cells  for  a  great  number  of  recluses,  who  Viad  cliosen  tliese  re- 
treats as  the  only  witnesses  upon  earth  of  the  severity  of  tlieir  penance. 
The  tears  of  these  pious  penitents  gave  the  river  of  which  we  have 
just  treated  the  name  of  the  Holy  River." — Chateaubriand's  Beauties 
of  Christianity. 

Page  374. 

"  A  rocky  mountain,  o'er  the  Sea 
Of  Oman  beetling  awfully." 
This  mountain  is  ray  own  creation,  as  the  "  stupendous  chain  "  of 
which  I  suppose  it  a  link  does  not  extend  quite  so  far  as  the  shores  of 
the  Persian  Gulf.  "  This  long  and  lofty  range  of  mountains  forraeily 
divided  Media  fi'om  Assyria,  and  now  forms  the  boundary  of  the  Per- 
sian and  Turkish  empires.  It  runs  parallel  with  the  river  Tigi-is  and 
Persian  Gulf,  and  almost  disappearing  in  the  vicinity  of  Gomberoon 
(Harmozia)  seems  once  more  to  rise  iu  the  southern  districts  of  Ker- 
man,  and  following  an  easterly  course  through  the  centre  of  Meckrauu 
and  Balouchistan,  is  entirely  lost  iu  the  deserts  of  Sinde." — Kinucir'a 
Pei-sian  Empire. 

Pages  374-5. 
"  That  bold  were  Moslem,  who  would  dare, 
At  tvrilight  hour,  to  steer  his  skiff 
Beneath  the  Gheber's  lonely  cliff. " 
"  There  is  an  extraordinai-y  hiU  ^n  this  neighbourhood,  called  Koh4 
Gubr,  or  the  Guebre's  Mountam.      It  rises  iu   the  form  of   a  lofcy 
cupola,  and  on  the  summit  of  it,  they  say,  are  the  remains  of  an  Atush 
Kudu,  or  Fire  Temple.     It  is  superstitiously  held,  to  be  the  residence 
cf  Deeves,  or  Sprites,  and  many  marvellous  stories  are  recounted  o( 
the  injuiy  and  witchcraft  suflfered  by  those  who  essayed  in  fonner  days 
to  ascend  or  explore  it." — Pottinger's  Bdoochistan. 

Page  375. 
"  Still  did  the  mighty  flame  bum  on." 
"  At  the  city  of  Yezd,  in  Persia,  which  is  distinguished  by  the  apj)e}- 
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lation  of  the  DavAb  Abailut,  or  Scat  of  Religion,  the  Guebres  are  per* 
niittcd  to  have  nn  Atuth  Kudu,  or  Fire  Temple  (which,  they  nssert, 
has  had  the  sacred  fire  in  it  siiico  the  days  of  Zi  roaster),  in  tiitir  own 
cumpartnient  of  the  city  ;  but  for  this  indulgence  they  arc  indebted  to 
the  avarice,  not  the  tolerance,  of  the  Persian  government,  which 
taxes  thtin  at  twcuty-five  rupees  each  man." — Pottingev's  Belooch- 
istau. 

Page  377. 

.     .     .     .     "  while  on  that  altai'a  fires 

They  swore." 
"  Nul  d'entre  eux  oseroit  se  pcijuror,  quand  il  a  pris  \  teinoin  otX 
A^mcut  terrible  et  vengeur." — Encyclopedic  Frau^oise, 

Page  377. 
"  Tlie  Persian  lily  shines  and  towers." 
"  A  vivid  verdure  succeeds  the  autumnal  rains,  and  the  ploughed 
fields  arc  covered  with  the  Persian  lily,  of  a  resplendent  yellow  colour." 
— llussel's  Aleppo. 

Page  381. 
"  Like  Dead-Sea  fi-uits,  that  tempt  the  eye, 
But  turn  to  ashes  on  the  lips." 

"They  Kvy  that  there  are  apple-trees  upon  Uie  sides  of  this  sea, 
which  bear  very  lovelyfruit,  but  within  are  all  full  of  ashes." — Thevenot. 
The  same  is  asserted  of  the  oranges  there;  vid*  Witman's  Travels  in 
Asiatic  Turkey. 

"  The  Asphalt  Lake,  known  by  the  name  of  the  Dead  Sea,  is  vei7 
remarkable  on  account  of  the  considerable  proportion  of  Siilt  which  it 
contains.  In  this  respect  it  surpasses  every  other  known  water  on  the 
surface  of  the  earth.  This  great  proportion  of  bitter-tasted  salts  is 
the  reason  why  neither  animal  nor  plant  can  live  in  tliis  water." — 
Klaproth's  Chemical  Analysis  of  the  Water  of  the  Dead  Sea,  Anuals 
of  I'iiilosophy,  Janu.iry,  1813.  Hassclquist,  however,  doubts  the  truth 
of  this  last  assertion,  as  there  arc  shell-fish  to  be  found  in  the  lake. 

Lord  BjTon  has  a  similar  allusion  to  the  fruits  of  the  Dead  Sea,  in 
that  wonderful  disphiy  of  genius,  his  Third  Canto  of  Childe  Harold, 
magnificent  beyond  anything,  perhaps,  that  even  Va  has  ever  written. 

Page  381. 
"  While  lakes  that  shone  in  mockeiy  nigh." 

"  The  Suhrab,  or  Water  of  the  Desert,  is  said  to  be  caused  by  the 
rarefaction  of  the  atmosphere  from  extreme  heat ;  and,  which  aug- 
ments the  delusion,  it  is  most  frequent  in  hollows,  where  water  rni  rlit 
be  expected  to  lodge.  1  have  seen  bushes  and  trees  reflected  in  it  with 
as  much  accuracy  as  though  it  had  been  the  face  of  a  clear  and  still 
lake."— Pottinger. 

"As  to  the  unbelievers,  their  works  are  like  a  vapour  in  a  ph\in, 
which  the  thii-sty  traveller  tbinkelh  to  be  water,  until  when  La 
tometh  thereto  he  findeth  it  to  be  nothing." — Koran,  chap.  24. 

Page  381. 
"  A  flower  that  the  Bid-musk  has  just  passed  over." 
"  A  wind  which  prevails  in  Febniai-y,  called  Bidmusk,  from  a  small 
and  odoriferous  flower  of  that  name." — "  The  wind  which  blows  these 
gowers  commonly  lasts  till  tije  end  of  the  month." — Le  Bruyn. 
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Page  381. 
"  Where  the  sea-gipsies,  who  live  for  ever  on  the  water." 
"The  Biaj  lis  are  of  two  races;  the  one  is  settled  on  Borneo,  and 
arc  a  mde  but  warUke  and  industrious  uation,  who  reckon  themselvea 
the  original  possessors  of  the  island  of  Borneo.  The  other  is  a  spe- 
cies of  sea-gipsies  or  itinerant  fishennen,  who  live  in  small  covered 
boats,  and  enjoy  a  perpetual  summer  on  the  eastern  ocean,  shifting 
to  leeward  frcm  island  to  island,  with  the  variations  of  the  monsoon. 
In  some  of  their  customs  this  singular  race  resemble  the  natives  of 
the  Maldivia  islands.  The  Maldivians  ammally  launch  a  small  bark, 
loaded  with  perfumes,  gums,  flowers,  and  odoriferous  wood,  and  turn 
it  adrift  at  the  mercy  of  winds  and  waves,  as  an  oflering  to  the  Spirit 
of  the  Winds  ;  and  sometimes  similar  offerings  are  made  to  the  spirit 
whom  they  term  '  the  King  of  the  Sea.'  In  like  manner  the  Biajus 
jierfonn  their  offering  to  the  god  of  evil,  launching  a  small  l>ark, 
loaded  with  all  the  sins  and  misfortunes  of  the  nation,  which  are 
imagined  to  fall  o'l  the  unhappy  crew  that  may  be  so  unlucky  as  first 
to  meet  with  it." — Dr.  Leydou  ou  tho  Languages  and  Literature  of 
the  Indo-Chinese  Nations. 

Page  3S2. 
"  The  violet  sherbets." 
"  The  sweet-scented  violet  is  one  of  tho  plants  most  esteemed,  par- 
ticularly for  its  great  use  in  Sorbet,  which  they  make  of  violet  sugar." 
— Ilasselquist. 

"  The  sherbet  they  most  esteem,  and  which  is  drunk  by  the  Grand 
Siguor  himself,  is  made  of  violets  and  sugar." — Ta vernier. 

Page  382. 
"  The  pathetic  measure  of  Nava." 
"  Last  of  all  she  took  a  guitar,  and  sung  a  pathetic  air  in  the  mea- 
sure called  Nava,  which  is  always  used  to  express  the  lamentations  of 
absent  lovers." — Persian  Tales. 

Page  383. 

"  Her  ruby  rosary. " 

"  Le  Tespih,  qui  est  un  chapelet,   compost  de  99  petites  houles 

d'agatlie,   de  jaspe,  d'anibre,  de  corail,  ou  d 'autre  matifere  precieuse. 

J'en  ai  vu  un  superbe  au  Seigneur  Jei-pos  ;  il  ^toit  de  belles  et  grosses 

perles  parfaites  et  ^gales,  estim^  trente  mille  piastres." — Toderini. 

Page  392. 

"  A  silk  dyed  with  the  blossoms  of  the  sorrowful  tree,  Nilica." 

"  Blossoms  of  the  son-owful   Nyctanthe  give  a  dm-able  colour  to 

silk." — Remarks  on  the  Husbandry  of  Bengal,  p.  200.     "  Nilica  is  one 

of  the  Indian  names  of  this  flower." — Sir  W.  Jones.     "  The  Persiaiis 

caU  it  Gul."— Carreri. 

Page  399. 

"  When  pitying  Heaven  to  roses  turn'd 

The  death-flames  that  beneath  him  burn'd." 

Of  their   other  Prophet  Zoroaster,  there  is  a  story  told  in  Dion 

Pnisteus,  Orat.  36,  that  the  love  of  wisdom  and  virtue  leading  him  to 

9  solitary  life  upon  a  mountain,  he  found  it  one  day  all  in  a  flame, 
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ehtniiig  with  celestial  fire,  out  of  which  he  came  without  any  harm, 
and  instituted  certain  sacrifices  to  God  who,  he  declared,  tlicu  ap- 
peared to  him.  —  r«d«  Patrick  on  Exodus  iii.  2. 

Page  413. 

"  They  were  not  now  far  from  that  forbidden  river." 

"  Akbar  on  his  way  ordered  a  fort  to  be  built  upon  the  Nilab,  which 

ho  Killed  Attock,  whieli  means,  in  the  Indian  hmguage.  Forbidden; 

for,  by  the  superstition  of  tho  Hindoo^,  it  was  held  uiduwfnl  to  croBa 

that  river." — Dow's  Ilindostan. 

Page  413. 
"  Resembling,  she  often  thought,  that  people  of  Zinge." 

"The  inhabitants  of  this  country  (Zinge)  are  never  afflicted  with 
sadness  or  melancholy  :  on  this  subject  the  Sheikh  Abu-al-Kheir-Azhari 
has  the  following  distich  : — 

"  VVlio  is  the  man  without  care  or  sorrow  (tell)  that  I  may  rub  iny 
hand  to  him. 

"(Behold)  the  Zingians,  without  care  or  sorrow,  frolicksome  with 
tipsiness  and  mirth." 

"  The  philosophers  have  discovered  that  the  cause  of  this  cheerfnl- 
uess  proceeds  from  the  influence  of  the  hixt  Sohcil  or  Cunopus,  which 
rises  over  them  every  nij,'bt." — Extn.ct  from  a  Geograpliic.d  Per.sian 
Maniisi  ript  called  '  Heft  Aklim,'  or  the  Seven  Climates,  translated  by 
W.  Ouseley,  Esq. 

Page  414. 
"Putting  to  death  some  hundreds  of  those  unfortunate  little  liziirds." 
"  The  lizard  Stelho.     The  Arabs  call  it  Hardun.     The  Turks  kill  it ; 
for  they  imagine  that  by  declining  the  head  it  mimics  them  when  they 
say  their  prayers." — iliusselquist. 

Page  414. 
"  About  two  miles  from  Hussun  Abdaul  were  those  Royal  Gardens." 
I  am  indebted  for  these  particulars  of  Hussun  Abdaul  to  the  very 
Interesting  Introduction  of  Mr.  Elphinstone's  work  upon  Caubul. 

Page  414. 
"  As  the  Prophet  said  of  Damascus,  '  it  was  too  delicious.' " 
"  As  you  enter  at  that  Bazaar  without  the  gate  of  Damascus,  yon 
see  the  Greeu  Mosque,  so  called  beftiuse  it  hath  a  steeple  faced  with 
green  gl.-ized  biicks,  wliich  render  it  very  resplendent ;  it  is  covered 
at  top  with  a  pavilion  of  the  same  stuff.  The  Turks  say  this  mosque 
was  m.ide  in  that  place,  because  Mahomet,  being  come  so  far,  would 
not  enter  the  town,  saying  it  was  too  delicious." — Thevcuot.  This 
reminds  one  of  the  fallowing  pretty  pass.ige  in  Isa.ic  Waltoji  :  - 
"  Wlien  I  sat  hist  on  this  primrose  bank,  and  looked  down  those  mea- 
dows, I  thought  of  them  as  Charles  the  Emperor  did  of  the  city  of 
Florence,  '  that  they  were  too  pleasant  to  be  looked  on,  but  only  on 
holidays.'" 

Page  414. 
"  Would  remind  the  Princess  of  that  difference,"  «!ie. 
"  Uaroun  Al  Raschid,  cinquifeme  Kh.-xlife  des  Abassides,  s'';tant  an 
loor  bro'iille  avec  une  de  ses  maltressca  uomm^e  Maridah,  qu'il  aimoi^ 
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cependant  jusqu'k  I'excfes,  et  cette  m^sintelligence  ayanl  d^-j^  dur4 
quelque  terns,  commeugii  Ji  s'cunuyev.  Giafar  Biuniaki,  bou  favoii, 
qui  s'eii  appergftt,  commanda  k  Abbas  ben  Ahuaf,  excellent  poete  de 
ce  teiiis  Ik,  de  composer  quelques  vers  sur  le  sujet  de  nette  brouillcrie. 
Ce  po^te  executa  Toi-dre  de  Giafar,  qm  fit  chanter  ces  vers  par  Mous- 
Bali  en  presence  du  Kbalife,  et  ce  Prince  fut  tcUement  louche  de  la 
tendresse  dcs  vere  du  poete  et  de  la  douceur  de  la  vols  du  musicieu 
qu'il  alia  aussi-tot  trouver  Maiidab,  et  fit  sa  paix  avec  elle."— D'Her- 
belot. 

Page  417. 
"Where  the  silken  swing." 
*'  The  swing  is  a  favourite  pastime  in  the  East,  as  promoting  a  cir- 
culation of  air  extremely  refreshing  in  those  sultry  climates." — Rich- 
ardson. 

"  The  swings  arc  adorned  with  festoons.  This  pastime  is  accom- 
panied with  music  of  voices  and  of  instraments,  hired  by  the  masters 
of  the  swings." — Thevenot. 

Page  423. 

"  Tho  basil  tuft,  that  waves 

Its  fragrant  blossoms  over  graves." 

"The  women  in  Egyjit  go,  at  least  two  days  in  the  week,  to  pray 

and  weep  at  the  sepulchres  of  the  dead ;  and  the  custom  then  is  to 

throw  upon  the  tombs  a  sort  of  herb,  which  the  Arabs  call  rihan,  and 

which  is  our  sweet  basil." — Maillet,  lett.  10. 

Page  424. 
"  The  mountain  herb,  that  dyes 
The  tooth  of  the  fawn  like  gold." 

Niebulu-  thinks  this  may  be  the  herb  whicli  the  Eastern  alchymist.'i 
look  to  as  a  means  of  making  gold.  "  Most  of  those  alchymical  enthu- 
siasts think  themselves  sure  of  success,  if  they  could  but  find  out  the 
herb  which  gilds  the  teeth  and  gives  a  ycUow  colour  to  the  fli-sh  of  the 
sheep  that  eat  it.  Even  the  oil  of  this  plant  must  be  of  a  golden 
colour.     It  is  called  Haschischat  ed  dab." 

Father  Jerom  Dandini,  however,  asserts  that  the  teeth  of  the  goata 
at  Mount  Libanus  are  of  a  silver  colour ;  and  adds,  "  this  confinns  me 
in  that  which  I  observed  in  Candia ;  to  wt,  that  the  animals  that  Mve 
on  Mount  Ida  eat  a  certain  herb,  which  renders  their  teeth  of  a  golden 
colour ;  which,  according  to  my  judgment,  cannot  otherwise  proceed 
than  from  the  mines  which  are  under  ground." — Dandini,  Voyage  to 
Mount  Libanus. 

Page  426. 
"  'Tis  I  that  mingle  in  one  sweet  measure 
The  past,  the  present,  and  futui-e  of  pleasure." 
"  Wlaenevcr  our  pleasure  arises  from  a  succession  of  sounde,  it  is  a 
perception  of  complicated  nature,  made  up  of  a  sensation  of  the  prc- 
fcnt  sound  or  note,  and  an  idea  or  remembrance  of   the  foregoing, 
while  their  mixture  and  concurrence  produce  such  a  mysterious  dcliglit 
as  neither  could  have  produced  alone.     And  it  is  often  heightened  by 
an  anticipation  of  the  succeeding  notes.     Thus   Sense,  Memory,  and 
Imagination  are  conjunctively  employed." — Geirard  on  Taste. 

This  is  exactly  the  Epicurean  theoiy  of  Pleasure,  as  explained  by 
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Cicoro :  "  Quoclrca  corpus  gaudere  tamdiu,  dum  prtesenteni  sontlre* 
voliiptatom  ;  animura  et  pritsenteiu  pcrciperB  piirilcr  cum  coi-pore  et 
prospicero  venieiitcrn,  nee  pra;t«rit<im  prtetcrfluoro  siiiere." 

Madiitnu  de  Stiiel  Hccouuts,  ujwn  the  same  principle,  for  tho  gratifl- 
cation  wo  derive  from  rhjims: — "  Elle  est  rimagc  de  resp^raiice  et  du 
■ouveuir.  Un  son  nous  fait  d^sirer  celui  q\u  doit  lui  riSiiondre,  et 
quand  lo  second  retentit  il  nous  rappelle  colui  qui  vient  de  notu 
AjLapper." 

Page  427. 
*♦  'Tis  dami — at  leiist  that  earlier  down, 
Whose  glimpses  are  again  withdrawn." 
"  The  rersians  have  two    mornings,    the   Soohhi    Kazim   and   tho 
Soobhi  Sa<lig,  the  false  atid   the  real  daybreak.      They  account  for 
this  phemiiuenon  in  a  most  wliinisical  manner.     They  say  that  as  the 
Bun  rises  from  behind  the  Kolii  Qaf  (Mount  Caucasus),  it  passes  a  hole 
perforated  through  th;it  mountain,  and  that  darting  its  rays  through 
it,  it  is  the  cause  of  tlic  Soobhi  K'»zim,or  this  teniporai-y  appearance  of 
dayVirciik.     As  it  ascends,  the  earth  is  again  veiled  in  darkness,  until 
the  sun  rises  above  the  mountain  and  brings  with  it  the  Soobhi  Sadig, 
or  real  moniing."— Scott  Waring.     lie  thinks  Milton  may  allude  to 
this,  when  he  says, 

"  Ere  the  blabbing  Ea.'itern  scout. 
The  nice  mom  on  the  Indian  steep 
From  her  cabiu'd  loop-holo  peep." 

Page  427. 

"  held  a  feast 

In  his  magnificent  Shalimar." 
"In  tho  centre  of  the  phdn,  as  it  approaches  the  lake,  one  of  the 
Delhi  EtHperoi-8,  1  believe  Shah  Jchan,  constructed  a  spacious  garden 
called  the  Shidimar,  which  is  abundantly  stored  with  fruit-trees  and 
flowering  shrubs.  Some  of  the  rivulets  which  intersect  the  plain  are 
led  inio  a  canal  at  the  back  of  the  garden,  and,  flowing  through  itik 
centre,  or  occjisioually  tlirown  into  a  variety  of  water-works,  compose 
the  chief  beauty  of  the  Shulimar.  To  decorate  this  spot  the  Mogul 
Princes  of  India  have  displayed  an  equal  magnificence  and  taste  ;  es- 
pecially Jehan  Olieer,  who,  with  tho  enchanting  Noor  Mahl,  made 
KiL-shniire  his  usual  residence  during  the  suniiuer  months.  On  arches 
thrown  over  the  canal  are  erected,  at  equal  distances,  four  or  five 
suites  of  apartments,  each  consisting  of  a  saloon,  with  four  rooms  at 
the  angles,  where  the  followers  of  the  court  attend,  and  the  servants 
prepare  sherbets,  coffee,  and  the  hookah.  The  frame  of  the  doors  of 
the  principal  saloon  is  composed  of  pieces  of  a  stone  of  a  black  colour, 
Itrcaked  nith  yellow  lines,  and  of  a  closer  grain  and  higher  polish 
than  porphyry.  They  were  taken,  it  is  saiil,  from  a  Hindoo  temple, 
by  one  of  the  Mogul  princes,  and  are  esteemed  of  great  value." — 
Forster. 

Page  431. 

"  And  oh  I   if  there  be,"  &c. 

"  Around  the  exterior  of  the  Dewan   Khass   (a   building   of  Shah 

Alluin's)  in  the  cornice  are  the  following  lines  in  letters  of  gold  upon 

a  ground  of  white  marble — '  If  there  be  a  paradise  upon  earth,  it  it 

this,  it  is  this    "  —Franklin. 
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Page  435. 
"  Like  that  painted  porcelain." 
"  The  Chinese  had  formerly  the  art  of  painting  ou  the  sides  of  porce- 
lain vessels  fish  and  otlier  animals,  which  were  only  perceptible  wlien 
the  vessel  was  full  of  some  liquor.  They  call  this  species  Kia-tsin, 
that  is,  '  azure  is  put  in  press,'  ou  account  of  the  manner  in  which 
the  azure  is  laid  on." — "They  are  evei-y  now  and  then  trying  to 
recover  the  art  of  this  magical  painting,  but  to  no  pui-pose." — Dunn. 

Pago  435. 
"  More  perfect  than  the  divinest  images  in  the  House  of  Azor." 
An  eminent  carver  of  idols,  said  in  the  Koran  to  be  father  to  Abra- 
ham.    "  I   have  such  a  lovely  idol  as  is  not  to  bs  met  with  in  the 
hoase  of  Azor." — Hafiz. 

Page  435. 
"  The  grottos,  hermitages,  and  miraculous  fountains." 

"  The  pardonable  superstition  of  the  sequestered  inhabitants  has 
multiplied  the  places  of  worship  of  Mahadeo,  of  Beschan,  and  of 
Brama.  All  Cashmere  is  holy  land,  and  miraculous  fountaius  abound." 
- — Major  Ronnell's  Memoirs  of  a  Map  of  Hindost.an. 

Jehan-Guii'e  mentions  "  a  fountain  in  Cashmire  called  Tirnagh,  which 
signifies  a  snake  ;  probably  because  some  large  snake  had  formerly 
been  seen  there." — "  During  the  lifetime  of  my  father,  I  went  twice 
to  this  fountain,  which  is  about  twenty  coss  from  the  city  of  Cash- 
meer.  The  vestiges  of  places  of  worship  and  sanctity  are  to  be 
traced  without  number  amongst  the  ruins  and  the  caves,  which  are 
interspersed  in  its  neighbourhood." — Toozek  Jehangeery.  Ftd«  Asiat. 
Misc.  vol.  ii. 

There  is  f^uother  account  of  Cashmere  by  Abul-Fazil,  the  author  of 
tliC  Ayin-Acbaree,  "  who,"  says  Major  Piennell,  "  appears  to  have 
caught  some  of  the  enthusiasm  of  the  Valley,  by  his  descriptions  of 
the  holy  places  in  it." 


Page  436. 
"  Whose  houses,  roofed  with  flowers." 
"  On  a  standing  roof  of  wood  is  laid  a  covering  of  fine  earth,  which 
shelters  the  building  froiu  the  great  quantity  of  snow  that  falls  in  the 
winter  season.  This  fence  communicates  an  equ.al  warmth  in  winter, 
as  a  refreshing  coolness  in  the  summer  season,  when  the  tops  of  the 
houses,  which  ai'e  planted  with  a  variety  of  flowers,  exhibit  at  a  dis- 
tance the  spacious  view  of  a  beautifiiUy-chequered  parterre.  "  — 
Forster. 


Page  436. 

"  Lanterns  of  the  triple-coloured  tortoise-shell  of  Pegu." 

"  Two  huHdrcd  slaves  there  are,  who  have  no  other  oflice  than  to 

hunt  the  woods  and  marshes  for  triple-coloxired  tortoises  for  the  King's 

Vivary.     Of  the  shells  of  these  als"  lantei-ns  are  made." — Vincent  1« 

Blanc's  Ti-avels 
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Page  436. 
"  The  mcteora  of  the  north  :i,s  they  are  sefU  bj  thoso  hunt«rB." 
For  a  description  of  the   Aurora  Borealia  as  it  appears  to  thes* 
huutcrs,  vidt  Eucyulopaedia. 

Page  436. 
"  The  cold,  odorifcrotLs  -wiud." 
This  wiud,  which  is  to  blow  from  Syria  DaTiiiiscciia,  is,  according  to 
the  Malioiuetans,  one  of  the  signs  of  Ihc  Last  Day's  apiiroach. 

Another  of  tlic  signs  is,  "  Great  ilistrcss  in  tlie  world,  so  that  a  man 
when  he  passes  by  another's  grave  shall  say,  '  Would  to  God  1  wore  in 
his  place  1 '  " — Sale's  Preliminary  Discouree. 

Page  438. 
"  The  Cei-ulcau  Throne  of  Koolbnrga." 
"On  Maliommcd  Shaw's  return  to  Koolbnrga  (llie  capital  of  Dck- 
kan),  he  made  a  great  festival,  and  nuiunted  tliis  throne  with  nnuh 
pon:p  and  magnificence,  calling  it  Firozch,  or  Cemlean.  I  have  heard 
Boino  old  persons,  who  saw  the  throne  Firozeh  in  the  reign  of  Sultiii 
Mamood  I5hanienee,  describe  it.  They  say  that  it  was  in  length  nine 
feet,  and  three  in  breadth  ;  made  of  ebony,  covered  with  plates  of 
pure  gold,  and  set  wilh  precious  stones  of  immense  value.  Every 
prince  of  tlie  house  of  Bhamenee,  who  possessed  tliis  Throne,  made  a 
point  of  adding  to  it  some  rich  stones,  so  that  when  in  the  reign  of 
Sullau  Mamood  it  was  tiiken  to  pieces,  to  remove  some  of  the  jewels 
to  be  set  in  vases  ami  cups,  the  jeweilei-s  valued  it  at  one  corore  of 
oons  (nearly  four  millions  sterling).  I  learned  also  that  it  was  called 
Firozeh  from  being  partly  cnanielled  of  a  sky-blue  colour,  which 
was  in  time  totally  concealed  by  the  uumbpr  of  jewels." — Feriabta. 
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rate Designs  by  Dalziel^.  Edited  by  Tom  Taylor.  Royal  410, 
gilt  and  gilt  edges 

Birthday  Book  of  Floioer  and  Song.  With  Selections  from  the 
Poets,  and  page  Illustrations  printed  in  Colours  by  Edmund 
Evans.    4to ..         

Routledge's  Illustrated  Natural  History.  By  the  Rev.  J  ■  G. 
Wood,  M.A. 

The  Volumes  Separately : 


o  IS 


Animals  and  Mammalia,  us. 

Binis,  \\s. 

Reftiles,  Fislies,  and Itiseo/s,  \^s. 


Man — Africa,  14J. 

^lan — America,  Asia,  Polynesia,  &'c. 
■US. 


The   Poems  of  Oliver   Goldsmith.      With   Illustrations  by 
.    BiKKKT  Foster,  printed  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans 

English  Sacred  Poetry.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  J.  A.  Willmott, 
M.A.    With  Illustrations  by  H.  S.  Marks  and  others.. 

The  Christian  Year.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Giluert, 
U. A.,  Robert  Barnes,  and  others 

Home  Affections  Portrayed  by  the  Poets.  Edited  by  C.Mackay. 
With  Plates  by  Millais,  Gilbert,  Birket  Foster,  and  others.  410. 

CaiitphclTs  (77iomas)  Poetical  Works.  With  Illustrations 
from  Turner's  Designs.    Demy  8vo,  gilt  and  gilt  edges 

The  Picture  Natural  History.  By  the  Rev.  J.  G.  Wood, 
M.A.  With  700  Illustrations.  A  page  for  each  subject,  and  a 
description  in  large  type         


o  10    6 
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CATALOGUE  OF  ILLUSTRATED  BOOKS,  <sr'c. 

Illustrated  Books,  continued. 

£  s.   d. 
Dodd's  Beauties  of  Shakespeare.     Wiih  Illustrations  by  Sir 
John"  Gilbert.    410  ..         ..         ..         ..         ..         ..         ..         . .     o  10    6 

LamUs  Tales  from  Shahspeare.  With  Illustrations  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert,  R. A.    410 o  10    6 

The  Parables  of  Our  Lord.  With  Illustrations  by  ].  E. 
MiLLAis,  R.A o  10    6 

Rhymes  and  Roimdelayes  in  Praise  of  a  Country  Life. 
With  Illustiatioiis  by  BiRKET  Foster.     410,  gilt  edges  ..         . .     o  10    6 

The  Ilangiui;  of  iJie  Crane:  A  roeni.  By  II.  ^\^  LoNC- 
l-ELLOW.     With  Original  Illustrations.     410,  gilt  edges  ..  ..     o  10    6 

Common  Wayside  Flowers.  With  Coloured  Plates,  from 
Designs  by  Birket  Foster.     4to,  gilt  edges 0106 

Discoveries  and  Inventions  of  the  A^incteentk  Century.  Ey 
J.  H.  Pepper  and  Robert  Routledge.  400  Illustrations  and 
Coloured  Plates o  10    6 

The  Adventures  of  Captain  Ilatteras.  By  Jul, Es  Verne. 
With  230  Illustrations.  CoiUaining:  The  English  at  the  North 
Pole— The  Field  of  Ice  o  10    6 

CLOTH  BOXES  OF  BOOKS. 

The  Andersen  Library,  19  vols 110 

The  Longfellow  LiBRARV,  II  vols.  i     i     o 

The  Grimm  Libr.\rv,  10  vols.  0126 

The  FouQu6  Library,  6  vols.  150 

Every  Boy's  Library,  12  vols.         110 


In  small  4to,  cloth  gill,  price  Sj'.  (yd.  ;  gilt  edges,  yj.  dd. 

Every  Boy's  Book.  A  New  Edition.  Edited  by  Edmund  Kout- 
leuge.  a  Complete  Cyclopedia  of  Sport  and  Recreation.  With  loo  Illustra- 
tions and  9  Coloured  Plates. 
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ROUTLEDGE'S    SEVEN-AND-SIXPENNY 
GIFT  BOOKS. 


Crown  8vo, 

Gtimiii's    Household    Slories.       220   \ 
Plates. 

Andersen's  Stoiies/or  the  Hoiiseliold. 
Wall  220   I'liUci.      Post   8vo,    gill   I 
edges.  I 

Jabez  Hoss  on  the  Microscope.  500 
Illustrations. 

Sheridan  Knoiuless  Dramatic  Worlks. 

ifaoini;  or,  The  Last  Days  of  Jeru- 
salem. 

National  Nursery  Rhymes,  by  J.  W. 
Elliott. 

S/ief-pard's  Fall 0/ Route. 

Christmas  Carols  (uniform  with  "  Na- 
tional Nursery  Rhymes"). 

Bonnechose' s  History  0/ France. 

Homes  and  Haunts  of  the  British 
Poets,  by  Willi. \M  Howitt. 

Robinson  Crusoe.  With  ico  Plates 
by  J.  D.  Wat.son. 

The  Pilg-rim's   Progress.      With    100 

Plates  by  J.  D.  W.\t.son. 
The  Good  Hour,  by  Auerbach.  With 
3C0  Illustrations. 

The  Popular  Natural  History,  by 
Rev.  J.  G.  Wood.  M.A.  With 
many  Hundreds  of  Illustrations. 


or  post  8vo.  , 

Great  AJrican  Travellers,  by  W.  H. 
G.  Kin(;ston. 

Language  oj Flowers.Co\Qwx^i.\'\M.C):,. 

L' Allegro  and  II  Penseroso.  Illus- 
trated by  IJiKKET  Foster. 

The  Hamlet,  by  THOM.'ks  Wakto.v. 
Illustrated  by  Bikket  Kostek. 

Modern  Magic,  by  Prof.  IIokfman. 
With  318  Illustrations. 

Science  in  Sport  tnade  Philosophy  in 
Earnest,  by  Robkkt  Routleijuh. 
Illustr.itcd. 

Mother  Goose's  Nursery  Rhymes  and 
Fairy  Tales.  With 60c Illustrations 
and  Coloured  Plates. 

The  Voung  Lady's  Bo^k,  by  the  Au- 
thor of  "A  Trap  to  Catch  a  Sun- 
beam." 400  Illustrations  and 
Coloured  Plates. 

Prince  of  the  House  0/ David.  With 
60  Illustrations. 

Paul  and  Virginia.  With  many 
Hundred  Illustrations. 

Picciola;  or,  The  Prison  Flower,  by 
X.  B.  Saimtink. 

The  Sunlight  if  Song.  Original  Mu- 
sic by  B.\RNuv  and  others.  4to,  clcth. 


ROUTLEDGE'S   SIX-SHILLING   GIFT   BOOKS. 
Post  or  Crown  8vo,  with  many  Illustrations  by  the  First  Artists. 


Pepper's  Boy's  Play  Book  of  Science. 

400  Plates. 
D'Aulnoy's  Fairy    Tales,    translated 

by  Planciie. 
Planches  Fairy  Tales,  by  Perrault, 

&c. 
Wood's  Ultistrated  Natural  History. 

500  Engravings. 
Pepper's  Play  Book  of  Mines,  Mine- 
rals,and  iUetals.   300  Illustrations. 

Post  8vo,  gilt. 
.Motley's  Dutch  Republic. 
Victoria  History  of  England. 
Shipivrecks  and  Disasters  at  Sea,  by 

W.  H.  G.  Kingston.    Illustrated. 


Travelling  About,  by  Lady  Barker. 
The  English  at  t/ie  North  Pole,  by 

Jules    Ves.ve.      129    Illustrations 

by  Riou. 
T/te  Playfellow,   by  Harriet  Mar- 

tineau. 
Adventtires    of    Johnny    Ironsides. 

With  115  Plates. 
Adventures  of  Robinson  Playfello'M  : 

A  Young  French  Marine.    With  24 

Plates  and  many  Woodcuts. 
Tlie  Field  of  Ice,  by  Jules  Verne. 

129  lUustraiionsi 
A  Voyage  Round  tJie  World — South 

America,  by  Jules  Verne. 
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CATALOGUE  OF  JUVENILE  BOOKS,  &-c. 


<-Y 


-^ 


HISTORICAL  SERIES  OF  JUVENILE  BOOKS. 
Well  Illustrated.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6  /.  each. 

Seven  Wonders  of  the  World. 


Percy's     Tales    of    the   Kings    and 

Queens  of  Enzland. 
His  cry  for  Boys,  by  J.  G.  Edgar. 
Boyhood  of  Great  Men,  by  ditto. 
Footprints  of  Famous  Men,  b>'  ditto. 
Great  Cities  of  the  Aiicient  World. 


Great  Cities  of  the  Middle  Ages. 
Peasant  Boy  Philosopher, hy'iilAXHK^. 
Wonders  of  Science,  by  ditto. 
Celebrated  Childj-en. 
Dawnings  of  Genijts. 


ROUTLEDGE'S  33.   6d.  PICTURE  BOOKS. 
Large  4to,  cloth,  with  Chromo  on  side. 


For  a  Good  Child,  containing  Cin- 
derella, Pu5s  in  Boots,  Jack  and 
the  Beanstalk. 

A  Present  for  My  Darling,  contain- 
ing This  Little  Pig,  Nursery  Tales, 
Dogs'  Dinner  Party. 

Good  Child's  Album,  containing  Red 
Riding  Hood,  Old  IVIother  Hub- 
bard, Babes  in  the  Wood. 


Ro7ttledge's  Pictiire  Book,  containing 
Alphabet  of  Flowers,  White  Cat, 
Tittums  and  Fido. 

Sunday  Picture  Book,  containing  Old 
'Jestament  Alphabet,  New  Testa- 
ment Alphabet,  Joseph. 

Nursery  Picture  Book,  containing 
Nursery  Rhymes,  Nursery  Songs, 
Pet  Lamb. 


PICTURE  BOOKS,  3s.  6d.  each. 


S  Our  Little  Sunbeam's  Picture  Book. 

\  Printed    in    large    type  for  Young 

Children.     With  about  150  Illusts. 

Cloth,  3^.  (>d.  ;  also  b:.ards,  25,  6d. 
Child's  Picture  Scrap  Book.    With 

1,000  Illustrations.     Folio,  boards, 

3^.  6d.  ;  also  cloth,  s^. 
Picture  History  of  England  for  the 

Young.     Wiih  80  Plates  by  Bayrs. 

Cloth,  3i.  6d. ;  also  boards,  2s.  dd. 
Haff-y  Day  .'Stories  for  the  Young. 

With  full-page  Pictures.     4to,  cloth, 

3.f.  td. ;  also  boards,  2S.  6d. 


Child's  Delight.  A  large  type  Pic- 
ture Book.  With  many  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  4to,  cloth,  3.1.  td.  ; 
also  boards,  2^.  f>d. 

Golden  Light :  Scripture  Histories 
fur  the  Young.  By  H.  W.  Dulckkn, 
Ph.D.  With  80  Plates  by  Bavrs. 
Cloth,  3^.  dd.  ;  also  boards,  is.  6d. 

A  lint  Effie's  Nursery  Rhyvtes,  set  to 
Music.  With  Illustrations  by  H. 
K.  Browne.  Cloth,  3.?.  dd. ;  also 
boards,  is.  6d. 


ROUTLEDGE'S    HALF-CROWN    BIOGRAPHICAL 

LIBRARY. 

Well  Illustrated,  post  8vo. 


Wellington,  by  Mac  Farlane. 
Napoleon,  by  Mac  Faklane. 
Nelson,  by  Allen. 
Marlborough,  by  Mac  Farlane. 
Cervantes,  by  Amelia  B.  Edwards. 
Julius  Ceesar,  by  Archdeacon  Wil- 
liams. 


^- 


Exmouth,  by  Osler. 
Dundonald,  by  Allen. 
Richelieii,  by  William  Robson. 
Heroes  of  the   Workshop. 
Extraordi}ta}y  Men,  by  W.  Russell. 
Extraordinary      Women,      by     W. 
Russell. 
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ROUTLEDGE'S  HALF-CROWN  JUVENILES. 

Fcap.  and  post  Svo,  gilt.     Illustrated  by  the  Best  Artists. 


Arte  1 1. 

Eda   Morton   and   her   Cousins,    by 

M.  M.  Bell. 
The  Lucky  Penny,  and  other  Tales,  by 

Mrs.  S.  C.  H.^LL. 
Minna  Raymond.     Illustrated  by  B. 

Foster. 
Helena    Bertram,    by  the  Author  of 

"The  Four  Sisters." 
Sunshine  and  Clouds,  by  Miss  Bow- 
man. 
The  Maze  of  Life,  by  the  Author  of 

"  The  Four  Sisters." 
Sisterly  Lore. 

Deeds,  Xot  Words,  by  M.  M.  Bell. 
Secret  of  a  Life,  by  M.  M.  Bell. 
First  Lieuietianl's  Story,  by  Lady  C. 

Long. 
Sir     Wilfrid's    Seren    Flights,    by 

Madame  dc  Chatelain. 
Boy  Ca-'alier,  by  Rev.  H.  C.  Adams. 
Lamb's  Tales  from  Shakes/eare, 
Stories  of  Old  Daniel. 
Popular  Astronomy. 
Orbs  of  Heaven. 
Pilgrim's  Progress,  by  Offor. 
Friend  or  Foe :  A  Tale  of  Sedgfmoor, 

by  Kev.  H.  C.  Ad.-\ms. 
boy's  Book  about  Indians. 
Christian  Melville. 
The  Letter  of  Margue,  by  Lieut. Low. 
Swiss  Family  Robinson  (Kingston's 

Edition). 
Evenings  at  Home. 
Sand/ord  and  Merton. 
Kaloolah,  by  V/.  S.  Mayo. 
Gulliver's  Travels.     Coloured  Plates. 
Robinson  Crusoe.    Illustrated  by   J. 

D.  Watson-. 
Andersen's  Fairy  Tales. 
Tlie  Arabian  Nights. 
Grimm's  Home  Stories. 
Arctic  Regions,  by  P.  L.  Si.m.monds. 
Captain  Cook's    Voyages.     Coloured 

Plates. 
Don  Qui.rote  for  Boys.      Cold.  Plates. 


Adventures  of  Robin  Hood. 
Coloured  Plalei. 


With 


Adventures  o/  Captain  I/atteras,  by 
Jules  Vernk. 

Journey  to  the  Centre  of  the  Earth, 
and  Five  Weeks  in  a  Balloon,  by 
Jules  Vkrne. 

20,000  Leagues    Under    the  Sea,  by 

Jules  Verne. 
Old  Tales /or  the  Young. 
Out  of  the  Heart,  by  Andersen. 

Handy  History  of  England  for  the 
Young 

Child's  Bible  Book.     loo  Illustrations. 

Child's  Poetiy  Book.  .70  Illustrations. 

Ed^etuorth' s  Early  Lessons. 

Edgeivorth's  Parent's  Assistant. 

Eilgevorih's  .Moral  Tal  s. 

Edgeivorth's  Popular  Tales. 

Robert  ani  Frederick,  by  Mrs.  SirER- 

WOOD. 

Helen's  Babies,  and  Other  People's 
Children. 

Being  a  Boy,  by  C.  D.  Warner. 
Pilirim's  Progress  (Allen's  Edit.). 
Seven  Champions  0/  Christendom. 
Budge  and  Toddie, 
His  Oion  Master,  by  J.   T.  Tko'.v- 

BRIDCE. 

Hildred  the  Daughter,  by  Miss 
Crossland. 

Valentin,  by  Henry  Kincslev. 
Dogs  and  their   Ways,   by  Rev.   C 
Williams. 

The  Holiday  Camp,  by  St.  John 
Corbet. 

Romance  0/  Advenl7tre. 

PLiy  Hours  and  Hal/  Holidays,  by 

Rev.  C.  Williams. 
Gnizot's  Moral  Tales. 
Wild  Sports  in  tlie  Fay  West. 
Voyage  and  Ventut-e. 
Faery  Gold  for  Children. 
Uncle  Tom's  Cnbin/or  Children. 
The  Fur  Country,  by  Jl'i.ES  Veene. 

Complete  Edition. 
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CATALOGUE  OF  JUVENILE  BOOKS,  &^c. 

THE  YOUNG  LADIES'  LIBRARY. 

By  the  Authors  of  "A  Trap  to  Catch  a  Sunbeam,"  "The  Four  Sisters,"  &c. 
With  full-page  Illustrations,  post  8vo,  gilt  edges. 


T/ie  Four  Sisters. 

The  Golden  Rule. 

L  il lies  lea. 

The  Girl  of  the  Fatnily. 

The  Village  Idol. 

Children  of  Blessitig. 

The  Doctor's  Ward. 

Influence;  or.  The  Evil  Genius. 

Old  Saws  A'eiu  Set,  by  the  Author  of 

"  A  Trap  to  Catch  a  Sunbeam." 
Little    ]Voine!i,   and   Little    IVomen 

Married. 
Syhil's       Friend,       by        Florkn-ce 

Marry  AT. 
Tell  Mamma. 
Blanche  and  Beryl ;   or,    The   Two 

Sides  of  Life. 
Girl's  Birthday  Booh. 
Harriers  Burned  Away,  by  Rev.  E. 

P.  Roe. 
ll'hat  Can  She  Do  ?  by  Rev.  E.  P. 

Roe. 
Through  Life  and  for  Life. 


Miss    Roberts'    Fortune,  by    Sophy 

WiNTHROP. 

Forget-me-Not,    by    the    Author     of 

"The  Basket  of  Flowers." 
Smeet  Floivers,  by  the  Author  of  "A 

Trap  to  Catch  a  Sunbeam." 
IVild  Rose,   and  other  Tales,  by  the 

Author   of  "A   Trap   to    Catch    a 

Sunbeam." 
Every  Girl's  Book,  by  Louis  L.\w- 

FORD. 

Openi>i^  a  Chestnut  Burr,   by  Rev. 

E.  P;  Roe. 
Lily's  Draiuing-Room  Book.      With 

300  Illustrations. 
Iffleti  Blordaunt,    by   the  Author  of 

"Naomi." 
Brave  Little  Heart.      With  24  page 

Illustrations. 
Rosabella:  The  Story  of  a  Doll. 
Only  q  Cat,  by  Mrs.  H.  B.  P.\ULL. 
More  Dolls,  by  Aunty  Bee. 
Mixing    in    Society,    a    Manual    of 

Manners. 


ANNE  BOWMAN'S  JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

Wc-U  Illustrated,  in  cloth  gilt,  3^.  Cd.  each. 


Boy  Voyageurs. 
Castaivays. 
Young  Nile  Vcyagen. 
Boy  Pilg7-ims. 
Boy  Foresters. 
Tom  atid  the  Crocodiles, 
Esperanza. 
Young  E.xiles. 


Bear  Hunters. 

Kangaroo  Hunters. 

Youtig  Yachtsmen. 

Clarissa, 

How  to  Make  the  Best  of  it. 

Adventures  of  Rolafido, 

Rector's  Daughter, 


MAYNE  REID'S  THREE-AND-SIXPENNY  JUVENILES. 

With  Illustrations.     Fcap.  3vo. 
You7ig  Yagers. 
Young  Voyageurs. 
Plant  Hunters. 


Bush  Boys. 
Boy  Tar. 
Desert  Home, 
Bruin. 
Odd  People. 
Forest  Exiles, 


Boy  Hunters. 
Ran  Away  to  Sea. 
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GEORGE  ROUTLEDGE  <5^  SONS' 
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ROUTLEDGES  ALBUM  SERIES. 
In  cloth  gilt,  price  y.  td.,  beautiTuIly  printed  on  toned  paper. 


Routledge's  Sunday  Album  for  Chil- 
dren. With  80  Plates  by  J.  D. 
Watson,  Sir  John  Gilbert,  and 
others. 

Boys'  and  Girls'  Illustrated  G'/t 
Book.  With  many  Illustration.s  by 
McCoN.sELL,  Weir,  and  others. 

Child's  Picture  Fable  Book.  With  60 
Plates  by  Harrison  Wf.ir. 

Coloured  Album /or  Children.  With 
72  pages  of  Coloured  Plates.  Con- 
tains Nos.  s  to  16  of  the  3^.  Toy 
Books  on  page  25. 

Nursery  Album.  With  72  pages  of 
Coloured  Plates.  Contains  Nos.  17 
to  2S  of  the  3</.  Toy  books. 

Golden  Harp  Album.  With  400  Il- 
lustrations. 

Playroom  Album  for  Children.  With 
72  pages  of  Coloured  Plates.  Con- 
tains Nos.  29  to  40  of  the  3rf.  Toy 
Books  on  page  25. 

Picture  Book  0/  the  Saiacity  of 
Animals.  \\  ith  60  PlalfS  by 
Harrison  \\'eir. 


Child's  Coloured  Gift  Book.     With 

72  Coloured  Plates. 
Child's    Coloured  Scripture     Book. 

With  72  Coloured  Plates. 

Happy  Child  Life.  With  24  pages  of 
Coloured  Plates. 

Album  for  Children.  With  i?o  page 
Plates  by  Millais,  -Sir  John  Gil- 
bert, and  others.     Imp.  iCmo,  q1. 

Popular  Nursery  Tales.  With  180 
Illustrations  by  J.  D.  Watson  and 
others.     Imp.  i6mo,  cloth. 

Child's  Picture  Story  Book.  With 
180  Plates.     Imp.  i6mo,  cloth. 

A  Picture  Story  Bock.  Containing 
"King  Nutcracker,"  and  other 
Talcs.   300  Illust.   Imp.  i6nio,  clo.h. 

Book  of  Trades.  With  600  Illustr.i- 
tions  of  Tools  by  Thomas  Archkr. 

Boy's  Own  Story  Book.  Selected  by 
Charlks  Knight.  Illustrated  by 
WiLLi.'.M  Harvev. 

Child's  Country  Book.  By  Thomas 
Miller.    With  Coloured  Plates. 


ROUTLEDGE'S 
With  the  Contents  of  each. 


COLOURED  PICTURE  BOOKS. 

Bound  in  cloth,  with  picture  cover,  3?.  td.  each. 


Song  of  Sixpence  Bock,  by  Walter 
Crane,  containing  Sing  a  Song  of 
Sixpence,  Gaping  Frog.  Old  Cour- 
tier, Multiplication  Table. 

Chattering  Jack's  Picture  Book,  by 
Walter  Crane,  containing  Chat- 
tering Jack,  How  Jessie  was  Lost, 
Grammar  in  Rhyme,  .^nuie  and  Jack. 

King  Luckieboy's  Picture  Book,  by 
Walter  Crane,  containing  King 
Luckieboy's  Party,  One,  Two, 
Buckle  my  Shoe,  The  Fairy  Ship, 
This  Little  Pig. 

Three  Bears  Picture  Book,  by 
Walter  Cranf,  containing  Three 
Bears,  Adven:ures  of  Puffy,  Cin- 
derella, Valentine  and  Orson. 

Marquis  of  Carnhas'  Picture  Book. 
by  Walter  Cr.\ne,  containing 
Puss  in  Boots,  My  Mother,  Old 
Mother  Hubbard,  Forty  Thieves. 

Blue  Beard  Picture  .5o(7/&,  by  Walter 
Crake,  containing  Blue  Beard,  Red 
Riding  Hood,  Jack  and  the  Bean- 
Stalk,  Sleeping  Beauty  in  the  Wood. 
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Our  Pet's  Picture  Book,  containing 
Nursery  Rhymes,  Aladdin,  Child's 
Fancy  Ball,  Children's  Evening 
Party. 

Book  ef  Alphabets,  containing  Good 
Boys'  and  Girls'  Alphabet,  Railroad 
Alphabet,  Seaside  Alphabet,  Farm- 
yard Alphabet. 

Anitnals  and  Birds,  containing  Wild 
Animals,  Domestic  Pets,  British 
Animals,  Hordes. 

Animal  Picture  Book.  With  Coloured 
Plates  by  Kronhei.m. 

Bird  Picture  Book.  With  Coloured 
Plates  by  Kkonhei.m. 

King  Grisly  Beard's  Picture  Book, 
containing  King  Grisly  Beard, 
Rumpelstiltskin,  Enraged  Miller, 
Little  Hunchback. 

Parrots'  Pictjire  Book,  containing 
Parrots.  Singing  Birds,  Dogs,  Birds. 

Old  Dame  Trot's  Picture  Book,  con- 
taining Old  Dame  Trot,  Babes  in 
the  Wood,  Prince  with  the  Long 
Nose,  Old  King  Cole. 
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Five-Shilling  Children's  Books,  continued. 


Buds  and  Flowers   of  Child    Life. 

With  Col.  Plates.     Imp.  i6rao. 
Original     Poems,     by    A.     and    J. 

Taylor.    Well  Illustrated.    4to. 
Baby's  Opera.      Words  and    Music. 

Illustrated    by    Walter    Crank. 

Printed  in  Colours  by  Evans. 


Baby's  Bojiqttet.    Words  and  Music. 

Illustrated    by    Walter    Crane. 

Printed  in  Colours  by  Evans. 
Dr.     Watts'    Songs  for    Children. 

Illustrated.     4to. 
TJu    Child's   Picture    ScraJ>    Book. 

1,000  Illustrations.  Folio,  cloth  gilt. 


THE  WIDE-AWAKi3  SERIES. 


Bound  in  cloth,  elegantly  gilt, 

Little  Wide-Awake.  ist  Volume  for 
1875.  Issued  in  a  Volume  in  No- 
vember, 1874. 

This  was  not  issued  in  Monthly 
Numbers. 

2ndVolume,  for  1876, contains 

Nos.  I  to  12.     Issued  during  1875. 

3rd  Volume,  for  i877,contains 

Nos.  13  to  24.  400  Illusts.  Issued 
during  1876. 

4th  Volume,  for  1878,  contains 

Nos.  25  to  36.  400  Illusts.  Issued 
during  1877. 

5lh  Volume,  for  1879,  contains 

Nos.  37  to  48.  400  Illusts.  Issued 
during  1878. 

Buttercups  and  Daisies.  With  Co- 
loured Plates.     Imp.  i6mo. 

Little    Wide-Awake   Pictures. 
Letterpress  by  Mrs.  Sale  Barker. 


price  5^.  ;  or  fancy  boards,  3^, 

Mother    Goose's    Nursery    Rhymes. 

With  400  Illustrations  and  Coloured 

Plates. 
Mother  Goose's  Fairy  Tales.      With 

200      Illustrations     and     Coloured 

Plates. 
Natural  History    Picture 

Animals. 
N'atural  History    Picture 

Birds. 
Natural   History    Picture 

Fishes,  Insects,  ^^c. 
Little    Blue    Bell's    Picture 

With  "joo  Illustrations. 
Little  Lays  for  Little  Folks. 

These  12  Books  caa  be  had  also  in  fancy 
boards,  3J.  each. 


Book 


Book 


Book 


of 
of 
of 


Book. 


188    page    Pictures, 
Cloth  gilt 


with 


ROUTLEDGE'S 


COLOURED   THREE-AND-SIXPENNY 
REWARD  BOOKS. 


With  Coloured  Illustrations,  post  Svo. 


Robinson  Crusoe,  Illustrated  by  J.  D. 

Watson. 
Safidford  and  Merlon. 
Evenings  at  Home. 
Swiss  Family  Robinson  (Kingston's 

Edition). 
Edgeworth's  Popular  Tales. 

Moral  Tales. 

Parent's  Assistant. 

Eirly  Lessons. 

The  Pilgrim's  Progress. 
The  Wide,  Wide  World. 
Queechy. 

Gulliver's  Travels. 
Melbourne  House. 


T)ie  Lamplighter. 

Andersen's  Fairy  Tales. 

The  Arabian  Nights. 

Griiwn's  Fairy  Talcs. 

Two  School  Girls. 

Ellen  Montgomery' s  Bookshelf. 

Adventures  of  Robin  Hood. 

Don.  Quixote  for  Boys. 

Captain  Cook's  Voyages. 

Old  Tales  for  the  }  'oung. 

Uncle  Tom's  Cabin. 

Heroines  of  History. 

Heroines  of  Domestic  Life. 

SevetL  Champions  of  Christendom. 

Lamb's  Tales  from  Shakespeare. 
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GEORGE  ROUTLEDGE  6-  SONS' 


ROUTLEDGE'S  THREE-AND-SIXPENNY  JUVENILES. 


Fcap.  8vo,  with 

Titles  of  Charlton   School,   by  Rev. 

H.  C.  AdaiMS. 
Schoolboy  Honour,  by  ditto. 
Red  Eric,  by  R.  M.  Ballantvnk. 
Louis'  School  Days,  by  E.  J.  May. 
Wild  Man  of  the  West,  by  R.   M. 

Uallantyne. 
Dashwcod  Priory,  by  E.  J.  May. 
Freaks    on    the    Fells,    by     R.    M. 

liALLANTVNE. 

Rob  Roy,  by  James  Grant. 
Faiil  Gerraril,  by  Kingston. 
Johnny  Jordan,  by  Mrs.  Eiloart. 
Ernie  Elton  at  Home  and  at  School. 
Boys  of  BeechzL'ood,  by  Mrs.  Eiloart. 
Papa's  Wise  Do^s. 
Digly  Heathcote,  by  Kingston. 
The  Wonder  Book,  by  Nath.\niel 

Hawthorne. 
Little  Ladders  to  Learning,  ist  series. 

2ncl  series. 

Tom  Dnmionc's    Troubles,   by  Mrs. 

Eiloart. 
Young  Marooners. 
Jack  of  the  Mill,  by  W.  Howitt. 
Dick  Rodney,  by  James  Grant. 
Jack  Manly,  by  J.\mes  Grant. 
Saxelford,  by  E.  J.  May. 

Harry   Hope's   Holidny,    by    J.    T. 

Burgess. 
Hollowdell  Grange,  by  G.  M.  Fenn. 


Engravings,  gilt. 

Boy  Life  among  the  Indians,  by  the 

Author   of   "The    Young  Maroon- 
ers." 
Barford   Bridge,    by    Rev.    H.     C. 

Adams. 
The  White  Bruns7vickers,   by   Rev. 

H.  C.  Adams. 
A  Boy's  Adventures  in  the  Wilds  of 

Australia,  by  William  Howitt. 
Walter's  Schooldays,  by  Rev.   H.   C. 

Adams. 
A  Country  Book,  by  W.  HowiTT. 
Stories  for  Sundays,  by  Rev.  H.  C. 

Adams. 
Li/e  in  the  Red  Brigade,  by  R.  M. 

Ballantyne. 
Edgar  Clifton. 
With  a  Stout  Heart,  by  Mrs,  Sale 

Barker. 
Tales  of  Nethercourt,  by  Rev.  H.  C. 

Adams. 
Every  Little  Boy's  Book. 
Holiday  Album  for  Children.     With 

igo  page  Pictures. 
Boys  at  Home,  by  C.  Adams. 
The    Island  Home :    or,    Six  Young 

Crusoes. 
The  Green  Hand :  A  Book  for  Boys, 

by  George  Copples. 
A    Picture   Book   for  Laddies    and 

Lassies.     iy2  pages  of  Pictures. 
Boy's  Own  Country  Book,  by  Thomas 

Miller. 


THE  FOUQUE  FAIRY  LIBRARY. 

A  Collection  of  De  la  Motte  Fui'ijue's  most  Popular  Fairy  'I'ales.     Illustrated 

by  Tenniel,  Sblous,  and  others.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2,s.  6d.  each. 
The  Four  Seasons, 


Romantic  Fiction, 
Tfie  Magi  J  Ring. 


I     Thiodolf  the  Icelander. 
I    Minstrel  Love. 
I     JVild  Love,  and  other  Tales. 
The  Si.\  Vols,  in  a  cloth  box,  £\  ^s. 


BOYS    NATURAL  HISTORY  LIBRARY. 
By  the  Rev.  J.  G.Wood,  M.A.  With  Illubtrations.  Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  js.6d.  each. 
Sketches  and  Anecdotes  of  Animal        White's  History  of  Selborne. 

Life.  Boy  s  Own  Book  of  NatJiral  History. 

Animal  Traits  and  Charr.cteristics.  Our  Domestic  Pets. 

My  Feathered  Friends. 
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Six-Shilling  Gift  Books, 

TIte  Doctor's  Family,  by  J.  Girar- 
DiN.    With  115  Plates. 

A  yjyage  Rjund  the  World — Aus- 
tralia, by  Jules  Verne. 

A  Voyage  Round  the  World — Ne'W 
Zealand,  by  Jules  Verne. 

Routledge's  Every  Boy's  Annual  ior 
1879. 

Draiuins;  Room  Amusements  and 
Evening  Paily  Entertainments,  by 
Professor  Hoffman. 


continued. 

Iloudiii's  Seci-ets  of  Conjuring  and 

Magic.   Notes  by  Prof.  Hoffman. 
Roiitledge' s   Every   Girl's    Atiiuial, 

Edited  by  A.  A.  Leith.     1S79. 
Uticle  Chesterton's  Heir,  by  Madame 

CoLOMB.     With  100  Illustrations. 
Little  Barefoot,   by  Auerbach.     75 

Plates. 
Uncle    yoe's   Stories,    by   the    Right 

Hon.       Knatchbull  -  H  ugessen, 

M.P. 


ROUTLEDGE'S  FIVE-SHILLING   GIFT   BOOKS. 


Foolscap  8vo  and  Post  Svo,  111 
Foster. and 

Marryat's     Children     of   the    Neiu 

Forest. 
Marryafs  Little  Savage. 
Ric/ielieu,  by  William  Robson. 
Lilian's  Golden  Hours,  by  Silver- 
pen. 
Boy's  Treasury  of  S/'Orls  and  Pas- 
times. Fcap.,  with  Coloured  Plates. 
Queetis  of  Society.     Post  Svo. 
Wits  and  Beaux  of  Society.    Post  Svo. 
Wonderful  Inventions,  by  J.  Times. 
Entertaining  Knozuledgc,  by  Popular 

Authors. 
Pleasant  Tales,  by  Popular  ^Vutliors. 
Msop's   Fables.     With    Plates  by  H. 

Weir. 
Extraordinary  Men  and  Women,  by 

Russell. 
Dora  and  her  Papa,  by  the  Author 

of  "  Lilian's  Golden  Hours." 
Tales  upon  Texts,  by  the  Rev.  H.  C. 

Adams,  M.A. 
Great  Battles  of  i lie  British  ^Irmy. 

With  Coloured  Plates. 
The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David. 

With  Plates. 
The  Pillar  of  Fire.    With  Plates. 
The  Throne  of  David.     With  Plates. 
Popular    Astronomy    and     Orbs    of 

Heaven. 
Stephen  Scudamore  the   Younger,  by 

Arthur  Locker. 
Talesof  the  Civil  War,  by  Rev.   H. 

C.  Adams. 
Once    itpon   a    Tim:',   by    Charles 

Knight. 


ustrated  by  Gilbert,  Harvkv, 

ZWECKER,  gilt. 

Prairie    Bird,    by    Plon.    Charles 

Murray. 
Great  Sieges   of  History.    Coloured 

Plates. 
Celebrated    Female    Sovereig^is,    by 

Mrs.  Jameson. 
Cooper's  Leather-stocking  Tales. 
Andersen's  Fairy    Tales.  With  Col- 
oured Plates. 
What  the  Mooi  Saiu,  by  Andersen. 

With  Coloured  Plates. 
Great  Battles  of  the   British  Navy, 

by  Lieut.  C.  R.  Low.    With  Col- 
oured Plates. 
Memoirs  of  Great  Commanders,  by 

G.  P.  R.   James.     With  Coloured 

Plates  by  Krokheim, 
The  Family  A  rabian  Nights.    Edited 

by  the  Hon.    iMrs.  SugdEiN.    With 

Coloured  Plates  by  Kronhei.m. 
AdvetUures   of  Robin  Hood.    With 

Coloured  Plates  by  Kronheim. 
Holiday  Stories  for  Boys  and  Girls, 

by  Lady  Barker. 
Characteristics  of  Women,  by  Mrs. 

Jameson. 
Grimm's    Fairy      Tales.      Coloured 

Plates. 
What  Men  have  said  about  Woman. 
Knight's  Half  Hours  with  the  Best 

Letter  Writers. 
Wroxby    College,     by    Rev.     H.    C. 

Adams. 
British  Heroes  in  Foreign  Wars,   by 

James  Gr.\nt.     Coloured  Plates. 
Su^tday  Evenings  at  Hon'ie,  by  Rev. 

H.  C.  Adams,  M.A.     ist  series. 
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GEORGE  ROUTLEDGE  &'  SONS' 


Five-Shilling  Gift  Books,  continued. 


Soys,  by  Lady  Barker. 

Nine  Litlle  Costings,  by  Susan  Coo- 

LiDGE,    Author    of     "What   Kaly 

Did."     With  Illustrations. 
Suniiay  Evenings  at  Home.     Stories 

from  History  for  Every  Sunday  in 

the     Year,     by    the    Rev.    H.    C. 

.•\da.ms.  2nd  series.  12  Illustrations. 
Memoirs  0/  Celebrated  Women,  by 

O.  P.  R.  James. 
Stories  o/the  Fairchild  Family,  by 

Mrs.  Sherwood. 
Illustrated  Ctrl' s    Own    Treasury. 

With  many  Illustrations. 
Fro/n  Cadet  to  Colonel,  by  Sir  Thos. 

Seaton,  K.C.B. 
Household  Tales  and  Fairy  Stories. 

With  380  Illustrations. 
Roger  kyffyns  Ward  by  W.  H.  G. 

Kl.S'GSTO.N. 

Tlie  Man  0'  War's  Bell,  by  Low. 
Monarchs  0/  the  Main,  by  Thorn- 

BURV. 


Boys  of  Westonbury,  by  the  Rev.  H. 
C.  Adams. 

The   Arabian  Nights,  Selected  and 

Revised    for    Family    Use.     With 

Illustrations  and  Coloured  Plates. 
Uncle  Tom's  Cabin.  With  Illustrations 

printed  in  Colours  by  KuoNKtiM. 
Leila  in  the  Island,  in  England,  and 

at  Home,  by  Miss  A.  F.  Tyti.ek. 
The  Old  Forest  Ranger,  by  Major 

Campbell. 
The  Pilgrim's  Prpfiress,  large  type 

edition.   40  Plates  by  J .  D.  Watson. 
RobinSi>n  Crusoe.  With  50  Illustrations 

by  J.  D.Watson,  6  Coloured  Plates. 
Swiss  Family  Robinson  (Kingston's 

Edition).    With  many  Illustrations 

and  Coloured  Plates. 
MacFarlane's     History    of    British 

India    down   to    the  Afghan  War, 

1879. 

The  A  rabian  Nights  Entertainments. 
With  150  Illustrations. 


ROUTLEDGE'S  FIVE-SHILLING  CHILDREN'S  BOOKS. 

Large  4to,  cloth  gilL 


Rouiledge's  Picture  Gift  Book.  Con- 
taining Nursery  Songs,  Alphabet  of 
Trades,  Nursery  Tales,  and  This 
Little  Pig. 

Routled^e's  Scripture  Gift  Book. 
Containing  History  of  Moscs, 
Joseph,  and  Old  and  New  Testa- 
ment Alphabets.  With  Coloured 
Plates,  demy  4to. 

Pictures  from  English  History.  24 
pp.  of  Coloured  Plates. 

Child's  Picture  Book  of  Domestic 
Animals.  12  large  Plates,  printed  in 
Colours  by  Kronheim,  large  oblong 

Our  Nurse's  Picture  Book.  Con- 
taining Tom  Thumb,  Babes  in  the 
Wood,  Jack  and  the  Beanstalk,  and 
Puss  in  iJoots.  With  24  pages  of 
Coloured  Plates,  demy  4to. 

My  MotJier's  Picture  Book.  Con- 
taining My  Mother,  Dogs'  Dinner 
Party,  White  Cat,  and  Dog  Trusty. 
With  24  pages  of  Coloured  Plates. 
Demy  410. 

Poll  Parrot  Picture  Book.  Contain- 
ing Tittums  and  Fido,  Ann  and  her 
Mamma,  Reynard  the  Fox,  and 
Cats'  Tea  Party. 


Red  Riding  Hood  Picture  Book. 
Containing  Red  Riding  Hood, 
Three  Bears,  Three  Kittens,  and 
Dash  and  the  Ducklings.  24  pages 
of  Coloured  Plates.     Demy  410. 

Henny-Penny  Picture  Book.  Con- 
taining Henny-Penny,  Peacock  at 
Home,  Baby,  .ind  Sleeping  Beauty 
in  the  Wood. 

Robinson  Crusoe  Picture  Book.  Con- 
taining Robinson  Crusoe,  Cock 
Sparrow,  Queer  Characters,  and 
^bop's  Fables. 

Pet  Lamb's  Picture  Book.  Contain- 
ing Pet  Lamb,  Jack  the  Giant 
Killer,  Fair  One  with  the  Golden 
Locks,  and  Toy  Primer. 

Goody  Two  Shoes'  Picture  Book. 
Containing  Goody  Two  Shoes, 
Beauty  and  the  Beast,  Frog 
Prince,  and  ABC  of  Old  Friends. 

Aladdin's  Picture  Book.  Containing 
Aladdin,  Yellow  Dwarf,  Princess 
Belle  Etoile,  and  Hind  in  the  Wood. 

fack  Horner's  Picture  Book.  Con- 
taining Old  Nursery  Rhymes, 
Gingerbread,  Robin's  Christmas 
Song,  Lion's  Reception. 
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CATALOGUE  OF  JUVENILE  BOOKS,  ^'c. 


THE  "ELSIE'S  PETS"  SERIES  OF  SHILLING 
JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

80  pages,  with  40  full-page  Pictures  in  each  book,  fcap.  8vo. 


Elsies  Pets. 
Fred  in  a  Fix, 
T!ie  Old  Ruin. 
Prince  Cheri. 


Little  Valentine. 
Caught  at  Last. 
Eva's  Locket. 
Found  in  the  Snow. 


THE  HANS  ANDERSEN  LIBRARY. 
For  the  Young.    In  Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  is.  each  Volume. 


The  Red  Shoes. 

The  Silver  Shilling . 

The  Little  Match-Girl. 

The  Darning- Needle. 

The  Tinder  Box. 

The  Goloshes  0/  Fortune. 

The  Marsh- King's  Daughter. 

Everything  in  its  Right  Place. 

The  Wild  Swans. 

Undi-r  the  Willow  Tree. 

Each  Volume  contains  a  variety  of  Stories,  a  Frontispiece  in  Colours,  and  an 
average  of  16  other  Pictures,  engraved  by  the  Brothers  Dalziel. 


The  Old  Church  Bell. 

T/ie  Ice  Maiden. 

The  Willo'  Hie  Wisp. 

Poultry  Meg's  Family. 

Put  Off  is  Not  Done  with. 

The  Snow  Man. 

In  Sweden. 

The  Snozv  Queen. 

The  Hardy  Tin  Soldier. 


GRIMM'S  FAIRY  LIBRARY. 

Post  8vo,  128  pp   In  each  volume,  well  Illustrated,  with  Coloured  Frontispiece, 
cloth  gilt,  IS.  each  volume. 


Tlie  Three  Brothers. 

The  Donkey  Cabbages. 

Clever  Alice. 

The  Golden  Bird. 

Show  While  and  Rose  Red. 


The  House  in  tlu  Wood. 

The  Old  Woman  in  the  Wood. 

The  Goose  Girl. 

The  A  Imond  Tree. 

The  Soaring  Lark. 


Also  in  a  handsome  cloth  box,  zis.  6d. 


THE  SHILLING  ONE  SYLLABLE  SERIES  OP  BOOKS, 


The    Book  of   One    Syllable.     With 

Coloured  Plates. 
New    Book   of  One  Syllable.     Wilh 

Coloured  Plates. 
Little  Helps  for  Little  Readers.  With 

Coloured  Plates. 
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Sunday  Book  of  One  Syllable.     With 

Plates. 
Sjisy's   Teachers,   by  the  Author  of 

"Stepping  Heavenward." 
Susy's  Servants,  by  ditto. 
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GEORGE  ROUTLEDGE  &-  SONS' 


THE  MASTER  JACK  SERIES. 
In  smM  4to,  fancy  covers,  with  4%  pages  of  Plates,  is.  each. 


Master  Jack. 

Mammas  Return. 

Nellie  and  Bertha. 

The  Coitsins. 

Tales  of  Hie  Ge::/:. 

Sindbad  the  Sailor. 

Robin  Hood. 

Prince  Henipseed. 

The  Enchanted  Horse. 

Davie  Mitchell  and  her  Cat. 

Nursery  Rhymes. 

Tlie  Tiger  Lily. 

Tlie  Lent  Jewels. 

Bible  Storiis. 

My  Best  Frock. 

Three  Envious  Men. 

Two  Neighbours. 

For  Want  0/  a  Nail. 


The  Canary  Bird. 

•  Little  Blossom's  Picture  Book. 
With  96  large  Picture^!. 

♦  Little  May  bud's  Picture  Book. 
With  96  larze  Pictures. 

Aunt  Effie's  Rhymes  for  Little  Chil- 
dren.*  With  Illustrations  by  H.  K. 
Browne. 

•  Little  Primrose's  Picture  Bo.ik. 
With  100  large  Pictures. 

*  Little  Forget-me-Not's  Piiture 
Book.     With  100  lar^i;  Picliire-s. 

Otto  Speckter's  Picture  Fables.  With 
Illustrations. 

Hooky-Beck,  the  Raven,  ,-ind  other 
Tales.     With  Illustrations. 

•  Little  Violet's  Picture  Book.    With 

lOD  page  Pictures. 

*  Little  Snowdrop's  Picture  Book. 
With  100  large  Pictures; 


Those  marked  thus  (*)  arc  kept  in  cloth,  price  is.  dd.    See  pape  18. 


With  Coloured  Plates,  fancy  boards 
My  --!  B  C  Book. 
Nursery  Rhymes  and  Songs. 
Old  Testament  A  B  C. 
Little  Stories  fjr  Good  Children. 
History  of  Moses. 


History  of  Joseph. 
Farmyard  A  B  C. 
Child's  Bi'ol-  of  Trades. 
Animals  and  Birds. 


ROTJTLEDGE'S  NINEPENNY  JUVENILES. 
(RosEHv'u  SEKiEbj,  i3mo,  Coloured  Plates  by  Kronhei.m,  cloth,  gilt  edges. 


A  Child's  First  Book  about  Birds. 
Stories  of  English  History. 
JVatts's  Divine  and  Moral  Songs. 
Cobwebs  to  Catch  Flies. 
Barbauld's  Hymns  in  Prose. 
Prince  Arthur ;  or.  The  Four  Trials. 
Twelve  Thinks  in  the  Golden  Chain. 
Easy  Talks  for  Little  Folk. 
Susan  and  the  Doll.  • 
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Juvenile  Tales, 

Six  Short  Stories. 

The  Captive  Skylark. 

Taylor's  Origitial  Poems  (ist  scries). 

(2nd  series). 

Bread  and  Honey,  by  Mrs.  Semple 

G.aRRETt.  With  90  Illustrations. 
A  Picture-Book  of  Birds.  93  Illust. 
Animals.    90  Illustrations. 
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CATALOGUE  OF  JUVENILE  BOOKS,  &-r. 


ROUTLEDGE'S    FAIRY    LIBRARY. 


Each  IS.  6:i.     Each  containing  about 

Coloured 

The  Thr:c  Erothers,  and  TJte  Don- 
key Cabbages,  by  GrIiMM. 

Clezer  Alice,  and  Tlie  Gcldcn  Bud, 
by  Grimm. 

The  Old  Woman  in  the  H'ood,  and 
The  Goose  Girl,  by  Grimm. 

The  Almond  Tree,  and  T/ie  Soaring 
Lark,  by  Grim.m. 

Snow  White,  and  The  House  in  the 
Wood,  by  Grimm, 

The    Red   Shoes,    and     The    Silver 

Shilling,  by  Andersen. 
The  Little    Match    Girl,    and    The 

Darning  Needle,  by  Andersen. 


320  pages,  with  many  Illubtrations  and  a 
Frontispiece. 

The  Tinder  Box,  and  The  Goloshes 
0/ Fortune,  by  Andersen. 

The  3Iarsh  King's  Daughter,  and 
The  Hardy  Tin  Soldier,  by  An- 
dersen. 

The  Wild  Swans,  and  Lender  the 
Willow  Tree,  by  Andersen. 

The  Old  Church  Bell,  and  The  Ice 
lilaiden,  by  Andersen. 

The  Will  o  the  WisJ>,  and  Poultry 
Meg,  by  Andersen. 

r^tt  Off,  and  The  Showman,  by  ditto. 

In  Sweden,  and  The  Snow  Queen, 
by  Anderse.v. 


EIGHTEENPENNY    PICTURE    BOOKS. 

In  fancy  paper  boards,  with  36  Coloured  Plates  in  each. 

IS.  6d.  Punch  and  yudy  Picture  Book.  is.  6d. 


Cock  Robin's  Picture  Book 
Ptissy's  Picture  Book.     is.  6d. 
My  First  Picture  Book.     is.  6d. 

These  can  also  be  had  in  cloth  gilt,  price  ss. 


Old  Mother  Hubbard's  Picture  Book. 
IS.  6d. 


THE  LARGE  SIZE  SHILLING  JUVENILE  BOOKS. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with  Coloured  P>ontispiece. 


The  Little    Woodman  and  his  Dog 

Ccesar,  by  Mrs.  Sherwood.     With 

45  Illustrations. 
Anna     Ross  ;    or,    The    Orphan    of 

Waterloo.     With  45  Illustrations. 
Lamb's  Tales,     ist  Series.     With  10 

Illustrations  by  Sir  John  Gilbert, 

R.A. 


Story  0/  the  Robins,  by  Mrs.  Trim- 
mer. 

Rhymes  for  the  Nursery,  by  J.'\ne 
and  Anne  Tavlor. 

Lamb' s  Talcs.  2nd  Series.  With  10 
Illustrations  by  Sir  John  Gili;ekt, 
R.A. 


THE  POETRY  SERIES  OF  SHILLING  JUVENILE 

BOOKS. 

Easy  Poetry  for  Children.  Lang  uage  and  Poetry  of  Flowers. 

Child 's  Illustrated  Poetry  Book. 

Watts'  Divine  a>td  Mcral  Songs. 

Tlie  Sacred  Harp-.  A  Book  of  Sun-  %  Anne  and  Jane  Taylor. 

day  Poetry.  Original  Poems.     Complete. 

Little  Poems  for  Little  Readers.  Hymns  for  Infant  Minds. 
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GEORGE  ROUTLEDGE  ^  SONS' 


ROUTLEDGE'S    ONE-SHILLINQ    JUVENILES. 

Well  printed,  with  Coloured  Illustrations,  iSmo,  cloili,  gilt  edges. 


4* 


Grace    Greetnucod's    Stories  for  her 

Nephews  and  Nieces. 
Helen's    Fault,    by    the    Author    of 

"  Adelaide  Linds.iy." 
The  Cotisitis,  by  Miss  M'Intosh. 
Ben  Howard  ;  or,  Truth  and  Honesty, 

by  C.  AuAMS. 
Bessie  and  Tom :  A  Book  for  Boys 

and  Girls. 
Beechnut :   A   Franconian   Story,  by 

Abbott. 
Wallace :    A   Franconian   Story,    by 

AUBOTT. 

Madeline,  by  Jacob  Abbott. 

Mary  Bell,  by  Jacob  Abbott. 

yisit    to    tity    Birthplace,    by    Miss 

BUNBURV. 

Carl  Krinken ;  or,  The  Christmas 
Stocking,  by  Miss  Wetherell. 

Mr.  Rutherford's  Children,  by  Miss 
Wetherell. 

Emily  Herbert,  by  Miss  M'Intosh. 

Maggie  and  Emma,  by  ditto. 

Rose  and  Lillie  Stanhope,  by  ditto. 

Mr.  Rutherford's  Children.  2nd 
series,  by  Miss  Wetherell. 

Casper,  by  Miss  Wetherell. 

The  Brave  Boy  ;  or.  Filial  Love. 

Magdalene  and  Raphael. 

Our  Charlie,  by  Mrs.  Stowe. 

Story  of  a  Mouse,  by  Mrs.  Perking. 

Tlie  Village  School,  by  ditto. 

Stories  for  Week  Days  and  Sun- 
days. 

Charlie  and  Ceorgy ;  or,  The  Chil- 
dren at  Gibraltar. 

Story  of  a  Penny,  by  Mrs.  Perking. 

Aunt  Maddy's  Diainonds,  by 
Harriet  Myrtle. 

Two  School  Girls,  Miss  Wetherell. 

The  Widoiu  and  her  Daughter,  by 
Miss  Wetherell. 

Gertrude  and  her  Bible,  by  ditto. 

The  Rose  in  ilie  Desert,  by  ditto. 

Little  Black  Hen,  by  ditto. 

Martha  and  Rachel,  by  ditto. 

The  Birtliday  Visit,  by  ditto. 

The  Carpenter' s  Daughter,  by  ditto. 

Prince  in  Disguise. 


Story  of  a  Cat,  by  Mrs.  Perking. 

Basket  o/Fl'Kuers. 

Ashgrove  Farm,  by  C.  E.  Bowem. 

Story  of  a  Dog,  by  Mrs.  Perring. 

An-iel of  the  Iceberg,  by  Rev.  John 
Todd. 

Rills  from  the  Fountain. 

Todd's  Lectures  to  Children.     (First 
Series.) 

(Second  Series.) 

Minnie's  Legacy. 

Neighbourly  Love. 

Kitty's  Victory. 

Elise  and  Iter  Rabbits. 

Happy  Charlie. 

Annie  Price. 

by 


Mrs.    W. 


The   Little    Oxleys, 

DiNZEY  Bl'KTO.V. 

Uncle  Tom's  Cabin  for  Children. 

Aunt  Margaret's  Visit. 

Keeper's  Travels    in  Search  of  his 
Master. 

Richmond's  Annals  of  the  Poor, 

Blanche  and  Agnes. 

Lost  Chamois  Hunter. 

The  Gates  Ajar. 

.Mrs.  Sedgivick's  Pleasant  Tales. 

Uncle  Frank's  Home  Stories. 

Tales  in  Sliort  Words. 

j^ sop's  Fables. 

Stityvesant,  by  Jacob  Abbott. 

Susan  Gray,  by  Mrs.  Shekwood. 

Babes  in  the  Basket. 

ThreeSisters,  by  Mrs.  Perring. 

Our  Poor  NeigiiI)ours,  by  ditto. 

Marian  Ellis,  by  a  Clergyman's  Wife. 

A  Kiss  for  a  Blow. 

Robert  Dawson. 

Lily's  Home,  by  Mrs.  Sale  Barker. 

With  120  Illustrations. 
Ellen  and  Frank,  by  Mrs.  Perring, 
Lily's  Screen,  by  Mrs.  Sale  Barker. 

With  120  Illustrations. 
The  Twin  Brothers,  by  Mrs.  Perring. 
Sybil  Grey,  by  Mrs  Perring. 
Little  Davy's  New  Hat,  by  Robert 

Bloomfield. 
Lilian  Seacroft,  by  Mrs.  Perring. 
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CATALOGUE  OF  JUVENILE  BOOKS,   c^c. 
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ROUTLEDGE'S  TWO-SHILLING  GIFT  BOOKS. 

With  Illustrations,  fcap.  Svo. 


Ten  I\Ioral  Tales. 

yiiveiiile  Tales  for  all  Seasons  (M'In- 

tosh). 
Gertrude  and  Eulalie, 
Amy  Carlton. 
Lanra  Temple. 
The  Solitary  Hunter, 
Bundle  of  Sticks;  or,  Love  and  Hate, 

by  J.  and  E.  Kirby. 
Hester  and  I :  or,  Beware  of  Worldli- 

ness,  by  Mrs.  INIanners. 
The  Cherry  Stones,  by  Rev.   H.  C. 

Adams,  M.A. 
The  First  of  June,  by  dittd 
May    Dnndas ;    or.    The    Force     of 

Example,  by  Mrs.  Geldart. 
Glimpsesof our  Island  Home,  by  ditto. 
Standard  Poetry  Book  for  Sciools. 
Try     and     Trust,      by     Author     of 

"  Arthur  Morland." 
Evenings  at  Home. 

Jack   of  All   Trades,    by   Thomas 

Miller. 
The  Wonder  Book,  by  Hawthorne. 
Tanglcwood  Tales,  b>'  Hawthorne. 
Inez  and  Enuneline. 
Orphan  of  Waterloo. 
MaiDn  Guinea. 
Todd's  Lectures  to  Children,  ist  and 

2nd  series. 

Marooners  Island. 

The  ISIayflower.     By  Mrs.  Stowe. 

Mr.  Rzitherford's  Children  (Com- 
plete). 

Play-Day  Book,  by  Fanny  Fern, 
with  Coloured  Plates. 

Stories  for  Sundays,    ist   series,    l.iy 

Rev.  H.  C.  Adams,  M.A. 

2nd  series. 

Adventures  among  the  Indians. 
The  Doctors  Birthday,  by  Rev.  H.  C. 

Adams,  M.A. 
Walter  s  Friend,  by  ditto. 
Chief  of  the  School,  by  ditto. 
Sweet  Violets,  by  the  Author  of  "A 

Trap  to  Catch  a  Sunbeam." 
Tfie  Softool  Friends,   by  W.    H.   G. 

Kingston. 


Ragged  Robi/i,  and  other  Tales,  by 

the  Author  of  "A  Trap  to  Catch 

a  .Sunbeam." 
Sunday  Evenings  at  Home,  by  Rev. 

H.  C.  Adams,  M.A.    ist  series. 

2nd  series. 

Wild  Rose,   by   the   Author  of    "A 

Trap  to  Catch  a  Sunbeam." 
Snowdrop,  by  ditto. 
Tlie  Ocean  Child,  by  Mrs.  Myrtle. 
Gulliver's   Travels,    with    Coloured 

Plates. 

Watts's   Divine   and  Moral    Songs. 

With  600  Illustrations. 
Cafitain  Cook's  Voyages,  with  Coloured 

Plates. 

Old  Tales  for  the   Young,  with  Co- 
loured Plates. 
Holiday  Album  for  Boys. 

Sunday  Evenings  at  Home,  by  Rev. 
H.  C.  Adams',  M.A.   3rd  series. 

4th  series. 

5th  series. 

Andersen's  Fairy  Tales. 

Grimm's  Fairy  Talcs. 

Edgeworth's  Moral  Tales. 

EdgewortJi's  Popular  Tales 

Fouqiies  Undine,  and  Tlie  Two  Cap- 
tains. 

Fouqiie's    Sintram,    and    Aslauga's 

Knight. 
Sandford  and  Merton. 
.'^tory  of  a  Wooden  Horse. 
The   Original  Robinson   Crusoe,    by 

Rev.  H.  C.  Adams. 
Narrative     Poetry  for  the    3  'oung 

With  80  Illustrations. 
Kidnapping  in  the  Pacific,  by  W.  H 

G.  Kingston. 

Little  Laddie's  Picture  Book,  96  Pic 
tures. 

Little  Lassie's  Picture  Book.  96  Pic 
tures. 

Little  Speckly's  Adventures.  50  Pic 
tures. 

Lajnb's  Tales  from  Shakespeare, 
With  20  Illustrations  by  Sir  John 
Gilbert,  R.A. 
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ROUTLEDGE'S  EIGHTEENPENNY  JUVENILES. 

Snuarc  lom.j.     Willi  lUu.^lrations  by  Gii.i.i.k  r,  Al;-(ii ..;.',  S-i: 


Willi  Illu.^lrations  by  Gii.i.i.k  r, 
bevelled  boards,  gilt  edges. 


Pensiint  ami  Priiut',    by    Harriet 

Martineai'. 
Crofton   Boys,  by  Harriet  Marti- 

NEAU. 

Feats  on  the   Fiord,    by    Harriet 

Marti::eau. 
Settlers    at    Home,     by     Harriet 

Martineao. 
Holiday    Rambles;    or,  The   School 

Vacation. 
Little  Drummer.  A  Tale  of  the  Rus- 
sian War. 
Frank,  by  Maria  Edgeworth. 
Rosamond,  by  Maria  Edgeworth. 
Harry  and  Lucy,  Little  Dog  Trtisty, 

The  Cherry  Orchard,  &c. 
A    Hero;  or,    Philip's   Book,  by  ihe 

Author  of  "John  Halifax." 
Laura  and  Ellen;  or,  Time  Works 

Wonders. 
Emigrant's  Lost  Sen,  by  G.  H.  Wall. 
Daddy  Dacres'  Scluvl,  by  Mrs.  S.  C. 

Hall. 
BiKu   of  Faith ;  or,  Old    Testament 

Lessons,  by  Maria  Wright. 
Anchor  of  Hope  ;  or,  New  Testament 

Lessons,  by  Maria  Wright. 
j\/rs.  Loudon's  Y'oun^  Xaturalist. 
Accidents  of  Childhood;  or,    .Stories 

for  Heedless  Children. 

Daily  Tlioughtsfor  a  Child,  by  Mr-;. 
Geld  art. 

Emilie    the    Peacemaker,    by     Mrs. 

Geldart. 
Truth     is     Everything,     by     Mr.s. 

Geldart. 
Rainbc^us  in  SJiringtide. 


Ka!, 


or,     The    I.itlle 
or.   Return   Good    for 


Rose    and 

Howards 
Max    Frere 

Evil. 
Child' s  First  Book  of NaturalH  iitory, 

by  A.  1,.  Bond. 
The  Castle  and  Cottage,  by  Perring 
Mrs.  Barbauld's  Lessons. 
Holidays  at  Liiiievjood. 
Traditions  o/  Palestine,  by  Marti- 

NEAU. 

Gumes  and  Sports. 
Young  Angler. 
Games  of  Skill. 
Scientific  Amusements. 

Picture  Book  of  Animals  and  Birds. 

150  Plates. 
Original  Poems,  by  Anne  and  Jane 

Tavlor,  complete. 
Home  and  Foreign  Birds.  150  Plates. 
Ji'il.laud  Drnustic  .Iniiuals.     With 

150  Plates. 
Billnv    and   the     Rock,     by     Miss 

Martineau. 
Honour    and     Glory,     by     Jraxie 

Heri.vg. 
Taylor's   Rhymes  for   ihe   Nursery. 

With  Illustrations. 
Lily's  Scrap    Book,    by   Mis.   Sale 

Barker.     With  120  Illustrations. 
Lily  at  Iier  Crandmamma's,  by  Mrs. 

Sale  Barker.     With  120  Illustra- 
tions. 
Lily's  Home,  by  Mrs.  Sale  Barker. 

With  120  lllustralions. 
Lily's  Screen,  by  Mrs.  Sale  Barker. 

With  120  Illustrations. 


EIGHTEENPENNY    PICTURE    BOOKS. 

Beautifully  bound  in  cloth,  96  large  Pictures,  [ilain  Woodcuts  in  each. 
Little  Blossom's  Picture  Book.  \s.  6d.        Little  Violet's  Picture  Djok.     is.  (d. 
Little  Maybtid's  Picture  Book.  is.  6d.        Little    Snowdrop's     Picture     Book. 
Little  Forgel-vte-Not's  Picture  Book.  i^-  ^^ 

IS.  6d.  \    lAttle  Primrose's  Picture  Book.  xs.(hI. 

These  are  also  to  be  had  in  boards,  \s. 
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ROUTLEDGE'S  HALF-CROWN  WIDE  WORLD  SERIES. 

In  small  post  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  well  Illustrated. 


Wide,  Wide  World. 

L  a7nplighter. 

Old  Helmet. 

Qneechy. 

EUeii  Moiitgoiiieiy's  Book-shelf. 

Twj  School  Girls. 

M'hibourne  House. 

The  ll^ord ;  or.  Walks  from  Eden. 

Glen  Lima  :  or,  Speculation. 

Mabel  VaiigJiaii. 

PatiejLce  Strong. 

Prince  of  the  House  of  David. 


Throne  of  David. 

Hofie's  Little  Hand;  or,  The  Hills  of 

the  Shatemuc. 
Sceptres  and  Crowns,  and  Tiie  Flag 

of  Truce,  by  the  Author  of  "The 

Wide,  Wide  World." 
Pillar  of  Fire. 
Uncle  Tonics  Cabin. 
Stepping    Heavenward,    and     Annt 

jane's  Hero. 
The  Gaywortliys,  by    the   Author  cif 

"  Faith  Gartney." 
Footprints  on  Life's  Pathway. 


PICTURE  BOOKS,   TWO-AND-SIXPENCE    EACH. 

Elegantly  bound  in  cloth. 


Little  Golden  Lochs'  Picture  Book. 

200  Pictures.  2J.  td. 
Little  Bright    Eyes'   Picture   Book. 

200  Pictures.  2^.  6d. 
Little  Curly  Pate's  Story  Book.  With 

150  Pictures.     2^.  dd. 


L.ittle    Rosy    Cheeks'     Story     Book. 

Witli  150  Pictures,     is.  6d. 
Mother  Goose's  Melodies.     With   15D 

Pictures,     is.  6d. 
Mother  Goose's   yingles.      With   1  =  0 

Pictures,     is.  6d, 


Tliese  .ire  .ilso  kept  in  boards,  zs.  eacli. 


HALF-CROWN    PICTURE    BOOKS. 


Our  Little  Sicnbeant's  Picture  Book, 
printed  in  large  type  for  Yoiuig 
Children,  with  about  15a  Illustra- 
tions, boards,  2.?.  6d.  (also  cloth, 
3^.  6d.) 

The  Cliild's  Delight.  A  large- type 
Picture  Book,  with  many  Illustra- 
tions, crown  4to,  boards,  is.  6d. 
(also  cloth,  3s.  6d.) 

Happy  Day  Stories  for  the  Young. 
With  full-page  pictures,  4to,  boards, 
IS  6d.  (also  cloth,  3^-.  td.) 

Golden  Light.  Being  Scripture 
Histories  for  theYoung,  by  H.  W, 
Dl'LCKEN,  Ph.D.,  with  So  Plates 
by  Bayes.  Boards,  is.  6d.  (also 
cloth,  3.?.  6d.) 

Picture  History  of  Eiii^land  for  the 
Young.  V/ith  80  Plates  by  Bayf.s. 
Boards,  2.r.  td.  (also  cloth,  y.  (id.) 


Aunt  Ef/ie's  Nursery   Rhymes.     Set 

to   Music.      With    Illustrations   by 

H.   K.   Brown K.     Boards,    2.?.   ()d. 

(also  cloth,  3i-,  ddi) 
Animal  Picture  Book.     8    Coloured 

Plates.     Boards,  2^.  id.  (al.->o  cloth, 

ZS.  6d.) 
Bird   Picture    Boole.       10    Coloured 

Plates.     Boards,  is.  (}d.  (also  cloth, 

3.?.  (>d.) 
Cliimes  and Rliymes.     With  4S  pag'^i 

of  Coloured  Platen.  Cloth  gilt,  is'.td. 
Sch/iick  Schnack.     With  4S  pages  of 

Coloured  Plates.    Cloth  gilt,  is.  t.i. 
Sing  Song,  by  Miss  Rossetti.    With 

Coloured   Plates   by    D.    Hughes. 

Cloth  gilt,   2.',-.    6d.  (also    in   paper 

covers,  IS.) 
Griset's G7-otesg7u's .  4to,  boards, 2.f. 61/. 
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GEORGE  ROUTLEDGE  &'  SONS' 


ROUTLEDGE'S     HALF-CROWN     ONE-SYLLABLE 

JUVENILE    BOOKS. 

In  square  i6mo,  cloth  gilt,  with  Coloured  Platen,  by  Mapy  Godolphin 

and  others. 


Robinson  Crusoe. 
Siuiss  Family  Robinson. 
Evfnings  at  Home. 


Bunyan's  rUgrim's  Progress. 
Child's  Firs!  Book  of  Lessons. 


ROUTLEDGE'S  TWO-SHILLING  BOOKS  FOR 
YOUNG  READERS. 

Square  royal. 


Atnusing  Tales. 

The  Donkey  Sho^v. 

Tlie  Broken  Piuher 

The  Little  Lychetti. 

Historical  Tales. 

Great  Wonders  of  the  World. 

Zoological  Gardens. 

Richmonds'  Tour  in  Europe. 

My  First  Picture  Book.  With  36  pajjes 

of  Coloured  Plates. 
Aunt  Bessie's  Picture  Book.  With  96 

pages  of  I'laies. 
Little  Lily's  Picture  Book.    With  96 

pages  of  Plates. 
Story  of  a  Nutcracker.    234  Pictures. 


Oil  Afot/ur  Hubbard's  Picture  Book. 
With  36  pagi--s  of  Coloured  Plates. 

Cock  Robin's  I'ictiire  Book.    With  36 
p-nges  of  Coloured  Plates. 

Aunt  Mary's  Sunday  Picture  Book. 

Sunday  Reading  for  Co.'d  ChilUren. 

Punch  and  Judy's  Picture  Book.  With 
36  pages  of  Coloured  Plates. 

Pussy's  Picture  Book.    36  pages  ditto. 

Little  Tottie's  Picture  Book.  With  36 
pages  of  Coloured  Plates. 

Story  of  a  Poodle.    With  64  Illustra- 
tions. 
Tom  Thumb's  Picture  Book.  With  36 
pages  of  Coloured  Plates. 


TWO-SHILLING    PICTURE    BOOKS. 


Little  Golden  Locks'  Picture  Book. 

200   Pictures.       Boards,   ar.    (or  in 

cloth,  21.  dd.) 
Little  Bright-Eyes'    Picture    Book. 

200  Pictures.      Boards,    2s.  (or  in 

cloth,  2J.  6d.) 
Little  Curly-Pate's  Story  Book.     150 

Pictures.     Boards,  2s.  (or  in  cloth, 

w.  ed.) 


Little  Rosy-Cheeks'  Story  Book.     150 

Pictures.     Boards,  2;.  (or  in  cloth, 

2S.  6d.) 
Mother  Goose's  Alelodies.  200  Pictures 

(some  Coloured).    Boards,  2J.  (or  in 

cloth,  2.t.  6d.) 
Mother  Goose's  fitigles.     200  Pictures 

(some  Coloured),     Boards,  2^.  (or  in 

cloth,  a.;,  bd.) 


ROUTLEDGE'S    EXCELSIOR    SERIES. 
Post  8vo,  cloth,  2X. 


The     Wide,     Wide     World.       Miss 

Wetherell. 
Melbourne  Hoitse.  Miss  Wetherell. 
The  Lamplighter.    Miss  Cummins. 
Stefifiin^   Heavenward,     and    Aunt 

Jane's  Hero.     E.  Prentiss. 
Queechy.    Miss  Wetherell. 
Ellen  Montgomery  s  Bookshelf.    Misi 

Wetherell. 


Ttvo  School  Girls.  Miss  Wetherell. 
Helen.    Maria  Edgewokth. 
Old  Helmet.    Miss  Wetherell. 
Mabel  Vaughan.     Miss  Ci'M.mins. 
Glen  Luna  Fctmily .  Miss  Wetherell. 
The  Word:    or.   Walks  from   Eden. 
Miss  W^thprell. 

The  Volunics  of  this  Series  can  also  be  had 
in  Paper  Covers,  price  \s.  6rf. 
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